
Angel in the Shadows
I am not an extraordinary person; at least I do not think I am.  My life like everyone else’s life is defined by my past and my present.  Our futures are often made up of our goals and dreams as we aim for a hazy present that is yet to happen. 
It is because of my past I find myself compelled to tell this story. Perhaps by telling my story it will help others that have had a similar experience use their own voices to tell their own stories. Perhaps even inspire some to take up the challenge of living their lives once more despite all odds.
This is a true story told from the fragmented memories and as well the use of some artistic license of a person who was also a part of Canadian history.  It is a story centered on one of the assimilation processes attempted by the government of Canada. This process is referred to as the “Sixties Scoop”.  It was yet another process that was developed by the Canadian government to make the Indians in the new country they settled become useful citizens. It was another attempt to make the Indians become more like the Europeans that settled here in their new country.  It was the next step taken by the government after the Residential Schools were starting to shut down.
 The unfortunate thing about all of this is that many families were torn apart and parents and children were separated but also the children were separated from each other, many families suffered.  This affected everyone and many of us were scarred emotionally because of it. Many of us are still seeking our families and looking for our roots.
 I am a survivor.  I am hoping that by writing this story it will help people think about the history of the country they live in and of the people who live here. I am also hoping it will help others understand the sacrifices of the many people that have lived through the growing pains of a new nation.    



