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Introduction 

 

This book, and companion DVD, has been a two year-long labour of love for those who have worked 
on collecting stories, interviews, historical data, photos, recipes and local memories.  The conversations 
and storytelling brought us together and will allow us, for a brief time, to see through the eyes of those 
who were there. 

Our vision was to create a book that is a collection of stories and precious memories, not a history 
book.   There are countless stories of the Canyon War, the Gold Rush, the Railroad, small pox, the 60’s 
Scoop, residential school and more. You may notice that, besides some brief mentions, we haven’t 
included many of those stories. Yes, those are vitally important aspects of the First Nation experience 
and the volume of information available on those subjects fills many large books. Our little “Memories” 
book could never tell those stories as they deserve to be told.  

And so, we focus on personal family stories, stories of fishing with family, hunting with brothers and 
uncles and learning about life from aunties and elders. We’ve also collected legends, tales, reflections, 
and thoughts about what it means to grow up Yale First Nation; living and experiencing life on the banks 
of the Mighty Fraser River.  

On reserve or off-reserve, fully Aboriginal or mixed, experiences vary but some things remain constant; 
the deep connection to the land, the connection to each other and the connection to ancestors. These 
are stories told by members, friends family and those who know us well.  

Many heartfelt thanks to all those who shared their memories, their joys and sorrows, their stories, their 
philosophies and, perhaps the most precious, all the lessons learned from those who came before us.   
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Our People 

 

Growing Up in Spuzzum 
Robert Charlie 
 

 
 
My name is Robert Francis Charlie. I live in Yale.  I used to live in Spuzzum a long time ago when I 
was just a little guy, in a log cabin with my grandmother and my grandfather. My grandfather used to 
work for this CN railway, he was a patrolman from Stuart to Yale. He worked on a speeder on the 
railway. Granny and mom used to have a drying rack down by the river. We dried a lot of fish down 
there a long time ago.  
 
My uncle, he did a lot of hunting up in Hansen Creek. Arthur Patrick Charlie was my grandfather. 
They had a train up in Boston bar, and they had a little train that went back and forth. It went right 
down, I think, to Vancouver. The train would come and pick up all the people that lived in fish camps. 
Down at Sywash Creek down below here, in Yale and down around Spuzzum across the river. Some 
people fished there years ago. 
 
My grandfather had a telegram machine for a phone. He would stop in and could tell everyone when 
the trains were coming long time ago. If you wanted to go to town and go shopping, he would call up 
at the telegraph office at Boston bar and tell the train to stop at a certain place and pick people up. 
And the people would go down to Hope or Agassiz and go shopping. The train would go back and 
forth on the same track. It didn't seem to be going back and forth every day, but it came regularly. 
 
Going on the train was not bad, it was an opportunity to meet people. My grandpa at the time was a 
young fellow and people would come and talk their own language, the Thompson language. Some 
would come from Agassiz, some from Lytton, and fish down there at the river. At the old highway we  
 
 



 

used to catch the bus down at Spuzzum. There was an old general store there. You catch a bus there 
and go to town. 
 
Mostly the bigger trains would just go by, but early in the morning there was a train that went by and 
went to Kamloops and beyond, for passengers. They had the old steam engines before the newer 
locomotives. In the 50s, around there, you know. 
 
I would help my mom and my uncle. We used to have a camp on the higher ground by a cliff and it 
was a way down below to the river. We would string a wire over to two crossed logs tied to a tree and 
the wire would go right down to the river. We had a pully down beside the net and we had hooks in 
the river and I'd be pulling up all the fish from the top of the cliff. Right to where mom and Granny 
used to cut the fish and set the drying rack. It was pretty fun. Sometimes you'd get some pretty big 
fish. Mostly springs. 
 
A Hunting Mishap 
Robert Charlie 
 
I went hunting up on Linky mountain. One day it was snowing, and I told my cousin let’s go. I had a 
3030. I went up the trail up the mountain there at Linky. He was ahead of me about 12 feet, maybe 
more, in the snow. We were walking on the side of the mountain there, and there was a little slide and 
I had my rubber boots on. I was trying to walk around it. I must've stepped a little bit off the trail, and I 
fell down and began to slide down.  
I slid down and the gun went down ahead of me. The butt of the gun hit something, and I got up and I 
looked at my arm and I had got shot right through the arm. The bullet came right through the other 
side, right through my arm wrecking my tendons. My buddy Arnold ran back down to where I was, 
thinking that I got a deer. When he saw me he about fainted. 
 
I've gotta look for help, he said. He knew the trail and he was long gone. I took the laces out of my 
boots, I remember it happened around October, and I used my laces as a tourniquet. I forgot what 
year it was. I tied it on my arm right there. I was just a young fellow, about 17 or 18 years old. I know 
the trail where he was gone looking for help. I went down as far as the creek and it was getting dark. 
 

I came down towards Marion Creek. I went across just when it was starting to get dark. I used to 
know a few ladies up there, a Mrs. Claire and Dolly. I used to live with Dolly, so I was banging on her 
door there, and she opened the door and I says hello. What happened to your arm? she said. I said I 
shot myself. Holy moly, she says. I had taken my shirt off and wrapped it on my arm, and now I un 
wrapped my shirt. There was a big chunk of meat just hangin’ there, bleeding. 
 
She got a bunch of towels and wrapped it on my arm. She had an old 55 Chevy. She phoned the 
hospital, she threw me in the back seat, and boy it was the first time I saw that 55 Chevy going down 
the road real fast! 
 
By the time I got to the hospital I almost passed out, just like that. You lose a lot of blood you know. 
So, I got up there and the RCMP was there, my mom was there, my sister was there, everybody was 
there. They thought my cousin shot me. The next morning you should've seen my fingers. There were 
really big. The doctor said you're really lucky you didn't shoot your arm off, a 3030 can do a lot of 
damage. It just nicked my bone. Nicked? It was like shattered glass against my bone!  
 
 
 
 



 

 
Sometimes the guys would tease me, and my cousin would ask me, geez, let's go hunting, and I’d 
say, no! I'm not going hunting with you. 
 
Ruby Creek  
Margaret Peters 
 

 
 
 
Hi, I'm Margaret Peters, I am a Yale First Nations member. I work for Yale First Nation. I am the social 
development/education coordinator. 
 
All of Ruby Creek was our playground. We'd be gone all day in the summer. Mom never worried about 
us. If we weren't in our orchard down the river picking fruit we'd be swimming at the deep pool and 
Ruby Creek area underneath the bridge. Ruby Creek was a big playground. A lot of good memories 
there. Our dad worked not too far from where we lived that he could walk to work. He was a boom man 
and mom would send us with juice in a gallon milk container and we'd walk it to dad. It was nice. Then 
the fishing of course, and mom planting huge gardens that we were a part of. And yeah, dad would cut 
cottonwood in the winter so when I think about all of that- how hard we worked and played, and I think 
of the world of, like, employment program and all of that they talk about teamwork. I think where I 
learned how to do teamwork wasn't from any job, it was actually from my parents, they gave us that. 
The concept wasn't there yet but as a family we worked hard and we played hard and we did it 
altogether. That's where I learned how to be a team player. Being a part of what's going on. 
 
The hardest thing in life that I overcame is probably losing family. I lost a lot of family. There’s only two 
of us left now, my older sister and I. One was murdered, three of them were hit by vehicles. And Barbara 
predicted that when the highway came through. She said- watch we are going to start losing our family 
members. Because the highway, the number seven highway was gravel for years and years and years. 
And then the drowning in my family. My father drowned. He fell over in the boat and the feller he was 



 

fishing with hung on to him and they drifted from Ruby Creek to underneath Agassiz Bridge and my 
dad was still alive when they got him on shore but what happened is that he went to sleep. And he 
didn't wake up. I think probably1987 was probably my hardest time and not just me but the family. We 
lost our brother and sister a month apart. And that was just hard. 
 
A lot of First Nation communities…when I look at it... when I look at First Nations communities, whether 
it's my own or Seabird or wherever, and I look at the non-native communities. We experience way more 
loss than they ever will. It's not that they don't go through it sometimes but yeah… that's probably one 
of the hardest things for me. 
 
She was from Chase, my mom. I had family up there a couple years ago.  My aunt she lost her husband 
and her sister at the same time. It's like, oh my God. And then she lost her daughter before, and then 
her son the year before that. I looked at her and I said, how are you standing there? How are you 
standing? To me, I’d be on the floor and I wouldn't be able to get back up. People always remarked to 
us, you know, how strong us girls were. I couldn't understand why they would say that. You know.. it's 
like… you know… what do you mean by that? Then I realized something- that people recognize and 
maybe because I finally recognized it. Through it all, throughout the tragedy we never lost our sense of 
humour. I think that is what they've said they see. It was a sign that we were gonna pull through it, you 
know? 
 
My Elders  
Ken Hansen 
 

 
 
  
I'm Ken Hansen Chief of Yale First Nation. I am first son to Maureen Hope of Yale First Nation, and 
David Hansen of Surrey British Columbia. Originally, he originated from Denmark. 
 
When I was a youth some of the main things that jump out for me are spending time with my cousins. 
I spent a lot of time in Yale with my grandma Elsie Hope and my mother Maureen Hope. Lots of 
memories being at the creek swimming, and at Yale School. I went to Yale School until grade 6. I spent 
a lot of time there, that's where I met a lot of my relatives, at the time I didn't know they were my 
relatives. They are from Chawathil area or from Shwow’hamel. I didn't see too many other people. The 



 

First Nations there, I saw mostly Yale people there, and non-native community people. I know a lot of 
grassroots people, grassroots friends in the town of Yale that I grew up with. I consider them part of the 
community. 
 
Three people come to mind when I think of elders and influential people in my life. My mother, my 
grandmother and my Auntie Jane. I was always told what to do by my mother and it makes me smile 
about it now, even though I didn't want to do it back then. My mother taught me everything. She would 
tell me what to do, how to treat people. How to make sure to think of others and what they needed. 
From my father, I learned acceptance. I was never cold, I was never hungry, always had a place to live 
and a safe house. And I am thankful to him for that. My father, my dad is a non-native. He understands 
and gives my mother the room to grow. And to live and he supports her fully. To this day, I am ever 
thankful for him. 
 
