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INDIGENOUS ME
LE « MOI » AUTOCHTONE



INDIGENOUS ME 
Volume 1 – 2019

The Indigenous Me publication contest was created as an opportunity for Indigenous youth to share their stories and celebrate cultural 
pride. The University of Sudbury asked Indigenous youth grades 7 to 12 to submit a creative writing composition related to the theme 
“What being Indigenous means to me.” Submissions took many forms: poetry, essays, a play and more. Students wrote about traditions, 
teachings and experiences from a variety of perspectives. All submissions were then evaluated based on engagement, character, 
insightfulness and creativity. Top scorers in each grade category, one from grades 7 to 9 and another from grades 10 to 12, were chosen 
as Top Writers. The University is proud to take this opportunity to share the diverse voices, perspectives and stories of Indigenous youth in 
hopes of encouraging more students to study, connect with and embrace their culture. Youth are the voices of the future and we want to 
help them recognize the value of cultural learning.

LE « MOI » AUTOCHTONE 
Volume 1 – 2019

Le concours de publication Le « moi » autochtone a été créé pour permettre aux jeunes autochtones de partager leur histoire et de 
célébrer leur fierté culturelle. L’Université de Sudbury a demandé aux jeunes autochtones de la 7e à la 12e année de soumettre une 
composition littéraire sur le thème « Que signifie être autochtone pour moi! ». Les soumissions ont pris plusieurs formes : poésie, essais, 
une pièce de théâtre et plus. Les élèves ont écrit au sujet de traditions, d’enseignements et d’expériences sous divers angles. Toutes les 
soumissions ont ensuite été évaluées en fonction de leur engagement, caractère, perspicacité et créativité. Les personnes avec le plus de 
points dans chaque catégorie, une de la 7e à la 9e année et une autre de la 10e à la 12e année, ont été choisis comme meilleurs écrivains. 
L’Université est fière de prendre cette occasion pour faire valoriser les différentes voix, perspectives et histoires des jeunes autochtones 
dans l’espoir d’encourager plus d’étudiants à étudier, connecter et reconnaître sa culture. Les jeunes sont la voix de l’avenir et il serait bien 
qu’ils puissent reconnaître la valeur de l’apprentissage culturel.
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WHAT BEING 
INDIGENOUS 
MEANS TO ME!

My name is Kathleen Flamand. I am from Wikwemikong 
Unceded Indian Reserve. I am First Nations. I grew up on my 
reserve most of my life. I grew up with parents that did not 
complete Secondary school. I had addictions all around me. I 
have also been abused physically, sexually, and mentally which 
affected me spiritually growing up. I spent my youth in and 

out of detention centres and foster care. As a result, I became 
addicted to drugs and alcohol at a young age. After many years I 
finally reached out for help and went back to school. I am clean 
and in school full-time and I want to finish my Ontario Secondary 
School Diploma and go to College as a Child and Youth Worker 
with Indigenous Specialization, in order to work and change the 
way Children and Youth go into the system.

I have been in the system first hand and I do believe there needs 
to be a voice for young parents that do not have as much support 
as others do. A lot of the time there’s no one there to speak up 
and support these young parents. I also believe that there needs 
to be a voice and to defend these young people. I truly believe 
the best teachers are the ones who have been there. And for this, 

I will do whatever I can to make a change. I will stand up for the 
ones who cannot speak up, and for the ones who tried hard but 
gave up.

Every day I am excited to learn something new about my culture, 
how I can help others, and what I can do to make a difference 
for the many others to come who need the support. I believe 
everyone deserves to live a ‘Good Life’. A lot of the time we don’t 

Every day I am excited to learn something new about my 
culture, how I can help others, and what I can do to make a 
difference for the many others to come who need the support. 

By Kathleen Flamand  |  First Nations, Sudbury ON  |  Grade 12 Student
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have the help or the guidance to know and see what is available 
to us, or to show us there is ‘Hope’. I want to be the hand that 
reaches out to those who need the help. I want to make a 
difference one child at a time, one family at a time. I believe 
every single one of us is here for a reason, and I do what it takes 
to accomplish my goals in life. Life has its ups and downs, but it’s 
how you handle it, that’s what helps you break down the walls 
that try to stop you. 