[bookmark: _GoBack]Chapter 1
A Family Broken

According to the government of Canada I was born April 1963, in a large town called Portage La Prairie, Manitoba. I was the first born child of Marie St Cyr and her husband Albert (Abner) Kilfoyle.  My Christian name, the one I was baptized with in the Roman Catholic Church was Karen Lee Kilfoyle but I only knew myself as Angel.  I found out what my baptized name was in the early 1970’s, when my permanent foster family cared enough to research my family history for me and then told me what they could.  
It wasn’t until I was an adult that I discovered why I thought my name was Angel. When I went to see my birth mother for the first time after many years I asked her why I thought my name was Angel.  She told me that it was a nickname that she had given me when I was born.  She said I was her little angel sent from God because I was born on a Good Friday. It was a name given to me from her heart, and a name that others who knew me and loved me used.   I had asked her many questions then but she could not answer a lot of them. Her memories were compromised by the excessive use of alcohol and of age. Life had been hard for my mother. 
The earliest memories of my childhood are vague. I have a few clear memories though and a lot of memories that are almost dreamlike. I was told trauma does this to you.  I was also told that I may never get those memories back, but according to the therapist, in my case that may be for the best.
We lived in a very small house one block off the main road that ran through the town.  I had a little bedroom off the big room. The big room held a couch a couple of overstuffed chairs and a table. The floor was covered by a mustard yellow rug.  There were dirty green curtains on the window that overlooked the street, facing the old tire lot of the store that was built there.  My little room was big enough for the mattress that was my bed that was placed on the bare floor.  I slept on it with a few blankets to cover me at night.  I also had a small dresser and a doll’s highchair that held the only doll I ever owned.    There was one other bedroom where my parents slept.  We had a small bathroom that was located just off the small kitchen. The bathroom was a funny blue color with dirty white floors and a large old white bathtub with a toilet squeezed in beside it.  The kitchen had a stove and a fridge; there was a grey table with metal legs and some green and blue metal chairs. There were a lot of cupboards, mostly empty though; there was never much food in the kitchen.  
When I became an adult I returned to look at the house I grew up in I wanted to look at it one more time and try to remember what it was like to live there.  I drove there with my foster family.  I was surprised that I knew exactly where to go to get back to it. I had shivers up my spine as we rounded the corner and there it stood, it was not as I remembered.  I saw that it was just a boarded up shack, slowly moldering away in a little yard full of garbage and debris. Manitoba Maples were growing close to the walls and scratching along the boards where a window might have been.  There were burrs and dandelions growing in thick patches with long spindly grasses trying to survive on the parched soil.  All around the front yard was the left over bones of a fence that may have been made of white painted pickets at one time. The roof covered in mossy green tiles was patchy and collapsing in upon itself. The eaves troughs the ones that remained anyway had little trees growing in them.  The rest hung in sad disrepair victims to the wayward breezes and the rust that slowly ate away at them. This was my home for a little while and looking at it as an adult it just appeared to be a sad, small dilapidated building, but when I was a child, it was big enough for me and my family. 
My memories as a child of that little house were that it always seemed to be a hubbub of social activity.  There were many faces that would come and go, very few of those faces I can still remember. There was always the sound of loud music playing, and the sound of beer bottles clinking and fizzing when they were opened.   There would be voices that started out the day full of happiness and laughter and those same voices would eventually be raised in anger by the end of the day. Sometimes late at night the sound of people shouting at each other and the noise of a fleshy squish from someone’s fist hitting someone else’s skin would wake me up from my troubled dreams. There often would be sounds of fighting, of doors slamming, and beer bottles being thrown at the walls.  Once there was the rushing sound of broken glass, a cold brittle noise as the window shattered because someone threw a chair across the room and through the front window. Lingering over it all in the air and permeating the furniture was the stench of stale beer and old cigarettes that would never go away. To this day I hate that smell.  
Often I was unable to sleep; I would sit on the floor close to my mattress by the heavy grey wool blanket that covered the door of my room.  I would peek out at the party every now and then, not always understanding what I saw but somehow recognizing for me it was not a safe place to be.  Eventually I learned to hide a little better but not before I understood why I felt afraid.  
I believe the person who taught me this lesson was a man that I remember only as Uncle.  One night during one of the parties he saw me sitting by the door of my bedroom.  He came into my room, the blanket falling into place behind him. He smelled like beer and cigarettes and had a peculiar smile on his face.  He started touching me. He stroked my hair, he rubbed my legs and eventually he had unbuttoned my pajama top My memories as a child of that little house were that it always seemed to be a hubbub of social activity.  There were many faces that would come and go, very few of those faces I can still remember. There was always the sound of loud music playing, and the sound of beer bottles clinking and fizzing when they were opened.   There would be voices that started out the day full of happiness and laughter and those same voices would eventually be raised in anger by the end of the day. Sometimes late at night the sound of people shouting at each other and the noise of a fleshy squish from someone’s fist hitting someone else’s skin would wake me up from my troubled dreams. There often would be sounds of fighting, of doors slamming, and beer bottles being thrown at the walls.  Once there was the rushing sound of broken glass, a cold brittle noise as the window shattered because someone threw a chair across the room and through the front window. Lingering over it all in the air and permeating the furniture was the stench of stale beer and old cigarettes that would never go away. To this day I hate that smell.  My memories as a child of that little house were that it always seemed to be a hubbub of social activity.  There were many faces that would come and go, very few of those faces I can still remember. There was always the sound of loud music playing, and the sound of beer bottles clinking and fizzing when they were opened.   There would be voices that started out the day full of happiness and laughter and those same voices would eventually be raised in anger by the end of the day. Sometimes late at night the sound of people shouting at each other and the noise of a fleshy squish from someone’s fist hitting someone else’s skin would wake me up from my troubled dreams. There often would be sounds of fighting, of doors slamming, and beer bottles being thrown at the walls.  Once there was the rushing sound of broken glass, a cold brittle noise as the window shattered because someone threw a chair across the room and through the front window. Lingering over it all in the air and permeating the furniture was the stench of stale beer and old cigarettes that would never go away. To this day I hate that smell.  