I don't have many male role models or elders in the community to this day. I'm coming to learn that a 
lot of my elders are not necessarily in Yale, they are spread out through my bloodlines and my ties are 
from Spuzzum to Chawathil… to show how far, even Seabird Island and into Soowahlie. My main focus 
has been repairing the relationships that I have been a part of in the past. For the first 28 years of my 
life, I was told who I was, told who I wasn't, even involved in fights because of somebody else's personal 
gain. It really bothered me when a person with the same blood as me sitting beside me was not 
receiving the same recognition of who he is, and that bothered me. That’s when I first understood that 
that this thing wasn't right that change needed to happen. From that individual, I looked to his mother 
to his uncle to his aunts for my guidance today and that's the Charlie family. I looked to my family in 
Seabird, I looked to my family and Chawathil, their elders, that is who I sit with and ask how it was in 
the past.  
 
Eayem Memorial 
Pedro Moreno Junior 
 

 
 
My name is Pedro Moreno Junior, I have been elected on Counsel September 2013, for Yale First 
Nation. I usually go to meetings and get a lot of information, look at emails. At this time. I try to make 
decisions for the best of the community, for the majority of the community.  



 

 
The story that I know, has been told to me by different people. Information has been presented to us, 
our First Nation. This Chief and Council restored one of our separate cemeteries, The Eayem 
Cemetery. The cemetery was built originally in 1928, it was built and is there because in the 1800s 
when CP rail was being built and going through the Yale area, they were uncovering or unearthing First 
Nation’s ancestors. They found bones and bodies and I don't remember ever hearing how old these 
bones were or how many there were, but knowing they were our ancestors and sisters, they were to 
be treated respectfully. They created Eayem Cemetery. Eayem as I have been told stands for strong, 
and or lucky.  
 
That spot, Eayem was and has been there historically, it has been told to me that it is a spot that used 
to be a good spot to catch fish. A lot of times in the past our first fish was caught there. What had been 
explained to me, was in order to get down to the river at certain times of the year especially when we 
were catching our first fish, the river waters were such that you had to go travel through a small almost 
like a cave. You had to travel through to get to the actual river in that spot. It was a good spot to fish. 
At that time when the first fish were coming up, the rocks were white, and you could see the fish. This 
helped our ancestors catch fish at that location, at that time of year, the water was such that it was 
running over this rock that you could see the fish.  
 
When the government started passing the Indian Act and within the Indian Act they felt like they needed 
to make rules and regulations and governing by controlling. Controlling native people. They didn't look 
at us individually they just wanted to have blanket laws, so they could apply this to native people, to 
First Nations people all across Canada. They didn't care that we were Sto:lo, that we were 
Nlaka’pamux, that we’re Haida, they didn't care really what we called ourselves, what we were to them 
was a problem. The problem being that they wanted the land.  We were the ones with the resources 
and they didn't want us here with our claims and with our history of being here and knowing the area 
and that all the resources within the territories were actually ours. They wanted all that done away with, 
and we were a problem.  
 
They took our kids and put them in residential school. I believe my grandmother and grandfather went 
to residential school and my mother and brothers and sisters went to residential school. I myself did 
not, so I'm one generation off and what that has done to us is, that I don't speak the language, I don't 
have a full and complete knowledge of my history, of my family of my ancestors. I'm continuously 
learning. 
  
The people that I am learning from are from different areas. I've listened to people from Shxw’owhamel 
to also Seabird and Chilliwack. People talk about our history and sometimes it's not even going to a 
history meeting but showing up for something else, and someone talks about the knowledge that they 
have.  
 
I was helping with the restoration of the Eayem Cemetery. I had the chance and opportunity to meet 
with neighbouring bands and some of their leaders and it was very interesting hearing the knowledge 
and the stories that they had. They knew about the Eayem memorial and what they saw themselves, 
what they saw, how they saw themselves and how the grandparents and uncles saw things. 
 
 
 
 



 

  
 
Resurrecting Eayem Memorial  
Ken Hansen 
  
I remember it clearly, I still have pictures of everybody involved in that process. I didn't understand the 
significance of that area, I didn't understand the significance of the collective. I didn't understand the 
significance of the spirit world. When I was first elected in as chief when one of my very first things that 
I knew needed to be done was to correct my wrongdoing. 
 
I didn't know it at the time, but I couldn't eat for four days when this was about to happen, the fixing of 
the Eayem Memorial, I mean. When we called out the masks I couldn't eat for four days. I slept at the 
cemetery overnight. I slept at the cemetery overnight and I offered myself for them to take me. If this is 
what you need from me then take my eyes, take my ears, take me if you need me. This needs to be 
done. So, I offered myself in whatever shape or form, and I woke up the next morning. I woke up in the 
morning and I was okay with that.  
 
We had a ceremony to correct a wrongdoing. We asked our neighbouring people from downriver, we 
also invited people from upriver to all come and have a ceremony and share a meal to restore the old 
monument to bring it back to the way it was. I think about that very incident- that only then could I walk 
into a room as Chief and be an equal with that thing on my shoulders; it was a sign of arrogance and a 
sign of better than. Until that happened there was no way I could ever be an equal to anybody in any 
room. As I have said before, it was a sign of culture that is very alive and well for others to accept my 
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attempt at righting a wrong. For them to open their arms to me and understand what I was trying to do 
to my understanding of what is culture. To me that is what culture is. 
 
 
My Family 
Pedro Moreno Junior 
 
A lot of my teachers weren't from our band. When my band was making a treaty and my Chief at the 
time Bob Hope, I never voted for him, was saying who we are and what we’re not. I found he wasn't 
really representing me or representing my family, and some of what he was saying was going against 
the things that I had learned about being native and who I am. It was against some of our neighbouring 
bands who I have relatives with.  
 
One of the first things that happened that I can really remember besides my mom moving us back to 
the reserve, at Ruby Creek, was getting in touch with family. That family wasn't Yale band, that family 
was Chawathil, that family was Skawahlook, Seabird, that family was Shxwow'hamel, and people knew 
my mom and knew her family and they came and I was amazed that my mom is related to people here. 
She and some of her cousins suggested having a family reunion. This family reunion happened for 
several years, and we had a large portion of the family coming from Chawathil and finding that my 
grandfather was Dave Jackson of Chawathil and I was related to the Gutierrez’s and the Peters’, my 
grandmother Agnes Jack and her sisters were married into Chawathil. 
 
Growing Up YFN 
Ken Hansen 

 
I grew up a very good life. I was never cold, I was never hungry, my dad's non-native and my mom's 
native. I had a lot of great cultural foods like fish, and a lot of deer meat. I was always a chubby kid, so 
I was very insecure about myself. I grew up in a time as long as we were around other Indians it was 
okay, but as soon as we came to the town of Hope for school is when I really realized I was different 
than other people. I was exposed to racism, at that time. I was exposed to a gang like mentality, I guess 
you would call it. I didn't understand it but when I only hung out with the natives, I was part of a little 
native gang. And we stuck together but we did have non-native friends that were part of that too, so I 
found safety in numbers. I was insecure about myself I was scared, afraid lots. I really grasped on to 
manners and behaviours that weren't mine, just to fit in society. I started using drugs, I'd be drinking 
alcohol and during high school we would drink a six pack during 10-minute break, we would smoke 
weed at lunch time, and it just starts spiraling from thereon. 
 
I had my first girlfriend in grade 8. I no idea what a healthy relationship was and I was with her for five 
years. I learned everything through behaviours. I learned how to control, I learned how to manipulate. 
I learned how to put people down. This was for my own benefit, that’s because that's what I'd seen and 
what I was seeing around me. My teachings were to take everything for me, without consideration for 
others. That's what was around me. Not coming from my mom, not coming from my dad but my 
surrounding family, the people that I looked up to. The people that looked cool in my eyes. The people 
I wanted to be like. 
 
I was like that until I was about 28 years old. I had a family by then, I had two children, my third one 
was on the way and I got tricked into treatment because I was told that my bills would be paid off, so I 
said you can't lose. So, I went to treatment and then I realized when I was there that my life was 
surrounded and was obsessed with alcohol and drugs. That's when things changed. I started 
understanding what was really going on. 
 



 

I took a year off work.  I was always a functioning alcoholic, you would call it. I was always able to put 
food on the table. I was always able to have a house. I was always able to have vehicles. Yet, in the 
background I was suffering from the inside out. I took a year off work and I flooded myself with recovery 
programs. I flooded myself with meetings. I surrounded myself with my children. I really kind of turned 
and gave my new way the best kick start I could with that year.  
 
During that year we started, I was becoming more vocal in the community asking why I was receiving 
benefits and people right next to me were not. That always bugged me. And I felt shame. I felt resentful. 
A lot of shame…. it is hard to hold your head up when you know that you've benefited from something 
just because of your last name and the person next to you has just as much entitlement to that benefit 
as myself. So, when money started getting involved, is when I really started vocalizing, because good 
people were getting hurt at the expense of others. 
 
Growing up In Ruby Creek 
Barbara Peters 

 
 

My name is Barbara Peters and I come from Yale First Nation and I live on the Ruby Creek reserve. 
My parents moved down to Ruby Creek when I was about three years old and I've stayed down in Ruby 
Creek since that age. I grew up in Ruby Creek when there were no homes or neighbours around. It 
was really quiet, and our backyard used to be our playground. We considered our swimming pool at 
the creek in the back of our house, and long time ago we didn't have Hydro, we had our bathroom 
outside. I remember when our mom used to have to pack water from the creek to cook and to bathe, 
so we made a lot of trips down the creek and mom made it fun for us. 
 