We learn the ‘Seven Grandfather Teachings’ for a reason; to live a 
good life. Everything we need to know are in the teachings that 
are passed down to us. These teachings are bravery, humility, 
truth, wisdom, honesty, love and respect. If we just follow the 
teachings and teach others what we know, we can do anything. 
We have the capability to do anything. We were not made for 
this world, but we evolved. Now we, as Indigenous people, 
can take on anything we put our minds to. I know I will not be 
another bad statistic and I will bring as many people I can along 
with me to reach our full potential.

We, as Indigenous people, are powerful, and we need to follow 
our teachings, like the ‘Seven Grandfathers Teachings’ to live a 
Good Life and to pass what we learn onto future generations. 
Always remember no matter how bad life was, YOU can make 
your future bright. As an Indigenous woman, I am very proud 
of who I am and I will never let anyone tell me different. If I can 
help someone to better themselves, it makes life worth living, 
and if I can get better anyone can.

Therefore, being Indigenous means all of this to me and more. It 
means being strong. It means helping others and giving back. It 
means respecting myself and all humankind. It means following 
‘The Seven Grandfather Teachings’. Being Indigenous means to 
be better in everything we do, and always remember to give 
back. Thank you for listening to my story. 
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Et que faudrait-il faire?
Altérer notre identité, et omettre qui nous sommes. Découragés.
Tout comme un arbre coupé, où il reste seulement qu’une souche 
déracinée.

De masquer le visage, on a tant un manque de confiance,
Pour cacher l’apparence ; les gens jugent nos différences.

Non, merci! Ressentir le rejet, comme une mauvaise herbe dans 
un pré de fleurs.
Seulement parce que notre peau est d’une différente couleur?

Écouter discrètement, garder tous nos sentiments cachés dans 
notre intellect.
Un ouragan de pensées qui remue sans abject.

Non, merci! Lorsque les gens voient seulement les défauts de nos 
aspects physiques,
On peux éprouver beaucoup d’angoisse psychologique.

Ressentir les regards néfastes des gens qui jugent nos vêtements.
Vouloir pleurer, mais non, car on ne veut pas être humilié 
publiquement?

S’aimer soi-même, sans incertitude.
D’accepter tes imperfections, mais aussi voir le bon dans soi-
même, comme aptitude!

Ne pas avoir peur de commencer des conversations réalistes,
Et avoir de la réjouissance à socialiser, sans inconstance.

D’être acceptés, accueilli chaleureusement,
Ne pas être critiqué à cause de ta race journalièrement!

Partager tes sentiments et tes opinions, laisser tes sentiments se 
dégager,
Pour ne pas laisser tes pensées cachées, elles sont dignes d’être 
remarquées.

Lorsque les gens voient les aspects positifs de ta personnalité,
Et qu’elle soit acceptée pour sa pureté et sa simplicité.

Recevoir de gentils compliments, juste parce que; pour être franc. 
Je voudrai sourire inclusivement, et c’est bel et bien le temps!
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L’APERÇU D’UNE 
JEUNE FILLE 
AUTOCHTONE
Par Katiya Gareau-Jones  |  Premières nations, Garson ON  |  Elève de 11e année
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There is an event that my mom has been going to for the last 
8 years, but before I was never really curious to know what it 
was. Every time she left, she asked me to send her prayers and 
love. So I did that, but thought it was my usual routine, since 
I have always appreciated her. Little did I know, her yearly 
disappearance was a lot more than that, it was to sacrifice 
herself.

At the beginning of the summer, I felt obliged to know more 
about my mom’s personal life and become more culturally 
involved. I had been to sweat lodges and a yueepi ceremony, 
but my mom had only invited me to this particularly special 
ceremony a few times. Even though I didn’t know what it was, I 
had a gut feeling I wasn’t ready and didn’t want to go. This past 
summer, it was different.

I got more and more anxious the longer I sat, staring at trees 
which turned into mountains, and seeing the clock change hours 
difference right before me. My mom and I made the most of 
it, though. Despite sleeping on the side of the road, junk food, 

sitting all day and worrying myself about our destination, our 
17 hour ride was decent. It was fun seeing and taking pictures 
all over the US, having deep conversations with my mom and 
just plain jammin’ out to the radio. I also liked driving on the big 
freeways, so my mom could take a break, it made me feel like a 
true ‘merican.