Often I was unable to sleep; I would sit on the floor close to my mattress by the heavy grey wool blanket that covered the door of my room.  I would peek out at the party every now and then, not always understanding what I saw but somehow recognizing for me it was not a safe place to be.  Eventually I learned to hide a little better but not before I understood why I felt afraid.  
I believe the person who taught me this lesson was a man that I remember only as Uncle.  One night during one of the parties he saw me sitting by the door of my bedroom.  He came into my room, the blanket falling into place behind him. He smelled like beer and cigarettes and had a peculiar smile on his face.  He started touching me. He stroked my hair, he rubbed my legs and eventually he had unbuttoned my pajama top.  He started to touch me in other parts of my body. His voice soothing enough that I wasn’t scared. I guess because I didn’t cry or yell he continued getting braver with each touch.  Then, he showed me how some men like to play with little girls. I know it happened more than once but to me but that was part of my life.  I never told my mother, I guess, I knew deep down there was something wrong with him, and I was ashamed because I let him touch me.  Perhaps I also thought there was something wrong with me too and I didn’t want anyone to know.  
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 These memories are fleeting images, dreamlike and surreal. I was young and didn’t know any better. Yet, that man affected me in some way.   All I truly know is that to this day I am uncomfortable around men with red hair and probably will be till the day I die.  The parties continued. I learned to hide better, and sometimes I would leave with my older cousins and we would go to someone’s home where the adults were not partying.  All of us children learned at a young age how to look after one another and that is how most of us survived.  
In 1968, my mother went to the hospital once more.  On this occasion she gave birth to my brothers.  Yes there were two of them, they were fraternal twins.  I knew them as Danny and Kenny.  My mother came home with them and I thought they were just wonderful.  Their tiny bodies were all soft and brown, their black hair felt like downy feathers made of a soft blackness and very fine. They were like living dolls to me and I remember I would help my Mother dress them and change their diapers. I would eagerly hold them and feed them their bottles.  I loved my little brothers and tried my best to help my Mother look after them.  
I don’t remember my Father being around very much at this time.  He was a Laborer and often went away to work.  When my Mother came home with my little brothers another woman came to stay with us to help her. I think she might have been a Grandma, but she could very easily have been an Auntie, I don’t remember her very well and I may never know who she was.  I remember her mostly because she would make me vegetable soup, with lots of pepper on it and this wonderful kind of bread. I would eat the bread hot out of the oven with butter melting down my fingers.  I thought then, perhaps this was what heaven was like…When I grew up I found out that the bread from my childhood was actually called Bannock. I searched for a recipe when I was in my twenties because I wanted to know how to make it. I found the recipe in a history book and I bake it now for my children and they feel the same way like I did so long ago when they eat it.
My little brothers were only with us for a short time after they were born.  I believe it may have been a year or two that they were with us.  They were just beginning to walk and talk when they left us.  My little brother Kenny was the larger of the two and a bit of a bully to Danny who was smaller. Kenny used to push Danny down and take his bottle from him.  He also enjoyed taking toys from him as well, I would try to stop them from fighting and most of the time if I sang a little song or made funny faces they would both laugh and their tears would be forgotten until the next time they fought over something.  
I thought we were doing okay as a family, but one day a lady and a man who were dressed in dark clothes showed up at our house. They were strangers, they were white skinned not brown like us, and they scared me.  They didn’t speak to me, the woman picked up my brothers one at a time and looked really closely at them. They were scared when the woman picked them up and they began to cry. She was very grim, she didn’t smile and she made me feel like I was nothing, and ignored me when I tried to help my brothers.   After that they had a long talk with my Mom; she started to cry too. I don’t know what they said to her because I was sent to my room by the lady so they could talk to my Mother. They left the house after the talk and went out to their car and took out a battered suitcase and brought it into the house.  When they came back into the house I was already in the bedroom with my brothers.  My Mother had asked me to help her by getting the boys dressed to go out.  I helped my Mother and I knew something bad was happening. I was not sure why my Mother was still crying, and I wanted to make her happy and smile again but I didn’t know what to do, so I helped her, I made the boys laugh as I tickled them as I pulled on their little shirts but my Mother didn’t even notice, just more tears came from her eyes.  The lady came into the room then and opened the suitcase and asked me where the boys clothes were, I showed her.  She started packing them into the suitcase, barely looking at them and placing their worn clothes with little care into the case.  When the drawer was empty she took Danny up in her arms and the man took Kenny.  My little brothers didn’t cry anymore but their big brown eyes were curious as they peered at me over the shoulders of these strangers.  My Mom was waiting for them at the outside door by she looked very sad, in her hands she held one of their blue baby blankets as she watched the strangers pick up her sons and walk towards the door.  I was so confused so I followed them curious to see what was going to happen next.  Outside they put the boys into the back seat of their big black car.  The man with the suit got in the driver’s seat and the woman got into the other side.  The man rolled down the window and said that my mother would be contacted at another time then he started the car and drove off.  I saw my brothers looking back at us out of the windows; Danny raised his little hand and waved.  I waved back.  This was the last time I saw them together. 
I watched as the car drove away down the empty street taking my brothers away from us.  I looked at my Mother then. I had many questions I wanted to ask her, but once I saw her face, I knew there was no point.  She still had tears in her eyes, and the tears rolling down her cheeks that were leaving glistening tracks behind. She cried silently without any noise for a little while, just looking down the road, the black car was long gone and there was just the tears washing away the brightness from her eyes.   She said nothing to me, she didn’t even look at me, and she continued to watch the car, clutching the faded blue baby blanket in her hands. Once the car turned the corner she turned too and went into the house.  Taking up a half empty beer bottle in her hand she began to drink, the faded baby blanket crumpled in her lap, seemingly forgotten.  In my heart I felt a heaviness which I really didn’t understand, but it felt to me like the world had come to an end. I cried and received no comfort in my misery.