We used to pack buckets and buckets of water for our food and for bathing. I remember when we had 
no highway going to Hope or to Agassiz. Our dad and mom used to have to cross the river in a row 
boat. They would grab a taxi on the other side of the river from one of the tugboats to go get groceries 
and they'd have to make to three trips back and forth on the river to get our groceries home. It was 
really scary watching them sometimes because the waves used to be really big. Dad was such a good 
rower on the boat. 
 
Wintertime was so hard as there was no way for us to get out. So, dad had to stop the trains and he’d 
get a ride into hope from the overpass and walk into Hope and grab the groceries. Get a taxi to stop for 
the next train coming to Ruby Creek and dad would hop on that train with all the groceries. The trainmen 
would help them unpack the groceries at the railroad tracks, so he could take them home. Dad and 
mom had a lot of ways of shopping for us when we didn't have access to the highway. 



 

I don't know when the passenger trains started to stop in Ruby Creek, but they used to have a red 
house on the other side of the tracks where everybody use to wait and as people started leaving from 
up in the hills and they use to come down to catch the train, it did eventually go away because people 
stopped coming. There weren’t enough people. 
  
I remember me and my sister catching a train to Vancouver. How we got them to stop- we had a 
flashlight and would wave it in front of us and they would stop for us. We would catch a train to 
Vancouver and on our way back we’d catch a train back and it would stop right at Ruby Creek and let 
us off. It was just wonderful when they did that and after a while they stopped doing that. I guess it was 
just number of people to pick up. 
 
I don't even remember if we ever got charged were just young girls like 17, 18 and we’d catch a train 
to Vancouver or Abbotsford or wherever we wanted to go. I can't remember how much it was, but I do 
know back then it was quite cheap. You could catch any kind of train but now it's so expensive. 
 

Fishing at Ruby Creek 
Barb Peters 
 
Our fishing spot was mainly in the Ruby Creek area and that's where we fished all the time. I never got 
to know Yale at all until the highway went through and my sisters would get with the Hopes and then 
that's how we ended up knowing the fishing spots. As for me, I never went fishing up there. My 
daughter’s dad fishes up in Yale, so she knows what it's like fishing up there. 
 
I remember when mom and dad, well mostly mom, she would pack overnight food for the weekend and 
we’d spend the weekend down at the river. Down there we’d all be looking at the stars, we would eat 
down there. She would clean fish down there. We would be all weekend down there. Then dad would 
bring the fish home and none of us came home. Our weekend was down by the river fishing all the 
time. We never had anybody say, “fish for four days”, we could fish as long as we wanted. Dad would 
stop fishing when he had to go back to work, he was a logger. 
 
We would live and work down in Ruby Creek. We would always be with mom and dad when we went 
fishing. It was just awesome down there. When they would catch sturgeon in the springs, all them were 
humongous. A 7-foot sturgeon one time! The Springs were just as big. I could remember when mom 
and dad would catch a Spring they canned it, but when they would catch a sturgeon- you know that 
sharp part in the back?  Well, mom and dad would pull it out and then give it to us as kids and we would 
eat it all the time. We ate a lot of sturgeon back then. But not anymore.  I just quit eating it. I don't know 
why. I just remember eating sturgeon all the time. 
 
I remember walking outside to see what my dad was doing. He was busy hanging net.  Mom and dad 
would always buy us small camera's, we just loved our cameras and I snuck behind dad and I told dad 
hey turn around and I snapped at a picture of him. I asked him can you teach me how to hang a net? 
And he taught me how to handle it, hanging net. and after that he made me hang nets all the time. So, 
I was the one that hung the nets mostly for my dad. 
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Hunting and Fishing  
Ken Hansen 

 
My first fish? I don't remember the first time I caught my first fish. I'm remember being packed down to 
the rock, right below Yale Tunnel. My uncle Everett used to fish there and he would let my mom fish 
there. My dad would pack me down to the rocks and check the net and poles. I would pack the fish up 
and packed it back down to the rocks. I remember packing fish. I’d do two at a time and then three at 
a time and then five at a time up to where my brother and I, when we were fishing by ourselves, we 
would pack 10, 15, 18 fish at a time. As much as would fit in the back of a potato sack. I spent my time 
there.  We would sleep on the rocks down by the river. We enjoyed fishing a lot up there. 
 
I got my first rifle, which I still use today, from my father. I don't know the age I was, probably around 
14. I was hunting behind our house where my parents lived and where they still live today. That's where 
I shot my first buck. I explained it to my dad and my mom that I was playing peekaboo with the deer. I 
was sticking my head out from a bush and playing peekaboo and we would look at each other and we’d 
put our heads back down. I took that buck there. I took my belt off and dragged him home with my belt. 
I could show you the exact same spot where it is today. Right behind my house. 
 
Our Identity 
Pedro Moreno Jr. 
 
I think traditions and culture is being proud of who we are, having more of this around us helps us as a 
people. I think it's what our membership wants to see. I think all of that really for us as a band office 
works well and certainly hand in hand with our membership. It really goes to who we are. 
 
I would like to see our First Nation in the next five years both rooted more strongly in our culture and 
traditions. I would like to see more of our people picking up our Halq'emeylem language and practice 
seeing our culture. Not just the parents and grandparents but the children as well. I'd like to see more 



 

community. More community in our band with our families. In the past there was some segregation and 
I think this Chief and Council has been working at building that community with our families; certainly 
open and inviting and helping to bring more of our people together. The band meetings we have. We've 
spent a lot of money in getting our membership together. I realize we’re spending a lot of money, but 
we are building our community. It's a place for membership to show up and tell us what they're thinking, 
where they’re at, and to offer us insight into where they think the band office is going. 
 
I think we certainly have to look at our tradition and culture and realize that and keep that and hold on 
to that. It is who we are. But we also have to look to the future and what's going to help us as we go 
forward. 
 
I very much think that songs, drumming and singing are at the heart of our culture and our tradition. 
Songs are very powerful and is certainly a way of remembering something. I think that the more that 
we delve into our tradition and culture the better. The more that we are drumming and singing as well 
as other aspects, some of our customs- praying- how do we pray?  Offering of tobacco and smudges; 
if that is who we are then that's what we’re going to be practicing.  
 
The drumming and singing I really believe is the heart of a lot of who we are, it's really a huge way of 
remembering information, remembering our culture. I think our people are going to be getting into more 
drumming and singing. In Chawathil they had culture and tradition. Culture Night, they had drumming 
and singing. My family and my wife were going. I took me a while to attend, but I started to attend and 
learned how to sing.  
 
I remember being at, I think it was Chawathil, somewhere where some of our elders had been. You 
could tell that they hadn't been around a lot of drumming and singing, especially with people that they 
knew as distant family. They might've seen it somewhere else, but I think it was local and the Chawathil 
Sacred Connections group was drumming and singing. They had a number of teenage girls and young 
girls, my daughters, were there. As they were singing the girls were dancing as a people have done in 
the past. It made some elders cry. They saw our past -our culture, our tradition, they saw our people 
practicing who we are. It made them feel so good that they cried bearing witness to this event in our 
own area. 
 
You can certainly look back. In our history it’s people and even the family's history. Being native was 
nothing to be proud of. You and I probably grew up where it wasn't a proud thing to be native. Especially 
when you are not surrounded by your culture and your tradition, which I wasn't. Some of those families 
were lucky enough that they do have culture and tradition, and they practice and teach that culture but 
along with that comes that self-identity and confidence and pride in who they are. That wasn't given to 
all of us as we were scattered from residential school experience, and colonial experience, so there 
was a number of us that didn't embrace being native and we may have resented it. That might have 
been.  People embrace the thinking- let's just go out to a good job and make money, and let's turn our 
back on drumming and singing, let's turn our back on culture. What are those cultural things going to 
do for us as we move forward by making money? They may not see the value and the worth of 
something like that. 
 
Ritual and Ceremony 
Ken Hansen 
 
I have a hard time acknowledging the native traditions that I was taught. I was a product of a family's 
quest for power, a quest for money. I don't believe everything that I was taught when I was young. The 
first 28 years of my life were very geared at the exclusion of all others. The things that I was taught 
when we harvested deer, the insides, you put sticks in a certain way and with your hide, you make the 



 

gut pile in a certain manner. We would say our own prayers. I believe things like that. But I don't believe 
that we exclusively have held certain beliefs like that we didn't sing and that we didn't drum. I don't 
believe those. I wasn't really shown that much.  
 
We did burnings, but they were done by people who in my eyes don't hold the proper cultural teachings. 
So now I learned that these can be very dangerous. When you open up the spirit world in a burning to 
acknowledge certain gifts…. now I understand why certain things happen to me and in my life, right? 
 
 
Spirituality 
Ken Hansen 
 
I think I can provide people with the opportunity, with the tools, for themselves to explore and listen and 
slow down actually and listen and really understand who they are. I had to do that for myself because 
nobody can tell me to do it. Today, I am going to the mountains, on a regular basis. I sit and listen. I 
love listening to the call of the blue grouse. That's where I hear things, that's where I see things, that's 
where I can actually shut off my mind and often I start listening and understanding things.  
 
Also, a place where I do that is in the shower. When there is water running over my face is when I give 
thanks and pray. And think of things that I have to deal with in the day, my political life answers come 
when I'm in the water. I spend a lot of time in water. That's for me. The people need to find that out for 
themselves. I can show them what I do, but I can't tell them what to do. I can create a space and 
opportunity where it's free from judgment, free from any sort of interference from the outside world, 
where they can explore their own spirituality. Where they can be free to make mistakes, be corrected 
and be corrected out of love. To me that's ultimately where I want to be. It is to have a community full 
of spiritual people. And whatever spirituality they choose to be a part of this is their own choice. 

 
I've seen a triangle, Maslow's Hierarchy triangle (diagram 001). Very simple, easy to read, easy for me 
to understand.  It’s colourful and with simple diagrams. It's the basic needs that have to be met, for 
human life; food, shelter, security, belonging before we can ever make decisions, and making informed 
of decisions. One of my main priorities is to ensure that everybody has a place to live, that everybody 
has food on the table regardless.  
 