When we got there, I already felt like I was in the right place. 
Sort of like deja vu. When we drove through the lot, being the 
only people with an Ontario license plate, all eyes were glaring 
at us. I couldn’t tell if they were worried, scared, concerned, 
confused or all of the above. Or maybe only I was. We set up our 
tent right away as the sun fell, and greeted some of my mom’s 
friends. One man in particular stood out to me. He had this true 
‘Indian’ look, like in the movies. When my mom told him it was 
my first year dancing, he honoured me with pride. He looked me 
in the eyes and said, ”You are very brave, being so young.” I gave 
him a respectful nod. I was more alarmed after he said that, still 
not really knowing what I had agreed to engage in. 

»» 8

FINDING 
MYSELF
By Scarlett Roy  |  First Nations, Sudbury ON  |  Grade 11 Student

When my mom told him it was my first year dancing, he 
honoured me with pride. He looked me in the eyes and said, “You 
are very brave, being so young.” I gave him a respectful nod.



We left the grounds and went for dinner. Being at the sacred 
land, all of the women had to wear a ribbon skirt. My mom and I 
had just left ours on when we went to the restaurant. I honestly 
felt proud and thought I was being true to myself wearing it 
in public, constantly smiling. Finally, we had a sit down meal. 
Thankfully it was prime rib night. It was absolutely delicious. 
After eating, my mom told me this was her last meal for the next 
four days.

We got cozily tucked into our sleeping bags, and quite quickly 
feel asleep. That’s what I thought what would happen, anyway. 
We sat awake talking about the next four days. It was the first 
time we had ever talked about Sundance and it’s occasions. I 
understood why she hadn’t before. While speaking, my mom 
gracefully wrapped the red material around her sage, creating 
her own beautiful jewelry: a crown, bracelets and anklets. I 
couldn’t wait to make my own set. My mom explained what 
was going to go down, but didn’t get into detail. I’m happy 
she didn’t. 

In the morning my mom was up and ready to start her fast and 
go to sweat. My sleep deprived self, I staying in bed and slept 
longer. I awoke when I heard the drum. I got up and checked it 
out. It was brutally hot outside. Everyone was gathered around 
the arbor. In the sectioned off middle, all of the men and women 
were dressed in red, lined up equally and dancing to the beat 
of the drum. It was beautiful. Their bare feet swept through 

the crispy grass, hopping around the tall, tobacco-tie covered 
tree. Oh, the gorgeous tree. It was a slender, tall, dense, being. 
Ropes hung from the tree. Even some of the people in the crowd 
were up and dancing. Everyone wasn’t dancing like it was a 
social powwow, doing fancy moves and trying to make each 
other laugh. Instead, people were concentrated and more just 
moving their feet. I also didn’t understand that at first either. I 
still went with the crowd and danced. Something else I noticed 
was at a certain part of the non-stop song, was that everyone 
looked up at the tree and raised their hands. This is what I didn’t 
understand the most, but still did it with everyone else.

After the first opening round was over, I went down to the 
kitchen to see if they needed some extra help. I got to know the 
other cooks and ate breakfast. That first morning I ate alone, 
trying to get a grasp of what I had just watched. I was mostly 
shocked that at the front of each of the rows were my mom’s 
friends, including the honourable man, and my mom herself. 
She was the leader of the women. I had no idea she had such 
a great responsibility. I felt pride to know my mom was a main 
contributor to the ceremony.

The next day went very much the same. I was still confused, 
shocked but still happy I was there. For the most part I helped 
in the kitchen. It became a busy day when a huge youth group 
came to watch the ceremony. It was neat to have people my age 
around. These youth were not like me though, they were still lost 
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in urbanization. I made sure to remind them of the place they 
were in, a sacred ground in prayer. My own message gave me a 
wakeup call. I was dancing tomorrow.

I drove to the same restaurant we went to before by myself to 
have dinner. I was lost in my own thoughts the whole time, 
thinking and imagining what it would be like, dancing for 
everyone. I made it back just in the nick of time to make sweat. 
You had to go into sweat before the ceremony to cleanse yourself 
of the outside, human world. And that’s what it did, it refreshed 
all of my thoughts. When sweat finished, I got to wrap my own 
gems. It was easy for me, like it was natural. My crown had 
actually turned out better than my mom’s! 

That night it was particularly cold, especially since I was right up 
against the drippy tent wall. I wasn’t sure if I was cold because 
of the temperature, or because of my nerves. I could not imagine 
how my mom slept. Earlier that day she got her eagle feather 
piercings on her arms. I unfortunately didn’t get to see it, but 
maybe it was for the better. 