                                                Chapter 2
Friendship and Betrayal

I started to go to school for the very first time soon after my little brothers were taken away.  I am not sure what grade I was in. I think I was six years old.  To my young eyes the school was a big, unfriendly and scary place. Before I had to attend school I would sometimes walk by the fenced in playground behind the school and look at the building.  To me the school was a castle made out of cold, hard, stone with this massive staircase leading up to the doors.  The windows were small with bars on them and it looked like very little sunshine ever entered into the building. I would see children go into the building and then they wouldn’t come out for a long, long, time. I often wondered what they did in there all day and too soon I became one of them. 
My first time in the school did not make me feel any better about it.  I didn’t like it there.  I would of much rather been outside, doing what I enjoyed doing without someone always telling me what to do.  The teachers and adults always told me to line up, sit down, and be quiet and so on.  I learned my ABCs, my 123s, and tried to sit still when I was told.  The only good thing I could see about school was that there I could meet and play with other children, some were like me, but a lot of them were not like me at all. 
I met my first best friend there.  It’s funny now as I look back I realize I don’t even remember her name.  I do remember what she looked like though.  She had white skin with freckles, and curly brown hair.  She always dressed so pretty, and she smelled like soap and flowers.  I don’t know why she chose to be my friend.  I was so unlike her with my brown skin and long black hair.  I wore ragged clothes and I am sure I didn’t smell like flowers.  
She ended up inviting me to her house a few times to play with her. Her parents were always both home, and they were very nice to me.  She had a little brother that was a bit of a pest, but he often played with us. I guess he wasn’t all that bad since we could put up with him and we would let him join in our play for a little while. 
Their house was large and beautiful, with a lot of rooms. It smelled like soap, cookies, and food.  They also had a nice green yard, with flower gardens full of beautiful flowers and butterflies.  In the back of their yard there was also this little shed that we would play in all the time.  Her bedroom was all pink and ruffles, she lived like a princess I thought.  She had pretty clothes for herself and lots of dolls with pretty clothes as well. We would spend hours dressing her dolls and playing house.  Her bed was bouncy and when we were bored we’d jump on it until her Mom would tell us to stop. They also fed me there and I must admit I would sometimes go there when I was hungry in hopes that I would be invited to stay for a meal. I often timed it just right and ended up with a full stomach and a few hours of happiness to keep me going a little longer.
The friendship was short and didn’t last very long, but I was glad to have it back then.  It ended one day when we were at school and she had been playing with some other girls.  I had been daydreaming under the trees and minding my own business, not really wanting to participate in the games the other kids were playing that day.  When the bell rang to call us in from recess I saw her and ran up the stairs to join her. 
As I brushed by the other kids to get to her side I bumped into one of the girls she had been playing with by accident.  The girl didn’t like me much in the first place, so she started yelling at me and calling me stupid, and other nasty names.  I began to cry for she had hurt my feelings. I was truly sorry that I had made this girl angry with me for no reason that I could think of.  My tears must have made her happy for she had a smug little smile on her face as she watched me cry.   I started to back away from my friend and the nasty little girls who were all giggling in their hands watching me.  The little girl who had yelled at me gave me a hard push.  I lost my balance then and fell backwards down those hard unforgiving stone stairs.  I remember landing at the foot of the staircase. Tears and snot were running down my face and now I felt blood also dripping down my back.   My head hurt:  I raised my hand to touch the back of my head and it came away with blood all over it, my blood, there was also a big bump back there as well.   My hair was wild and matted with the dust and the blood and my clothes had stains on it from my tears, my runny nose, the blood and the dirt from the hard cold sidewalk. 
 My friend just looked at me from the top of the stairs with a strange look on her face it was a kind of sad look but she didn’t even come down to me to see if I was alright, she just stood there.  The other little girls she was with started to laugh and they pulled her along with them into the building just leaving me there alone on the ground.  I watched her follow them; she didn’t even look back at me. I knew then that I had lost her as my friend so I turned and walked away from the school.  I was devastated, my heart broken and I planned never to go back to that school again after that day. 
I did go back to school again though, but now I hated it there even more.  I felt like I was a wild animal trapped in a place where no one cared about me.  All I saw was the way the adults in charge only cared about their rules. I daydreamed a lot I would stare out the windows or draw pictures and I wouldn’t get my work done; I used to get in trouble for that.  I became more aware of the way children treated each other and how they would hate you one day and like you the next.  I never understood that.  I also learned that we children should do as we are told or suffer the consequences, this was when I started learning the skill of being invisible so the adults wouldn’t notice you.  
On the mornings when my Mother remembered to wake me up for school I would often become sidetracked on purpose as I walked to school. I was never really disappointed when she slept in or just forgot to tell me to go.   I had also discovered that no one really cared if I went to school or not.  Often I would find other places to go other than school, and I only would go to school if it was rainy or too cold to be outside.  
I never made another friend there.  I had learned a lesson about life from that little girl, and it was the fact that friends hurt you and I didn’t want to be hurt again.