So, we started a food program. One of our managers here in the office; every two weeks she goes out 
and gets organically grown vegetables, in season vegetables and fruits and delivers them to every 
single household on reserve and we’re also making this available to off reserve people as well. My 
vision for that is soon every two weeks, there’ll be a big bag of vegetables and fruits delivered to each 
household and each band member, so they have access to good food.  Hopefully that will influence 
their growth and their bodies and become healthy again. 
 
Hard Times 
Barbara Peters 
 
I remember when they were sober it was a lot of fun but when they drank it turned out awful. I remember 
mom and dad as really good parents to us when they were sober. 
 
Dad had a job, he provided for the family well, but the friends he was working with drank a lot too. I can 
remember them drinking a lot and I can remember them sobering up for a few years and then going 
back again. Then at one point, dad broke his leg because he got hit by a car going to Hope and he was 
off work for about more than two years. And that's when they started to drink a lot. Because dad couldn't 
go back to work we had to move to Vancouver for a while, and I could remember those times that were 



 

really sad for me, but I didn't know why I was sad. All I knew is that I get pulled out of Ruby Creek. I 
had to move as mom and dad was always drinking. And they would fight, and I could remember that it 
seemed it never got better after that. After dad lost his job. He just wasn't the same after that. I guess 
he just felt useless, I don't know. 
 
I really want to serve my Creator. I really feel this has been, like, a few years that I needed to do 
something for Him. I don't know what it is yet, but I feel very strongly that I need to serve Him in some 
way and maybe that is to have a better community in Ruby Creek. To have no hard drugs, we don't 
tolerate hard drugs in that community at all. At least we try not to. People drink in a moderate way, but 
they don't all party together and do silly things together. It stays calm that way, but mostly I don't want 
any hard drugs in my community at all, cocaine, anything like that. I just hate that and alcohol. I hate 
house parties, they're the worst. There are so many people drinking in the house and bad things always 
happen. I try to stay away from that and I don't have that in my home. I don't allow alcohol in my home 
at all. 
 
 
My Family 
Barbara Peters 
 
I had four kids, but my oldest son passed away in 1994, he was 18. He got hit by a transport truck just 
up the road from where I live by the bluffs. He was coming home drunk and I guess he was on the road 
and the truck didn't have time to swerve and miss him and he ended up hitting him dead on. I never 
read the accident report until a few years ago and everyone is trying to say that… well a few people 
were trying to say that he committed suicide, but I knew it wasn't. His dad had just passed away a 
month the earlier and he took it really hard. When I read the accident report- it said he didn't commit 
suicide. I lost him at 18, he was pretty drunk, he lasted for hours in the hospital before he passed away. 
That truck driver that hit him felt really bad about it. I tried to catch up to him to tell him it wasn't his fault, 
but I never did get a hold of him. Those were really bad times back then when I lost my son. 
 
I lost a lot of my relatives on the road there, from the highway. I can remember my sister saying you 
know Barb when the highway goes through we're gonna lose a lot of our people. And I said yeah, I 
know and sure enough I lost two of my sisters up there. A lot of our friends from Chawathil and Seabird 
getting hit by transports. A lot of people have died up on the highway there since it went through. 
 
My daughter, Vanessa.  My daughter Jolene, she lives in Edmonton.  Her husband is stationed up there 
and my son Kyle is living in Chilliwack. I have 12 grandchildren. Big family! I have two great 
grandchildren. Matteo and Taylor. They are a joy. 
 
I like to have a drug and alcohol-free home. I don't ever want my grandchildren to see me drink I'm not 
a drinker. Teach them, like. My youngest son didn't know about the sweat or anything and once he 
started learning he started really started thinking about himself more. So, I guess more culture in our 
family like the smudging, the sweats. I don't go too many sweats anymore, but my children do, so I am 
really happy to see that. And just keeping open communications, like if we get in an argument I don't 
want it swept under the rug. I want to discuss it and figure out what happened and resolve it instead of 
pushing away like I did all those years. When there used to be an argument I would run away. That’d 
fix itself, but nothing was ever fixed. It would just pile up, pileup. I don't do that anymore. I teach my 
children patience, to be patient with others. To respect our elders, and now that I am an Elder myself I 
have more time to play games with one another. But ever since iPads and computers came out I hardly 
have any more communication now. We are a close family. We get along quite well with each other 
and communicate. 
 



 

                                               
 
 
Losing Loved Ones 
Barbara Peters 
 
Well, mom's culture from Chase is a lot different from ours. When a person would pass away up in 
Chase what they would do is have a four-day card game. For four days for the one that passed away. 
And they have their big dinners down here but we’re different down here. We don’t do anything, we 
don't play cards for four days or nights. And I noticed too, the burnings have sorted dwindled now.  
 
When we were in Ruby Creek there was a lot of bad stuff going out in Ruby Creek. It carried stuff like 
bad spirits and it was affecting all of us. I told my daughter we need to have a burning.  So, we started 
out in March to have a once a year burning. Our dear friends that did the burning for us, they all passed 
away. So, it sort of stopped after that. We didn't have any burning after that. The burnings used to last 
a lot longer. Hours and hours and hours and right after a funeral they would go do a burning. And it 
used to start burning out people, including the ones that were doing the burnings. What I found is that 
they shortened it. A lot. Which is, I don't know if they're supposed to do that, but I know they shouldn't 
shorten it quite a bit.  Instead of doing it for so many hours, it's now two or three hours instead of 78 
hours.  
 
With the burning you bring out all the ones, like, in my family that passed away; my sisters, my brother, 
my parents, plus my cousins and we’d get a plate for them like we used to try to get the favourite dinner 
for instance, but we would have to cook a lot of separate things, so we just cooked one big meal. And 
we would get paper plates and we’d put a little bit of food on each plate like fish, rice, potatoes and then 
we have a fire, and it would have to be built a certain way. Like a bed. And then we would place the 
plates on the fire and then send the food to them. It's truly amazing because you know when they 
receive it because the smoke starts to twirl perfectly going up and we would know they would receive 
the food. It took us about two hours at one time to do our whole family. Once when we were doing the 
burning part for our family, the guy that was doing the burning, he said that one spirit came out and 
walked into the yard and he was lost. And he was a Hungarian that worked on the railroad tracks. And 
he told us this, he told the spiritual worker “I've been wandering around here for years and I want to go 
home”. So, our spiritual worker did a prayer and we all did a prayer for him and when he was walking 
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out of Ruby Creek from the burning I could feel something go by me. And I knew it was that Hungarian 
leaving. 
 
I didn't even know that when somebody passed away that people would come together and cook a 
meal. I didn't know that happened. In my day when we buried my dad, it was just a funeral. I didn't see 
any people at my house, I didn't see any cooking going on, it was just…bury dad and go home. It wasn’t 
until years later after my sister passed away that everybody came together to help the family out and 
that was really strange. What are these people doing in my home? And why are they cooking for us? 
That was weird. But I didn't know that's the way it was. When my nephew passed away he was only 
like two months old when him and his mother got into a car accident. And he landed in the Children's 
Hospital in Vancouver and I went down there, and I just sat with him. He was alive, but he was brain 
dead. I didn't understand back then, but I sat with him and I didn't want to leave him because if I left 
him he was going to think that I gave up and die. The second and the third day I was with him and I told 
him that I was just going to go home and have a quick shower and come right back.  
 
When I was getting out of the shower the police phoned me. Constable Pollak told me that my nephew 
passed away and he brought me to the hospital. For years I carried that guilt thinking if I didn't leave 
him he wouldn't have died. I talked to my sister about that, Peg, she told me Barb, did you ever think 
that maybe the Creator took him, so he wouldn't be a vegetable? Just a few words took everything off 
my shoulders. I finally let my nephew Kyle go. After my sister said that to me it made me feel better 
inside that I wasn't the one that made him die. He wouldn't have been the same if he had lived. I always 
remember that it was the saddest time of my life when my nephew passed away. I explained that to his 
sisters and brothers when he got in to that car accident and went flying out the back window and his 
head landed on a big rock and when I went to see him in the hospital his body was so skinny, but his 
head was so humongous, swollen right up. He looked horrible with wires all over him. I put my finger in 
his little hand and he squeezed it and I started calling for the nurse and the doctor, he’s coming around! 
He's coming around! But they told me it was just his nerves. I was convinced that they were wrong, and 
I was right. 
 
My Sister’s Passing 
Barbara Peters 
 
The best experience I ever had is when my sister Vivian passed away. When she passed I was in total 
denial until her last breath. I didn't know a person can be that much in denial. I experienced it myself. I 
couldn't believe it. When she was even to her last breath, I was just so hurt that my baby sister died of 
cancer. And honest to God I swear on my mom's grave just as she took her last breath she looked up 
like that…. looked up… she put a smile on her face, the most beautiful smile and I knew then that the 
ancestors were coming down to get her. And everyone around did not see this. They were all crying, 
and I was just standing there watching and just couldn't believe it. And after she passed away, I couldn't 
cry for her. I couldn't cry at the funeral, I couldn't cry at the dinner, I just couldn't cry, and everybody 
thought I was having a nervous breakdown. I couldn't grieve. But, I couldn't grieve for somebody after 
seeing something so beautiful. Like that. Two years later I finally looked inside her wallet and that's 
when I started crying for her. But yeah, what a wonderful experience I had with that. I just knew that 
the ancestors came and got her. And she wasn't suffering anymore. God...oh my God… it was just 
amazing. I'll never forget that. I just wish that my other sister could have seen it. But she was holding 
her, so she didn't see anything. I couldn't feel bad for my sister dying, I just couldn't. I couldn't cry for 
her. She was in a better place. 
 

 
 
 



 

Leadership 
Pedro Moreno Junior 
 
Two reasons why I wanted to run for council; one of them was my mother.  She asked me to run. And 
another was frustration at the band office not being run with everybody's best interest. In mind or in 
heart. It was lopsided in what the band office did and who did it for. Any benefits there was supposed 
to come to us as native people through a band office weren't coming to what seemed like the entire 
membership. 
 