The next morning I was nervous, but more excited now. During 
the night I had really thought about it, and I decided that I 
wanted to pierce. When I told my mom this, she had the same 
proud, honoured look that her friend had. 

It was nice going into sweat, warming up from the cold, praying. 
As soon as we got out of sweat we had to get dressed right away. 
I put on my dress, tied up the sleeves and wrapped my skirt. I let 
my mom place my crown on my head, and she nearly teared. 

All of the dancers lined up starting with the men, ending with 
the women, most experienced to the least. This meant that I 
was at the back of the line. I didn’t really mind it. We began to 
blow our deer bone whistles. The sound of them was beautiful, 
and I in fact sometimes still hear them to this day. I danced to 
the beat of the drum, along with everyone else. Only this time it 
felt more empowering, like I was really connecting with Creator. 
This feeling gave me energy, as I hadn’t drank water since the 
night before.

The rounds felt kind of easy, but I knew it was only going to get 
harder. In the next few rounds, we did piercing. I only saw some 
of it the days before, but I got too anxious and left to the kitchen. 
This time, I had to see it up close. All of the dancers gathered 
around the outer edge of the circle, and the crowd stood up and 
came up to the front of the arbor. Each man with marked circles 

on their chest lined up. One at a time, each of them had a bone 
slithering through their skin, one on each side of their chest. 
From there, the leaders tied sinew to the bone which attached 
it to the rope. I understood that the rope was for piercing the 
men. They stood and danced with everyone else, attached to 
the tree from the rope. When the head leader gave the call, the 
men ran backward and tried to detach from the tree. Usually on 
the fourth push back, they would release. If they released easily, 
that meant they had prayed hard and had something that they 
were ready to offer, which was not only their flesh but also a 
personal prayer. Other men needed helpers to pull them back 
when they just could not let go. For them, it was harder to let go 
for personal reasons.

Next were the women. Some pierced and others did a flesh 
offering. Since it was my first year, I had planning to do a flesh 
offering. After experiencing my first couple of rounds, I felt the 
need to pierce instead, jus like my mom. For my own personal 
reasons, I wanted to help my family. I felt the need to sacrifice 
myself. My mom as the head leader, had to pierce me. She 
was proud, but she could not even look at me. I was ready, but 
tired and hungry from dancing all day without food or water. 
It seemed quick, like getting a needle at the doctor, except it 
meant so much more. It did hurt like a pinch physically, but 
spiritually and mentally is what brought water down my face. 
I was praying and constantly thought about what it was for; 
helping my family. I thought of each and every one of them 
and what they needed. I didn’t only tear up, but also got more 
energy. I was not as tired and hungry as I was before. My offering 
to the Creator gave me a response, vitality. 

The next day we got our piercings pulled out by the men. 
Again, similar to when I was pierced, it hurt more mentally and 
spiritually. After praying directly towards the tree, I lifted my 
head up and my eyelids were puffy, my face was red and would 
wheeze when I tried to fight the tears. This final offering was 
what concluded all of my mixed feelings, I really loved Sundance. 
It was an incredible four days I would remember for the rest of 
my life. It taught me that everyone should find themselves on 
their own, and embrace it. I recognized this because after such 
an amazing experience, everything in my life started to fall 
together perfectly.

»» 10
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It was an incredible four days I would remember for the rest of 
my life. It taught me that everyone should find themselves on 
their own, and embrace it. I recognized this because after such 
an amazing experience, everything in my life started to fall 
together perfectly.



THE WINGS 
THAT DEFINE US
A SUMMARY OF THE PLAY 
FINDING MYSELF
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The Wings That Define Us is a story about my kokum/grandmother, 
Evelyn, who attended Shingwauk Residential School for the 
majority of her childhood, from age 6 to 16. She is such an 
important part of my life and I have heard her story time after 
time. This play recognizes and tells the story of her experience at 
the school and others who attended, but in a different way. The 
Anishinaabeg are birds; their wings are their thoughts and prayers, 
and their ability to fly is their expression of culture. The colonizers 

are wolves, who don’t understand why everyone doesn’t want to 
be a 4-legged like them. The wolves confine the once-free birds 
to a small area, tell them their wings are shameful and that they 
shouldn’t fly but rather, they should walk as the 4-legged do. 
When they catch the birds acting like birds or when they are not 

obedient, the wolves pluck feathers from them one by one, until 
the main character, Evie is left with wings that are so sparse and 
broken, she can no longer fly. Evie learns that to be whole, she 
must embrace her feathers and slowly, over time and through the 
process of having children and grandchildren, she comes to have 
great pride in her wings. The play ends with Evie raising her arms 
widely to reveal a beautiful fancy shawl with feather designs and 
declaring, “As for me, I grew my feathers back”. 