                                                        Chapter 3

Island Park

When I wanted to escape the restrictions of being in school one of the places I often remembered going to was a place called Island Park.  I discovered that it was a place where no one would look for me and I could spend hours there entertaining myself. I loved the wildness of the overgrown spaces in that park and the peace I found there.

 On the days when I ran away from my home, school and life, I would spend the first hour walking there through the town.  I would stop often and look at houses and at their gardens to watch the birds and butterflies fluttering around the flowers and plants. I would wonder about the people living in those homes and think about what it would be like.  I would pause to say hello to any dogs or cats I saw as I walked.  My mother told me when I was an adult that I used to have a little brown dog that would follow me everywhere.  Unfortunately I do not remember him.  I am sure that I probably enjoyed his company too while I wandered about. Just before the road that went to the bridge that went across the lake to the island, there was another little park that I would go to for a little break before I would continue on.  Mostly I loved to swing on the large swing set and use the metal slide that was in that park. The slide was tall and it gave you a fast ride when you went down it as long as the sun hadn’t heated it up to an unbearable temperature.  Down the road from there was the bridge that crossed Ring Lake to go to the island. All along the road to the bridge there was a park area with grass and trees that would go right down to the edge of the lake.  I would wander by the water, sometimes stopping to watch the geese and ducks that came back every year to nest and live there.  Often In my hand there would be a stick that I would use to poke at the things I’d see in the water.  Sometimes I would kneel down to put my hands in the clear cold flowing water.  I would take time to turn over the rocks and look for curly shelled snails, darting silver fish, wondrous bugs and the grumpy crayfish that would try to pinch my trespassing fingers. I would try to grab them by their back shell pieces before they would rocket off backwards with a flick of their scaled tails. 

Once I crossed the bridge there would be two ways to go.  To the right there was a path that would lead to the fair grounds. To the left there was a road that would take you around the playground, the park, the pond, and the cages where wild animals and birds were kept.

In the fairgrounds there were stables and large rows of bleachers surrounding a dirt field.  If there was a fair or rodeo coming soon I would sometimes find horses and cows in the buildings. I loved the smell of their hay scented breath as they would greet me and the smell of their bodies and if I was careful sometimes they would let me touch their large warm bodies. These animals were peaceful and comforting in their largeness.   Always curious I would search under the bleachers and sometimes I would find treasures.  I would often collect odd things like buttons, pretty rocks, empty pop bottles, discarded bottle tops and whatever else caught my fancy. Sometimes especially after a show I would find pennies, and nickels, if I was really looking hard a dime would be hidden in the garbage and the dirt.  One time I remember being lucky enough to go there during a show of some sort.  I had snuck in and scooted under the bleachers while people were busy watching the arena.  I guess because I was a little kid they thought I belonged to someone there so I wasn’t told to go away.  

I remember that show.  There were horses, many of them; they were all black and dark brown, the sun shone on their skins.  The saddles and boots on the men who rode the horses were also shiny and black. The metal parts that I could see sparkled and glinted with a highly polished sheen. The men who were riding on the horses were dressed in red and black uniforms; I thought they looked like soldiers.  As I watched I remember them making their horses do fantastic things often without a sound or voice command.  The horses danced and made patterns with each other and they seemed to be following the music playing on the speakers. At the end of the show they all raced around in a large circle with the men on their backs, the men were holding flags that would snap and flare in the wind caused by their movement.  I watched mesmerized, until the show was over.  To me it was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen!   Later on when I grew up I discovered that the show I had seen then was called the Royal Canadian Mounted Police Musical Ride.  I have never seen it since, though it has been advertised a few times in local towns where I have lived I just never had the means to get to it. I am not even sure if I would enjoy it as much as I did the first time I saw it through the bleachers on that warm summer day.