New traditional values: I think traditions and culture is being proud of who we are, having more of this 
around us helps us as a people. I think it's what our membership wants to see. I think all of that really 
for us as a band office works well and certainly hand in hand with our membership. It really goes to 
who we are.  
 
The family reunions we had, and then, my Chief who is supposed to represent me speaking, goes 
against everything and the families. The decisions he was making was directly affecting people that I 
knew I was related to, people that were native as much as I was and that we shared blood and his wife 
was a part of that as well. It blew me away that he was saying the things that he did when it was kind 
of all.... I don't know where it was coming from. I don't know what he was doing but it wasn't representing 
me and I didn't like the direction that our band was going. 
 
That helped lead me to wanting to run for council for Yale First Nation. The biggest thing was wanting 
change for the band, and my mother asking me to run. She asked me to run and I said- no I'm not a 
politician, find somebody else. She said someone in her family should probably run for council, I said 
that sounds good I support that I was thinking. Nobody else in the family is going to run, my mother 
said, but you. And when I started going through my mind- my family, my brothers, my sisters, my 
cousins, getting to the ones who are Yale band and the ones who don't live on reserve, it boiled down 
to yeah, I could see what my mother was saying, I agreed. 
 
 
Avoiding Residential School 
Barb Peters 
 
When I got older my mom used to tell me stories about the time when she was in residential school. Of 
course, back then I didn't know anything about residential school or how bad it was. She never talked 
about the bad stuff. She always talked about how much fun her and her friends would have in residential 
school. I remember her talking about the food, how horrible the food was. When mom got older she 
never ate rice, she hated rice. Dad was a rice eater and dad never went to residential school. Mom 
really hated rice, but she liked her potatoes. She didn’t know sugar, because they never had sugar. 
Dad was totally the opposite of mom, sugar, rice, everything. Mom, she always shared her stories about 
the good times she had. If she was ever abused in residential school, she never showed that with us. 
  
I remember one time when me and my sisters were listening to my mom talk to her sister Catherine, 
she is passed on now, they were talking in the native language and me and my sisters were trying to 
copy them. We thought we were not doing anything wrong but it really mom got really upset with us. 
She told us “be quiet you don't talk like that”. We were confused why mom was so upset with us. And 
of course, she never explained it to us until later, in years we understood why. She got upset because 
she was scared she was going to get in trouble because they told her not to speak her language. She 
lost her language. She’d used it and I assumed she knew how to speak it really good but, I guess, only 
when she went to school. She only used some of it when she talked to her sister Catherine. I asked my 
sister Peg- why do you think we never went to residential school? When I was young I remember we 



 

went for a few days and me and my sister ran away from there. But what Peg explained to me was that 
mom and them, allowed the priest and the nuns to do catechism with us and they came about three or 
four times a week. Every week they would come and teach us the Lord's prayer, the rosary, and all 
that. Peg said that it was probably why we never went into residential school, because of that. 
 
When they were trying to get us to go to residential school my dad wouldn't let them. Dad wouldn't let 
them take us. We ran away from there and ended up at grandpa's place in Seabird and stayed there 
for a while, then we ran away from there and came home. I think I was only about five, my sister Ruby 
was probably about nine or 10 when we walked all the way from Seabird to Ruby Creek to get away 
from the residential school. I'm really happy that I wasn't in there that long and I never knew anything 
about it until I was older. 
 

 
The Peters-Moreno Family- Barbara Peters, Centre 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

School in Yale 
Elsie Kipp 
 

 
 
My name is Elsie Kipp. I am 40 years old. I am a lifelong member of Yale First Nation. I've been working 
as the administrator since early 2014 in the band office. My mom was Eleanor Jane Hope daughter of 
Elsie Shaw from Cheam and Lawrence Hope from Yale. My dad was Ross Kipp and he was born in 
Canada shortly after his parents came to Canada from Great Britain. We also have my dad who is part 
Dutch. I more closely relate with my mom's side of the family, the indigenous side growing up.  
 
I was born in Vancouver, but we moved to Yale territory when I was four and I spent all my childhood 
and teen years going to school in Yale Elementary and then from seven through 12 in Hope. I moved 
to Calgary in September 1995 to go to Mount Royal College to get a degree in journalism. I moved 
back to British Columbia in the year 2000. After I finished school I did some political activism in Calgary 
and my dad was dying of cancer, so I decided it was time to move home and be close to him. 
I stayed in Yale for a while with my mom. I got a job in Vancouver and spent quite a few years in 
Vancouver about 10 or 12 years, and that's where I met my husband and we have a six-year-old child 
together. His name is Peter Noster. He's a member of Yale. I ended up moving home to look after my 
mom, who just a couple years ago died of cancer herself. So, I'm an orphan now.  
I'm living in the house that was my mother's. It's not the same house I grew up in though because we 
had a house fire, so her house was rebuilt to a brand-new house, its right on the same lot so I'm on the 
land where I grew up and back where I'm raising my son there now.  
 
Yale was a really small school.  It’s closed now because the population just kept getting smaller and 
smaller. When I went to school I think there were probably about 75 children in kindergarten to grade 
6 and the kindergarten class was in the library. There were just a few of us so I remember being in the 
library and we had a really mean teacher and…. he was just mean. He should not have been a 
kindergarten teacher and I was always terrified of him. I was also terrified of our bus driver, they were 
just a couple of crotchety old men and should not have been working with children all, but I survived it. 
I remember we would have a naptime, and it’s so funny because we are only there for partial days it 
was just a few hours in the afternoon and I don't remember that much, other than playing a little bit and 



 

napping but it's a good kindergarten time I think. Every day, he would ask a question. We would lie on 
the mats and then he would say for instance “when is your birthday?” That was the one that would 
always stump me. I would say, “oh it’s just before Christmas”, that's all I knew. My birthday is November 
19. It’s kinda far from Christmas but I don't know why I never asked my parents. Like, I need to know 
this, but I was always the last kid that got allowed up because you had to say it to get up from the mat 
so that definitely stuck with me. 
 
As kindergarten kids. I look back. He was so unreasonable… things that all kids do, like when you had 
to go to the washroom, he'd let you go, but then you had to stand in the corner after, as punishment for 
needing to go to the washroom. 
 
I just talked with my cousins recently, the past few years. We were all in our late 30s talking about our 
memories, and kindergarten. When, if you had an apple for lunch, and everybody went, “oh yeah”, 
everyone knew what I was going to say because he would make you eat the entire apple, even the 
stem and the core, everything. We would always not want to bring an apple but none of us told our 
parents about it. I never told my mom. My cousin Rosalie Hope and Kathy Hope, she was there. They 
said, why didn't you guys tell us?  They didn't realize until just now and it's a very strange thing like that, 
that he did so, but it was a common story of everyone who went to kindergarten or grade 2 at Yale 
Elementary. 
 
In Yale it was probably half indigenous, but that is also because of the Yale School.  I feel so bad for 
the children, I now understand the distance they had to take on the bus, even the Chawathil Reserve. 
I believe, both of them not just the one near Hope or the one by Ross Road but also the one towards 
Agassiz on the number seven highway. They had to bus to Yale to go to school to just let us have less 
than 100 kids in the school. The school probably should've been closed earlier, but I'm really glad it 
wasn't for my own experience. I think of the bus ride those kids had to take.  Maybe not so much from 
Ross Road. I grew up with a lot of kids from Chawathil, and I am thankful for that, and there were a lot 
of indigenous kids so that was pretty good... a good way to go to elementary school I think. 
 
I have a funny story, it's an interesting one because when the 2010 Olympics were in Vancouver I was 
one of the radical protesters out in the streets and saying we know what a waste of money. I don't have 
anything against amateur athletics or peace on earth through sport, but it was that we are already facing 
financial crises in British Columbia and yet money was going into the Olympics and I knew historically 
there was no return on investment. It doesn't bring tourism later, it brings it for a month or so. It's a big 
party for wealthy people, that's how I see it. It's great for the athletes, but I know the Olympic committee 
and what they are about. So, I was a protester.  
 
But, when I was in grade 5, I won the speechwriting contest to do a speech when the torch ceremony 
came through Yale, because the torch going to Calgary in 1988 went on the TransCanada Highway. 
So, there was actually a stop in Yale with the torch at night time and I wrote speech that won the contest 
in our little school and I got to make my little speech. My speech is now in the Hall of Flame, in Calgary 
still on a piece of paper which is still crumpled up in pencil. So that was a big moment for me. 
 
I remember at the elementary school, there was a potluck once a month and people actually went and 
brought lots of food. Sometimes it feels like you plan something, and nobody will show up. I think nearly 
every kid must've shown upon potluck nights or it just seemed like it anyway, there would be a really 
big gathering. I liked that, I miss that. It was a mix of our non-indigenous and indigenous kids. It was 
really cool.  
 
In grade seven I started taking the bus to go to C.E Barry School which is not there anymore and, in 
that year, when I started, it had just gone from being a grade seven and eight school, to a grade 5, 6, 



 

and 7 grade school. There were only a few of us from Yale, but all of the Chawathil kids that were also 
from Yale School were there, three or four of us from Yale and Dogwood Valley. There weren't any 
boys it was just us girls. We started grade 7 being the big kids even though we knew kids at the school 
and I remember really feeling that with all the other kids suddenly the population of the school was a 
lot bigger than we were used to. We just imagined they'd all known each other since kindergarten, so 
it was a rough year grade 7. 
 
 
Rebels 
Elsie Kipp 
 
My cousin, Lisa Hope, she's Buzz’s daughter, we were the same grade and we became the little rebel 
girls that year. We were hanging out with the bad kids. It is really funny as I'm such a goody two shoes. 
I was like smoking in the park, all of that stuff, and got busted. I was the only kid, you know, they said 
we need to call our parents and tell them what we did. Everybody else fake dialed the number or called 
Canyon restaurant. I told them myself. I was like trying to be bad, but I wasn't very good at it. I still told 
on myself to my dad, but I didn't really get into trouble. 
 