This is a story about the resilience of Anishinaabe people and how 
the only way they can be healthy and heal from the trauma of 
colonization is by being true to themselves and their culture. They 
will never be wolves. They will always want to fly.

By Ruby Sage-Wolfe  |  Anishinaabe, Sudbury ON  |  Grade 8 Student

Evie learns that to be whole, she must embrace her feathers and 
slowly, over time and through the process of having children 
and grandchildren, she comes to have great pride in her wings.



She wakes up in a cold sweat, body weak, and face red.

Her dreams are filled with forgotten memories, dreaming of the wars’ miseries.

Broken hearted, she reaches for the sky, saying one last despairing goodbye.

She gets up and leaves the room, the old memories making her feel gloom.

She walks throughout the creaky house, hearing the laughter of her dead spouse.

She walks into her hudband’s room, light shining in from the moon.

Dust and misery are filling the air, there’s a pang in her heart that she can’t bare.

Tears come spilling out into her face, as she reminds herself that he’s in a better place.

Many years later, she’s smiling with pride, as she remembers her brave husband who died.

She heads towards the cemetery, With roses, tulips, and daisies. 

She places the flowers down onto his grave, 

Whispering one last, “Goodbye, Dave.”
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GOODBYE, DAVE
By Trinity Tuck  |  First Nations, Nipigon ON  |  Grade 7 Student



INDIGENOUS STUDIES AT THE 
UNIVERSITY OF SUDBURY
Quality Education in Indigenous 
Knowledge and Practice

About the University of Sudbury
The University of Sudbury is a bilingual and tri-cultural university 
committed to promoting the traditions and culture of the 
Indigenous peoples. It offers programs in Philosophy, Religious 
Studies, Folklore, Journalism, and Indigenous Studies – all of 
which are accredited towards a Laurentian University degree. 
Visit www.usudbury.ca for more information!

Indigenous Studies
The University of Sudbury’s Department of Indigenous Studies 
promotes an understanding of Indigenous peoples, their 
traditions, aspirations and participation in local, national and 
international communities. Key areas of study include:

 Health and wellness – examines contemporary health   
 problems that Indigenous people face.

 Politics and law – encompasses Indigenous and treaty  
 rights, governance and decolonization, Indigenous 
 sovereignty and settler relations in both the Canadian and 
 international context.

 Social justice – examines issues in the context of family and 
 community life and from the perspectives of social policy and  
 family law.

 Traditional environmental knowledge – takes a   
 traditional ecological knowledge approach to environmental  
 challenges at the local and international level.

 Culture – focuses on the interplay of traditional 
 values, identity, spirituality and the language; Courses on 
 Nishnaabemwin and Cree are also offered.

In addition to in-class delivery, the program also offers distance 
education courses, courses in French; part time studies, and is 
inclusive of Indigenous and non-Indigenous students. 
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Study Options:

 Bachelor of Arts (general) in Indigenous Studies (3 years)

 Bachelor of Arts in Indigenous Studies (4 years)

 Major in Indigenous Studies

 Minor in Indigenous Studies

 Minor in Indigenous Healing and Wellness

 Minor in Indigenous Peoples and Mining

 Minor in Nishnaabemwin

Minor in Indigenous Environmental Studies

Bursaries and Awards

The University of Sudbury is dedicated to making education 
financially accessible by providing numerous scholarships, 
bursaries, and awards to their students. Among the financial aid 
available specifically for their Indigenous students, there is:

 Stella Kinoshameg Award in Indigenous Studies

 Dr. Constance Elaine Jayne Williams and Charles L. Williams  
 Educational Trust Scholarship

 Maple Grove United Church Scholarship

 Rotary Aboriginal Scholarship Fund

The University is pleased to be able to offer such scholarships 
with the help of its donors, to assist dedicated individuals in 
their studies and help foster their success as they continue their 
academic journeys and careers. 
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Nishnaabe-gkendaaswin Teg
(“where Indigenous Knowledge is”)  