If I went to the left after the bridge, which was often the direction I choose I would let myself be lost in a magical world full of nature.  The first place I would go to was a wild area filled with tall wild flowers and grasses. There would be small prickly bushes that would grab at my clothes, hand and hair as I would pick double handfuls of wild flowers and grasses. There were some plants that I learned to avoid touching because they would hurt me, stinging my skin with itchy welts or poking me with sharp thorns causing my hands to bleed. After I had a decent armful of flowers and grasses I would seek the area where the deer were kept.  Then sneaking up as close to the fence as I could I would sit and wait holding my offerings of flowers and grasses hoping that the deer would come close enough to eat out of my hand.  It didn’t always work but every now and then I would get lucky and those lovely creatures would approach me to eat the handpicked delicacies I had for them. The ones most willing to approach were the tiny spotted fawns who would look at me with their liquid browns eyes stretching their necks out to taste the delicacies in my hands. Then something would startle the mother and she would grunt, stamp her hooves and raise her tail.  The little ones would race back to their mothers’ side and watch me warily once more, until they became brave enough to come closer again. 

After the deer and I tired of each other’s company I would go to the cages in the middle of the park where the exotic wild birds were kept.  I would diligently search the perimeter of each cage hunting for their beautiful feathers.  The feathers were fascinating to me, they were soft and hard, the colors were glorious. Sometimes the feathers would be barred with stripes or have spots; sometimes they were just solid colors.  I would reverently pick each one up and clean it delicately with my fingers, and then I would put them into my pockets to gloat over later when I was alone.  

In the park by the shores of the lake there was also an interesting little building.  It was a miniature windmill, but when I was younger I didn’t know what it was called. To me it was my own private playhouse.  There were two little staircases inside with small areas to play in.  Sometimes other kids would be there and we would play in it.  I remember once someone brought doll dishes and left them there.  I would spend many hours in that little building it was a place to hide, and a place to escape the harsh reality of my life. It was also a shelter when the days were cold and rainy.

The park also had a playground.  This is where I would play as well.  There were swings, a slide, and a merry-go-round, as well as monkey bars.  If I was lucky I would find another child there to play with, but sometimes it was just a cousin that chose to follow me in my wanderings.  Often I would find myself alone in the playground, but that didn’t bother me too much, I would play by myself inventing imaginary friends and forget the rest of the world. It was not difficult for me to imagine adventures of such fantastic proportions.  

The imaginary friends I would populate my world with would often be warriors, kings, queens, princesses and sometimes monsters too that could only be found in my imagination.  I would often imagine myself travelling to wild and exotic places, the images fueled by pictures I saw and remembered from books and magazines at school or in the stores where I would go into to look at things around the town.  In those wonderful places of my mind I would fight other monsters, rescue people, and discover fabulous treasures. Often I would be the hero and would escape these imagined adventures intact, and successful. These exotic places were inhabited by many glorious animals, plants and buildings. When I was there I would have extraordinary skills, be absolutely beautiful, wise and understanding.  I would be able to talk to the animals, monsters and people that inhabited these places. I would work, play and fight, and survive all odds with my imaginary wits and skills.  I was often lost in those places of my imaginings for hours at a time!  Usually I was called back to the then and now by hunger pangs, the darkness of days end, or the coldness of the weather.





























                                               Chapter 4
A Childhood Game


One of the clear memories I have of my childhood took place during late summer.  I cherish this memory; because of it I can possibly believe that my life, though not great, was maybe not all that bad.  

It was raining.  We didn’t care though; it was one of those good rains, all warm and gently misting down.  The dirt smelled better when it rained like that.  Our little group of cousins and friends had been out playing on the streets.  It must have been a Sunday; because of where we were playing that day. It was a business in town that wasn’t open.  If it had been open we would have been chased away by the adults that worked there. We were used to being chased away by adults but it was a relief to know it wasn’t going to happen this time.  We were playing in the old stacks of tires at the back of the Goodyear tire store that was across the street from my family’s house.  

I was one of the youngest kids in our brave little band of street urchins.  There were one or two others that might have been younger than me. It didn’t matter to us though for we “looked out” for each other.  The older kids would often protect us and care for us when we played on the streets of our town, they kept us fairly safe. They were the ones that would help us gather beer bottles to take to the hotel so we could cash them in for money.  They were also the ones that would help us find food, either buying it or yes, shop-lifting it so we wouldn’t be too hungry when there was no food in our homes.

On this day that I remember, we were playing a game of “Hide and Go Seek”.  The tire yard was a great place for this game with a lot of hiding places for us.  The smaller and younger children had the advantage over the bigger, ganglier almost teenagers that were with us.  We choose the person to be “it” and I went to find a good place to hide, one of my younger cousins was also following me.  We decided to hide in one of the huge towers of tractor tires and we scrambled up to the top and jumped inside them.  