It was hard though, it was lonely in grade seven. Coming from a really tight knit little school and it was 
really comfortable at that school and then you know joining all the kids in Hope. I went to grade 7 just 
that one year at C.E Barry and then grade 8 through 12, I was at the secondary school. 
 
It's ridiculous but I thought I passed as white. I don't even know how I think I looked white. It's funny but 
I thought I was. I didn't really talk about it much and it was interesting. 
 
 
The Catholic Church and The Creator 
Elsie Kipp 
 
I grew up in the Roman Catholic Church and that was the year I got confirmation. I remember some 
other kids, white kids from school, ask Lisa and I, do you get ladies that come into your house or 
someone's house once a week and they're trying to get to the point of the catechism classes? It was 
weird, as it was like our secret was found out, but they were also Catholic kids, and they were just trying 
to figure out if we were also getting confirmed that year. I thought, oh my gosh they figured out that I 
go to church. Like it was such a funny thing and I was ashamed of that too.  It was nerdy to be in church 
I mean. I'm not a practicing Catholic now. 
 
I was worried that they were going to say something about being from the reserve. It was an interesting 
moment and if people didn't ask me if I came from the reserve I would never say I lived on the reserve. 
It was like my dirty secret, but I just didn't want people to think all the stereotypical things about me and 
my culture. 
 
I don't think I believe in heaven and hell and the Holy Ghost and all, but it's in there still inside of me 
and I baptized my child just in case. I hated church, I hated going to mass. I was definitely… mostly 
very cautious, the goody two shoes of all my cousins and friends but I was always a good student. So, 
I was a good student of religion. If there was a prayer to memorize or things like that, I was great at it. 
But that was more just to not get in trouble from the nuns that would teach catechism class once a 
week. They were very stern with us. 
 
I was 12 when I told my mom that I hated going to church. I just, I don't believe it, and I really meant it 
when I said I don't believe in what I'm learning. The thing is, my mom always made me go to church. 



 

My dad never went to church, but my mom and I would go to church. My mom, she always said just do 
it for grandma, so, for her mom, for Elsie Hope who was named after everybody. I learned over time all 
my uncles and cousins got the same message about just do it for grandma, and it's funny because we 
went to church on the Yale Town Reserve, IR1 that little rickety St. Joseph's church. The one that is 
falling apart now, we would all go in there every Sunday. 
  
After church it was a social time, we would go over to my uncle Andy's. We had a nice priest, Father 
Carney he wasn't one of the bad priests. He was a good guy and he would go and have a whiskey and 
water at uncle Andy's and watch the football game. We would just hang out and have social time after 
church. I liked that part of it. I told my mom and she was not happy with me, she said, you have to go 
for grandma but after grandma died suddenly there was no one there, so there was no need for a priest 
to come to Yale anymore because nobody was going to church. It just kept dwindling, so it really was 
everybody going for Grandma. My mom wanted the comfort of speaking with the priest in her last year 
of life. They all will still say they believe in God and Jesus and the Catholic teachings. I don't believe in 
that. 
  
When people talk about " what would Jesus do," that part I really identify with, like Jesus was a cool 
dude right, he’s hanging out with whoever he wanted to hang out with, he was non-judgmental, he was 
preaching love and all of that. When I think about -what is the true Jesus? and what would Jesus do.? 
I actually think he was a pretty cool guy. 
 
Being Bear Clan 
Elsie Kipp 
 
When I wake up in the morning and I look outside at my trees and my mountain and my rivers just on 
the other side of the highway it's like… Highway.... River and then that's when I take deep breaths. It's 
like, my feet are on the right land. I don't know, it feels spiritual to think about it. I don't have traditional 
teachings of ceremony or of the Creator, or creation stories and everything. But I do feel like those were 
stolen from me and I'm trying to get them back.  
 
This is a strange thing, but I have had many, many dreams where I think I'm running with animals. One 
that really stood out in my mind was I was running along the river that's below my property on IR5 there 
and running along the beach where my brother was always fishing or resetting his net. I'm just running 
so hard, and then I notice I'm running with like a bunch of deer, but then so, I'm like I am a deer in this 
dream, and I look, and I'm a bear chasing the deer. I've had lots of dreams where I'm going down a 
mountain, and I'm a bear. I feel like the bear is pretty important to me. I don't know why but the same 
thing happened to my mom. She told me that she always had things happen and that we were told we 
were Bear family, yeah Bear Clan.  
 
The property that I live on; my mom and dad were living in Vancouver and they cleared the land and 
they came back on the weekends to build a house and after they cleared land they were going up the 
hill and there was a bear sleeping right in the sun in the middle of the cleared land, and my mom was 
like, this is an awesome sign. Where I might have thought at the time, great, bears are always going to 
be here year-round but mom, she liked that. 
 
I spend a lot of time at the river, my mom was a fisherwoman, so I spent a lot of time at the beach and, 
so, my cousins and I would also do that. My whole childhood and my teen years, it's all about my 
cousins. I look back at people that say, we've been friends since high school. Well, I don't have friends 
from high school or elementary school. Oh, that's because I was hanging out with my cousins. They're 
family right, but because of politics we’re not close right now, but some of us are still really close. My 
cousins, Jolena and Ken, we’re really close.  



 

Straddling Two Worlds 
Elsie Kipp 
 
When I think of something that really shapes me, it's not a positive experience but it made me realize 
that I may be different than some of my cousins who have both parents First Nation. My dad's a white 
guy. I remember being with my cousins in Yale and we’re playing. I was about six or seven years old 
and everybody just seemed to be saying you’re not really our cousin because you're not full native. I 
had overheard one of my aunties on my dad's side when were in Vancouver talking about that, that me 
and my mom were Indians. I knew that that wasn't a nice thing there, the way they were talking about 
it. They were in the kitchen and I was just out playing, and so I knew my mom's side doesn't love me, 
my dad's side doesn't love me, why don't people love me?  It was quite a while that I held on to that, 
and probably still hold that in my insecure ways. I remember also one time I was at a funeral at Seabird 
Island. I was really young and was with my dad, and mom must've been cooking, and these little kids 
from Seabird Island were saying mean things to my dad. We were just walking, and they were saying, 
hey honky, he's white, he's white.  I felt so protective of my dad, so sad for my dad, but I’m sure he was 
fine.  
 
I know I straddle both worlds. I've had many jobs. I worked as a liaison between indigenous 
communities and non-indigenous mainstream communities. So, I know that's a skill I have now but it 
took a while to call it a skill. I moved away to Calgary. I was 17. I could never do that now but at 17 I 
thought I knew everything. I was really brave and wanted to get away from my small town rez life and 
moved away to Calgary. That was tough though, it was actually a culture shock for me and I was really 
homesick.  
 
I grew up with a mom and dad that, you know, there wasn't a lot of work at times and if there was, it 
was seasonal. So, they would just be working the summer fishing, things like that to get their money to 
survive the winter.  So, when I would get home from school my mom and dad were usually both home 
or at least my mom was, and I tell people this story as it shows what a child I was, or how lucky I was 
as a child. I grew up like an only child because my closest siblings are all half siblings and the closest 
one in age to me was 10 years older. I was like an only child for most of my life. I got home from school 
one afternoon, I was 15, and my parents were in Chilliwack. I didn't know where they were though, and 
I cried on the front step because I couldn't believe my parents weren't home and I was 15! I was such 
a baby, it's so funny. I was really lucky, I had a lot of my parents’ time.  
 
My parents were really protective. When all of my cousins and friends were staying after school in Hope 
and hanging out, I didn’t get to do that. I thought my dad was really cheap but I think we were just really 
broke. Like with my dad, it was a big deal to put five bucks in the gas tank so I had to get on the bus. 
That was my way home after school so yes I spent a lot of time at the house, and a lot of time in the 
forest behind our house. Me and the dog sitting on the tree roots, and just writing and reading.  
 
 
Emory Creek Fishing 
Elsie Kipp 
 
I think right now we are in a really good spot, because we are engaging with a lot of people who never 
engaged with the government and services of Yale First Nation before.  If we just had everyone hanging 
out at the river digging holes, until they reach the water in the sand. That's still cool, I think, for kids. 
And just having our children on a hot summer’s day experiencing life on the beach. It's different now 
though because before parents were fishing all the time all summer and it doesn't happen anymore and 
that was really what got us altogether. Because from there we'd be all, let's stay overnight, let’s ask if 
so-n-so can stay over. That feeling of community would continue.  



 

 
I remember also a big thing for us was at my grandma and grandpa's fish rack, which is just below 
where I grew up on the property. At Emory Creek, it was really cool as the whole family; the aunts and 
uncles, grandmas and grandpa, sometimes my grandma’s and grandpa’s siblings would be there too. 
We'd all be drying fish or canning fish, eating barbecued fish while we were at it, hanging out. It wasn't 
structured in the way, like, we're here to learn our family history. It was just being together and when I 
grew up I had a huge family, and I don't have that now. Now, it's the politics of Yale First Nation. 
 
Business versus Family 
Elsie Kipp   
 
Before this election that has the current leadership in, it was people saying, that's just business; 
business is business and family is family. So, we are expected to turn off the business decision when 
we saw someone being given property or a new dump truck, or all these things. And you're going, that 
doesn't quite jive with me. Then we’re told all the while that business is business and families are 
families.  I had trouble with it my whole life. Probably when I was about 13 I figured it out- this doesn't 
feel genuine. I can't just turn off and pretend I'm fine with my relatives treating each other this way. I 
know there are tons of other Yale First Nation members that I don't know and that they’re talked about 
in a really bad way, but I've never even met them. If I have they seem really nice so that’s something 
that really I had trouble with. 
 