This sacred space serves as a place to sit with ancestors, 
seek the wisdom of Elders, receive teachings, explore 
one’s place within Creation, and share in peace, 
understanding and thoughtful contemplation.
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ÉTUDES AUTOCHTONES À 
L’UNIVERSITÉ DE SUDBURY
Une éducation de qualité sur les 
connaissances et les pratiques autochtones

À propos de l’Université de Sudbury
L’Université de Sudbury est une université bilingue et triculturelle 
qui accorde une grande importance au patrimoine des 
Autochtones du Canada. L’Université offre des programmes et des 
cours en philosophie, études autochtones, sciences religieuses, 
folklore et ethnologie, et études journalistiques – qui mènent 
tous à l’obtention de diplômes de l’Université Laurentienne. 
Visitez www.usudbury.ca pour de plus amples informations!

Études autochtones 
Le département d’Études autochtones, dont l’approche 
académique s’inspire des perspectives amérindiennes, encourage 
la connaissance des peuples autochtones, de leurs traditions, de 
leurs aspirations et de leur participation communautaire, nationale 
et internationale. Les principaux domaines d’études incluent:

 Santé et bien-être – examine les problèmes de santé    
 auxquels les peuples autochtones sont confrontés.

 Politique et droit – s’intéresse aux droits des Autochtones 
 et aux droits issus de traités, à la gouvernance et à la 
 décolonisation, à la souveraineté des peuples autochtones 
 et aux relations avec les colons dans le contexte canadien et 
 international.

 Justice sociale – aborde les questions familiales et 
 communautaires sous l’angle de la politique sociale et du 
 droit de la famille.

 Connaissances environnementales traditionnelles –
 aborde les défis environnementaux à l’échelle nationale et 
 internationale en se fondant sur les connaissances 
 écologiques traditionnelles. 

 Culture – s’intéresse aux rapports entre les valeurs 
 traditionnelles, l’identité, la spiritualité et la langue ;    
 Des cours de nishnaabemwin et de cri sont aussi offerts.

En plus des cours offerts sur campus, le programme offre également 
des cours à distance, des cours en français; des études à temps 
partiel, et accueille des étudiants autochtones et non autochtones. 

ÉTUDES AUTOCHTONES 



Nishnaabe-gkendaaswin Teg
(« là où on trouve le savoir autochtone ») 

Ce lieu sacré est un endroit pour s’asseoir avec ses 
ancêtres, rechercher la sagesse des Aînés, profiter des 
enseignements, explorer sa place au sein de la Création 
et partager la paix, la compréhension et la réflexion.
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Bourses et prix

L’Université de Sudbury est dédié à rendre l’éducation 
financièrement accessible en offrant de nombreuses bourses 
d’études et prix à ses étudiants. Parmi l’aide financière disponible 
spécifiquement pour leurs étudiants autochtones, il y a :

 Le prix Stella Kinoshameg Award en Études autochtones

 La Bourse d’études en fiduecie de Dr. Constance Elaine Jayne  
 Williams et Charles L. Williams

 La Bourse Maple Grove United Church

 La Bourse pour étudiant(e) autochtone du Club Rotary    
 d’Oakville Trafalgar

Avec l’aide de ses donateurs, l’Université de Sudbury est fière de 
pouvoir assister ces étudiantes dévouées dans leurs études et de 
favoriser leur succès dans leurs carrières académiques. 

Options d’études:

 Baccalauréat (générale) en Indigenous Studies (3 ans)

 Baccalauréat en Indigenous Studies (4 ans)

 Majeure en Indigenous Studies

 Mineure en Indigenous Studies

 Mineure en Indigenous Healing and Wellness

 Mineure en Indigenous Peoples and Mining

 Mineure en Nishnaabemwin

 Mineure en Indigenous Environmental Studies

Naaknigeng niigaan ge mno-aabjitooyin  |  Viens créer ton avenir  |  Shaping your future
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Chi-miigwetch!
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L’Université de Sudbury remercie les étudiants autochtones qui ont participé au concours de la publication jeunesse « Le « moi » 
autochtone » avec leurs œuvres littéraires créatives sous forme d’histoires courtes, de poèmes, et de courts essais. L’Université de Sudbury 
ne peut se prononcer sur les perspectives des autres, mais peut toutefois offrir une plateforme pour l’expression personnelle. Ce recueil de 
compositions sur le thème « Être autochtone et ce que cela signifie pour moi » n’aurait pas été possible sans leurs contributions.

Chi-miigwetch!
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