I remember telling my little cousin to be quick I could hear the cousin that was it counting and knew we were running out of time.  I had to talk my little cousin into crawling into the inside shell of the bottom tire, he was worried because it had a little bit of water in it from the rain storm we had had the night before.  With a lot of giggling and some protests because he was getting wet from the water inside it I got him settled into place then I took the tire one level up and on the other side and slipped my thin frame into its rubbery smelling damp darkness.  As I lay there waiting I realized I wasn’t alone in the tire.   I had felt something moving by my fingertips.  I stifled a girly shriek because I realized I was sharing my space with one of those small yellow and black grass snakes. I was not scared of the snake, I actually liked them a lot and used to catch them so I could play with them and watch them move around.  I loved the way their smooth cool skin felt as they wove themselves around my fingers. I had discovered that if I didn’t startle them they wouldn’t “poo” on me.  When they did this your hands smelled badly for a couple of hours no matter how many times you wiped them or even if you crushed sweet smelling grass and flowers in your hands they would still smell, it was not a pleasant thing.  I often found these snakes in the tire stacks I think they liked the warm water and the safety of the darkness.

On the outside of our tower I could hear that Liza my older cousin was finished counting and was now looking for us.  My cousin John heard her walk by and started to giggle but I shushed him and whispered to him to be quiet. Liza moved away, and I breathed a sigh of relief because I knew she hadn’t heard us.  We stayed as quiet as we could and as each one of our cousins and friends were found we would hear their happy voices and laughter. 

 We were the last ones to be found, but working as a group they eventually found us, but we had won.  With a lot of giggling and teasing we left our hiding place.  As I was getting out of the tractor tire I searched for the little snake and grabbed it with my hands. The older male cousins laughed at me when I took the snake in my hands and chased the other girl cousins with it, as a tomboy I loved to torment them. They all shrieked and ran away from me as I chased them with the snake. I teased them for a bit with the little snake and after I scared them sufficiently I took it over to the taller grass and set it free and watched as it squirmed away into the safety of the tangled grass and weeds. When my female cousins realized they were safe and I wasn’t going to produce another snake we gathered our group together to go from there on to another adventure.   

It was shortly after this adventure that my life turned upside down and I would start on another adventure that would take me on from childhood to adulthood. All the things I knew, the life I had lived up to that point was all going to change drastically.  I was going to embark on another lifelong adventure full of sadness, happiness, fear, and I would face many challenges. 

Life in a dysfunctional home with parents addicted to alcohol is not an ideal living space for any child.  It was soon noticed by the community that my parents were unable to look after themselves, much less the children they had been blessed with. I guess there were enough concerned people who eventually reported them to Child and Family Services.   They were going to lose me to the government, just like they lost my little brothers I was going to be taken away.




