Basket making 
Christine Stevenson  
 
My name is Christina Stevenson. I am from Yale First Nation. I was born in Yale in 1957. My mother 
is Elsie Charlie. She had nine children, there is Robert Charlie, Rob, Cathy Hope, Peggy and Paul, 
Dennis Charlie, Donnie Charlie, myself, Margaret Charlie, and Joanne and Judy and they were twins. 
Like I said I was born in Yale. My sister Margaret was also born in Yale. We went to Yale School until 
grade 6 then we caught the bus to Hope to attend school there. When we were in Yale it was pretty 
fun, we never had electricity, we had oil lamps. Everyone had a wood stove. When I got our new 
house down on mom's property which grandpa got a long time ago, it was pretty cool because 
grandpa, Patrick Charlie, he built a little stand and had a wheel from one of the speeders that used to 
go up and down the tracks because he worked for CP all his life. He had a rope on it with a bucket 
and we would send it down to the creek and wheel it back up and pack our water across the road. We 
had to do that after school and the boys got the wood for us. 
 
Mom she brought us up to frozen lake which was a berry patch. When we hiked up there it would take 
us four hours and we packed everything up there and we would stay up there for a week. We picked 
blueberries and blackberries and huckleberries. We were very young when we hiked up there. I was 
probably nine or eight, that was probably the last time we hiked in there. They would always go in 
there. There were camps everywhere, mom said, sometimes there would be 20 camps around the 
lake and they would come from all over the valley up the canyon. We would go to Spuzzum where my 
uncle had a cabin. 
 
When I was a little girl I remember my granny being up there and she was very old. We would have a 
dry rack down by the river in Spuzzum and we would spend about a month up there camping it was 
pretty cool. It was a lot of fun because he never had TV or electricity for a long time. When we were in 
Spuzzum , my dad had a little Volkswagen and whenever he would bring mom for groceries, and this 
was way before my time, she would catch a speeder from Spuzzum and it cost one spring for the 
speeder and then she would catch a taxi to Yale, that would cost her another spring,then it would cost 
her one fish to get home. 



 

 
We got along so well, the native community and the white community in Yale. There was no racism, 
or anything like that. Yale was a whole community, everybody, all the families got along it was so 
great. When they would have funeral services for an elder or someone that had passed away, 
everyone would come. When I used to stay with my granny I would come down and go up the canyon 
they would speak their native tongue. I'd listen to them but I didn't understand what they said I wish 
that I had learned but I didn't. 
 
Learning weaving: 
 
Mom, she was a great basket maker and her sister, my auntie Lena, she was also a great basket 
maker and my granny, Annie Charlie, they were famous basket makers. There are so many famous 
basket makers all over the countryside that we don't even know about. A lot of people took bad 
advantage of the basket makers when they made them because they didn't want to pay the price that 
they wanted, which was nothing back in those days. I know there is a basket at a Museum in Victoria 
and it was huge, bigger than my tote. People came and took baskets from granny and I don't know if 
she got anything for it. There is another display that was not finished, and the lady goes, it's in the 
basement and I thought, oh my God, I don't know if we’d ever get that back but that would be great. It 
would be great to get that back someday. 
 
One would go out in June to pick wild cherry bark. Cherry bark wood, you run a knife around in circles 
on the bark and we peel it off, that was for the decoration for the red because when you strip the 
cherry bark it is red, but for the black cherry root it would involve a pound of black tea, a rusty bucket, 
and she would put it in there and the root would turn black within a year. For the cedar roots there are 
patches all over and they would know where to get the cedar. That's how you start with the baskets 
you get the cedar root, you would split it very fine, so fine I've tried it but I haven't been able to master 
that yet, it takes a lot of practice. For the white decoration on the baskets they would go down to the 
sea and pick some kind of reed.  
 
They would peel them and they would dry them out in the sun for the summer so that would be your 
white decoration on the baskets. For the material that they used, it was called an awl, the tool made 
from deer bone. It's the front leg of the deer and they would hang it up for a year just to season it and 
harden it, so they can work with it. My mom said her mom would file them down, they didn't have files 
back then but they would file it down with something and would form an awl. It would take about a 
week to make an awl so without knives or any real utensils involved it was all from the land, what they 
had to work with to make the baskets. They would take the baskets when they were done to Frozen 
Lake to pick the berries. They would put the baskets on the back and pack them full of berries. 
 
Mom also made baby cradles, she made one for my son Johnny. She made one for my sister as well. 
We were so lucky to have baby cradles. She made one for Dr. Murakami. He used to have an office 
here and they were great friends. It is so sad that Dr. Murakami was moving from his old office to his 
new office and somebody went and stole the cradle. So, there you go again, it is lost forever in town 
here somewhere. It is so sad. 
 
Just for eating mom would can them because we never had freezers. She would can them in huge 
jars. When Saskatoon's were ready we picked those and we would try them and she would make it 
similar to a soup I can't remember what the name is but when we ran home from school at lunchtime 
that's what we had. We’d have it with dried fish or fish or salt fish or canned fish or smoked fish, we 
always had fish. It's just awesome. 
 



 

All our waters are getting so polluted that we need to keep our fingers crossed and make do. Down 
below the river towards Yale, they are planning to bring in big tankers through the river and our fish 
will be gone for sure. They plan to be bringing big boats through when they make the harbour bigger 
in Vancouver so the bigger ship's like big paddle wheelers can destroy the river. 
 
My son Jason is a great fisherman. He does so great for me every year. Johnny hasn't been fishing 
too much he's always working down in the valley. I remember, we had a pulley system; mom would 
go get a big tree and chop it down for a pole and she would have a pulley on a tree to ropes on each 
end. One would be for the net to come and go out. Those ropes were hard on your hands. I 
remember one time taking Johnny and Jason down to check the nets nd the were fighting over the 
fish just to pack it up to take it to the house because we never had a real system. We had 
gunnysacks. We only caught one fish it was better for them to get some more fish. It's been 
awesome, I'm so glad I get to do the dry fish and smoked fish. A lot of people don't get that to do that 
anymore at all. Everything's so lost lately, we have to get more of that going. 
 
Jason is really a good woodsman he can't stay out of the bush. It was so awesome he got his first 
deer this year and got to skin the deer and he only watched it once. He really enjoyed it. He helps me 
when I do that wind dried salmon, he goes out does the fish for me. 
 
This is my mother’s and grandmother’s basket collection. They would go out and pick the cedar roots 
and they would peel them down like that to get the roots. This is for the outside of the basket. (pic101) 
They would go out in the spring time, in the winter time they would make baskets all winter. The 
ladies from the Canyon were great basket weavers. This fine stuff would be for the filling on the inside 
(pic102) and would weave it around and you would poke it with an awl. Deer leg bones is what we 
used to make the awls. It would take about a year for them to dry before they were ready to be 
formed. We would have them in the shed and my grandmother would file them down and make 
needles out of them. They are great to work with, but they are very sharp. (pic103) The awls 
themselves are very fine craftsmanship. Some of these were made by my granny and my great great 
Granny. It is nice to have this stuff. It's so great that I have this.  
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The colourings on the baskets which you see on the designs are from cherry bark. (pic104) They 
would pick wild cherry bark. It's red when you peel it, the one you see here it is a little faded. But if I 
scrape it, it will become red again. (pic105) For the black design they would use take the red cherry 
bark, a rusty pail and some black tea and they would soak it in water for about a year. (pic106) It 
would turn the dark black. That's what the black design on the baskets are. 
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For the white designs, they would go to Seabird and pick reeds. (pic107) They would peel them and 
dry them in the sun until they got bleached white and are very dry, this is what you see on the 
baskets. The white design. When they would get the cedar roots and also get the longer stronger 
roots, (pic108) and that would be for the slats. They could weave around the slats. This is where mom 
would put the slats and it would be a very big basket as you can see with the slats. She made so 
many bottoms for us so we can continue on to make baskets. (pic109) This one's going to be a 
fishing basket. (pic110) The small ones here that we worked on when we were children. (pic111) And 
we have to finish them still. It is so great and we have so many that mom made for us to continue 
making these baskets. (pic112) She was such a great weaver. 
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This is one of my grannies baskets, Annie Charlie they would use these baskets for fruit. (pic113) 
Also when they would go and pick cherries. This is one of the oldest baskets that I have in this 
collection. 

  
         113 
 
Mother would look at a picture and she would know just what to do. I remember her showing me a 
picture on a newspaper, and it was a fruit basket she saw it and crafted this beautiful basket.(pic114) 
This is another older basket that she made for us when we were kids so we could go into the Yale 
Stage Coach days. (pic115) This used to be a big deal in Yale it was a great couple of days up there. 
This is another basket that I started and I worked with mom, anything that we did on the baskets we 
showed her and if it was too thick or too thin she would make us undo it and do it over again. She 
was such a perfectionist that is why everything fits so well. (pic116) I can't wait to continue on doing 
this. 
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This basket here she made for one of her friends in Yale. I just got it back last year. It is so nice to get 
baskets back because so many of these baskets are disappearing all along the valley. To start the 
basket you have to make a little knot. (pic117) It's a little rough, but it is a small circle on the bottoms 
of the baskets you can see it start with a little knot and you continue on. (pic118) This is a fishing 
basket my mother made I was so glad to get it back it so impressive. (pic119) They would weave 
these straps and they would hang it on a hook on the roof. (pic120) My mom would weave these 
handles by using an old iron for ironing, and weave the design on them. These straps have actual 
dyes in them, they didn't come this way. 
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     120 
This is a baby cradle that mom made from my son Johnny and Jason Stevenson in 1974. She would 
work on it every evening when she had a chance, until she was done.(pic121) 

 
       121 
 
This basket here was made for my sister Katie. My auntie Emma made this basket. She came to 
Hope and she disappeared here from Hope and nobody knows what happened to her. It would be 
nice to find out where she disappeared. It's very impressive and how they could do the writing in the 
designs, this is very intricate work. It says Katie Yale 1959 it's one-of-a-kind. It's so great. (pic122) 
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These are berry baskets that the women would weave all winter and make these baskets and they 
would go up to frozen lake and they would pick berries. (pic123) Blueberries and huckleberries. And 
they would bring them home they would can them and dry them and we lived on blueberries. You 
can't get those berries right now up there. 
 