Chapter 5
The Nowhere Child

In the winter of 1970, according to the records given to me by Child and Family Services I was “apprehended”. That word makes it sound like I was a criminal, but the only thing I was guilty of was trying to survive.  
It is stated in the records that I was “severely malnourished” and had pneumonia.  I do remember being very sick and not having a lot of clothes to keep me warm.  It was recorded that I was to be removed from my family and placed into a hospital until such a time that I was well enough to return home. I was taken to the local hospital and from there I was picked up by people who looked a lot like the strangers that had taken my little brothers away.  They too drove a big black car and they also were not very friendly just like the ones who came and took my little brothers away.  My few belongings that had come to the hospital with me were put into a bag and placed on the seat beside me, I felt that I was no more than another piece of baggage, they didn’t talk to me very much at all, they barely spoke to each other.  The woman smoked and looked out the window through the clouds of smoke, and the radio played some music with an occasional voice announcing a song or some jingle about a product they were promoting.  I didn’t really care though, the music was soothing and all I knew was that I was going to a hospital in a city called Brandon at least that is what they told me.   The ride was long and I was exhausted slipping in and out of sleep.  The road went on forever,  outside the window I saw fields, trees, cows, barns and houses but many times I was half asleep and didn’t notice much of anything. 
 I woke up once to see that we were at the top of a very large hill. I remember the hill because it made me wonder what it would be like to slide down it on the icy snow.  It was way bigger than the little hills by the railway tracks that my friends and I used to slide down on pieces of old cardboard that we would scrounge from behind businesses.  This hill fascinated me, I had never seen one so big before, and I began to realize then that the world was a much bigger place than I could have ever imagined. Even though I was a little scared I was also curious to see where I would end up next.  The car ride was over soon enough.  We had arrived at another city with buildings, houses, and cars all around.  A large brick building hunkered in the oncoming dusk the glass doors glowed with a warm beckoning light.  The lady came around and opened the door for me, helping me out of the backseat.  She wrapped me in a blanket and took the bag of my belongings in her hand as she ushered me into the warm building. We walked a way down a hallway and into a room with chairs.  I was told to sit down and wait while she went to talk to the nurse behind a desk.  I looked around at the room and noticed a few other people there, mostly adults and a couple of other children with their Mothers.  They all looked sad and I felt sorry for them.  I also felt kind of lonely and wondered where my Mom was and what she was doing.  I cuddled into the blanket by tucking my legs under me, turning sideways to look at a blank blue wall, and hugging my arms I put my head against the chair back and closed my eyes, allowing a few tears to leak from my eyes.  I must have dozed off because the next thing I remember was getting gently shaken awake.  The lady who brought me in was the one who woke me up.  She introduced me to another lady, her name was Mary, I think and she was a nurse.  Then the other lady took my bag and they both ushered me down another long hallway and onto an elevator then we went up in the elevator.  The ride felt weird I had never been on an elevator before but I had heard about them.  My stomach felt all fluttery and just before the door open my head felt funny as well.  We left the elevator when the doors opened and entered into another hallway that had rooms on each side. Out of curiosity I peeked into the rooms that had doors open and noticed they were large rooms with a lot of beds in them.  I also saw that there were other children in some of those beds and mostly they were sleeping or just lying in their beds.    Most of them looked ill and I felt sorry for them. The nurse took us to a large room.  The walls were blue and white, there were four beds, and each bed had curtains beside it. There were two other kids in the room, one was sleeping and the other was looking at a book.  The one looking at the book watched us as the nurse fussed around and the lady from the black car helped me onto the bed.  She said goodbye to me and then spoke quietly to the nurse and left the room.  I was getting a little scared, and quietly waited to see what was going to happen to me next.  The nurse smiled and said something reassuring to me, took a gown out of a drawer, handed it to me, then she closed the curtain and told me to put it on.  She left to go do something else so I put the gown on, noticing the crisp clean smell, the hardness of the cloth and the way it was a little too big for me.  I left my other clothes in a pile on the bed and crawled back onto the top of the bed.  I was feeling tired and so I laid down.  I wondered where my Mom was and if I was ever going to go home again.  I felt hot tears prickling my eyes, and knowing no one would see I allowed them to escape my eyes and run down my cheeks.  The hotness of them on my skin made me feel worse and more tears followed, until they fell like a rushing stream of sadness and despair down my face.  I curled up on my side and put my face into the pillow that was on the bed and sobbed softly, not wanting anyone to know I was crying.  I must have fallen asleep for when I woke up again the room was dark and I had some warm snuggly blankets upon me.  There was a faint light glowing from a crack in the curtain around my bed; I could hear soft voices in the distance and soft breathing closer by, I heard coughing from across the room and then quietness.  I remembered then that I was in the hospital, my eyes felt hot and dry; I was shivering, so I pulled up the blankets feeling too tired to cry anymore I allowed myself to go to sleep again knowing I was safe for now.
The next day I awoke to the sound of voices and the smell of food. As I woke from my sleep my body felt sore, my eyes hurt, and I was shivering again.  I yawned and then broke into a deep coughing fit, when that was over I just laid back in my pillows exhausted, it was like I had never slept at all.  I heard footsteps just outside my curtains and the noise of metal rattling, the curtains parted and I was greeted by a nurse.  She asked me how I was and I explained I was tired and that my throat and chest hurt.  I also told her I was cold. She smiled at me and told me she would get me more blankets and while I waited she wanted me to eat something, she pulled a table over and placed a covered tray on it.  There was a small glass of juice and milk on the side.  When she took the lid off I saw a bowl of wet mushy stuff with brown sugar on it and some toast.  She told me the wet stuff was porridge and that it would help my throat, she also showed me some little boxes of jam and she asked me if I’d like to have it on my toast.  I said yes, and watched as she opened them and took a knife to spread it on the bread.  The smell of the food affected me, and I felt and heard my tummy grumble so loudly it surprised me, I giggled when the nurse chuckled and handed me the spoon.  She went off to get me more blankets and some medicine, she told me she would be right back.  I dug into the porridge and placed a heaping spoonful in my mouth.  Oh the taste was fantastic, the brown sugar and milk tasted so good together, and it felt so warm and soothing as I felt it go down my throat and into my stomach, warming me from the inside out.  I finished the whole bowl and was nibbling on the toast when the nurse came back with a man she told me was the doctor.  
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