This is another Berry basket everybody had Berry baskets back then. (pic124) It was so nice to have 
stuff like this to use. 
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In the winter mom would teach us to start some baskets. And she would just pass it down. I know that 
as far as we did Margaret and I. 
 
I would love to see Yale for First Nations people to try and get some workshops going. It's not easy to 
split roots and do some of the work. We need to try more. A tree grows in layers, so you'd need to 
peel it off and now is a good time to bring this back to people. 



 

 
 
 
 
Fish Camp 
Perry Hope  
 

 
 
I am Perry Hope member of Yale First Nation. I am currently the janitor for the band office. Just recently 
I've been cutting firewood for the community. 
 
Most what I most remember is when I lived in Yale as a kid, as soon as we got out of school for the 
summer, we would go to camp and stay there until it was time to go back to school. At camp we would 
preserve the dried fish, the smoked fish, and salted fish. I was too young to pack the fish yet but would 
gather the leaves for soaking up the blood for the fish. Even as a young man we had to pack water 
from the neighbouring campsites so we all packed water to our campsite. It was a good quarter mile. It 
would take several trips. There was a neighbouring campsite where we were able to get water. Because 
it had running water. We made several trips a day from that site. 



 

 
 
My First Fish 
Perry Hope 
 
One of the stories that I tell my son, when my father would fish, and I would see some of his, at the end 
of the net sometimes where the fish would get caught, he would cut them off or turn it around and cut.  
As always there was net laying around. When I was eight or nine, I thought I would ask my father if I 
could fix the pieces of net to make my own net and set them. Back then I caught with those parts of the 
net a spring salmon that was as large and as heavy as I was. About 60 pounds. That was my first fish 
and one of my most memorable times. 
 
Learning from Family 
Perry Hope 
 
My brothers would always provide me with the opportunity to work by operating machinery, to operate 
a power saw, to operate a rifle, to operate or take charge if you will that the opportunity was always 
there. That still exist to this day. I'm so honoured and grateful because it's been handed to me, that gift, 
if you will, so now I hand it to others in my practices today. Which brings great patience and 
understanding and tolerance. That's what they have shown me. I've operated a backhoe, a cat, so 
many things. How to read the river, how to read the weather, to take care of the people. And help our 
surrounding nations. From grievances to funerals, and how to conduct ourselves around them. 
I'm always reminded of our grandparents. Our grandparents and the times and the stories that my 
brothers tell me about our grandparents. We would always take care of the people around them, they 
were from Seabird Island. I hear stories from them when they had hard times. Not only telling me but 
they're showing me. In the act of doing for others I'm doing and passing it on to my son. He knows that 
my brothers have shown us both, at the same time, all these lessons that are taught and learned and 
relearned and relearned. 
 
Every circumstance is different at different times of the year from night and day. Winter and Summer. 
In good times and bad times. The action and reaction when something needs to be done, you'll be able 
to recognize and feel that's when to take action. To step up and say okay this is where I belong, you 
go grab your brother or grab your nephew or your son and show him that this is what to do and then 
this happens, or this occurs. 
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Reflections 
Perry Hope 
 
I am an alcoholic. I quit counting, but I think it's been three years.  At one point it was my goal to drink 
whiskey like the men. And I succeeded. Though I don't regret doing any of that, but today again 
journaling did everything for me. It got myself to see so much that made it real, because I realized if I 
could write it, and I knew it was real, I realized I was unable to write a lie. If I would write something that 
was untrue, it felt weird and it would not go anywhere. I couldn't come up with words. I couldn't come 
up with the words or write it down. I was unable to write. So that goes for many things that I deny if I'm 
able to write it. It was difficult to write "I am a good person, I am a good man."  Even though it was true 
it was foreign to me to acknowledge those things now, but now I can do it well. And I know it's true. 
 
When I entered my recovery. Every single person played a role in who I am. Even to this moment. 
Every person in this office of our First Nation, every person out in the street in the community. And 
where I live. Every one that acknowledges me I acknowledge everyone back. I hold myself to my 
brothers. I see how well my brothers support our community. It amazes me how tired they are and still 
do something. I aspire to do that. I see people in our community, I see the people that struggle. I do 
have the time, but I remember the time I used to say I don't have the time. And I was actually doing 
nothing. Because I just didn't want to do anything.  It is my belief that there is always time. For example, 
it'll be a half an hour before Noah goes to school I think to myself oh I can make my son some rice in 
15 minutes and have him fed in that half an hour, it may look like there's no time, it may feel that there's 
no time, but if you just keep in motion, there is time. 
 
When I walk around in the streets today I acknowledge the people. And if someone needs my attention 
and needs to be acknowledged, I have the time. I don't need to rush anywhere. The more I do that, the 
more I find great shared happiness. The person I am spending time with they become enriched. It builds 
inside of me. I have learned when I entered in my recovery, I learned the words, I have to thank all 
these good feelings. No, I continue to bank it, but I just makes my foundation and strength a lot more. 
I do that almost every act, when I wake up in the morning I say okay I need to drink some water, I need 
to do this to make my life richer. So, what have you done for recovery? I drink water. I talked to my 
fellow man. I got up and I got dressed. I did this for my fellow man, for myself, for my neighbour. I gave 
it thought.  Every time I give something thought, I become stronger. When I give it thought, I'm able to 
do it right or not forget to do it. When I give it thought, I'm able to do this, this, this, this, on the way out 
and to do this on the way there, and still have it all done. And all I just did was get up and go to work. 
 
I did much more than that. I appreciate everything that is around me. The air, when I come to work, I 
hitchhike. Sometimes I walk a mile before I catch a ride. But I am in reflection. I am getting my cardio, 
I'm getting fresh air, I can see how the economy is good or not. By people, by what they throw away or 
who picks me up. They tell me a story, I tell them a story, and sometimes I catch a ride too quickly, so 
life must be good otherwise I'm not walking too much anymore. I get both young and old men and 
women picking me up and they would say Perry, Perry. I wouldn't remember their names but they all 
know who I am. It happens every day.  
 
When I first went to Burnaby to the recovery centre one of my facilitators ask me what your day like.  I 
told them miracles are happening all day long you just have to be able to recognize them. I've been 
doing that ever since for the last three years. Looking at all the miracles all day long. It's just an amazing 
life. I like our community. Our reservation. I'm able to sit on our land with my son and show him all the 
things that I used to do from chopping wood to skipping rocks, to identifying trees, flowers, and the acts 
of leaving this flower and taking that one. And bring it bring it with kindness to our neighbours or his 
mother. When I think about how fortunate we are because my brothers are still in the act of going fishing 



 

and returning and sharing all the things like the deer and the fish, and the mushrooms. And the stories 
that come along with it. Stories that are 50 years old. 
 
Responsibilities 
Perry Hope 
 
I show my son the importance of asking. If you just ask, or if you show interest, then they will tell you. 
But you have to be there in order for them to tell you. I'll send Noah, my son, to the river and he will be 
sitting at the beach. His uncles boat would be there, and I would tell him, if you just go to the boat you 
can walk slowly, or you can go quickly. I tell him, show enthusiasm.  You’re showing that you want to 
learn. It's so you go and when there is a certain distance, when you wait for the boat at the shore and 
then you go grab the rope and hold it and it shows the next step of wanting to learn. Once you have a 
certain respect for the river and respect for the men and those that are present around you, they will 
ask you onto the boat and they will show you some more. Each time you earn the respect of first being 
present or being there, you then are able to be told that you are ready for more. So first you have to be 
there. In mind and in thought and showing enthusiasm.  I remember that wasn't the case when I was 
young. I didn't show any kind of emotion. It wasn't shown. I'm grateful to my son as he shows me things, 
and his mother. 
 
When I was young the only thing that I would show was my strength to my parents. Like when I would 
pack fish I could only carry one, but later I could carry five. Then I could carry 10. Later I could carry 15 
but that was not wise. So, I would go back to 10. You always see things ahead of time. To see what 
needs being done, it's better to do it now than later. I could see things occur or that are were going to 
occur and to be ready for it. There are so many variables and factors that play into any kind of decision 
that I have to know what action to take by thinking it through. I'm always forever present in thinking all 
the time.  I like to use the phrase-: the best part of luck is being prepared for it”. It means everything, to 
be physically fit and to be prepared and to see what needs to be done next.  If I'm not prepared, it is 
costly. You make a mistake somebody pays.  
 
 
My Dad 
Perry Hope 
 
I never went to residential school. What I understand, and I don't know how many times the story has 
been told, but this is how I view it and how I tell my son. Our father, his grandfather, took us off the 
reserve when they were taking children. He took us away, not so much to hide us, but I was too young 
to know if that was true or not, but that's how I understood it. In all my growing up my father always 
said, you guys are men, you guys are men, when war comes you guys will be alive.  
I couldn't walk anywhere….I couldn't walk anywhere I had to run everywhere I went. There was no 
slouching or no ambling around, not knowing what I was to do next. If I didn't know what to do next it 
showed. You were put to work. In a sense it was militaristic. Sit up straight. Stand up straight. You know 
you're posture driven. I pondered how it affected me. I never said to my dad, hi dad. It was even difficult 
to say the word dad to him even though it was easy to be in his presence. He was a great man. I always 
ran up to him and I would take his boots off or take him lunch when he was coming off the hill when he 
was hunting for three days.  
 
There were just things that you knew, that I could tell, like with my grandmother.  I'd be able to tell even 
though my grandmother couldn't hear me I could tell, she would lean over, and smile and I could see 
by her facial features and in her presence when she sat down, how much she adored us. It’s the same 
thing, I could do this with my father. I needed just so much time and I could go run off and do what was 



 

needed to be done and then I could run and play. I had so many brothers, I could run and play with 
them.  
 
I don't remember a whole lot but one thing I remember him saying, and I believe it to be true, only one 
thing you don't do is hurt your mother. That means don't steal, don't fight, don't do this, don't do that. 
Whatever that is, don't hurt your mother. That was the only rule that I knew of. That I was brought up 
with.  I could come home anytime I want, but I always behaved. The only thing I had to do is not hurt 
my mother. 
 
Being Part of a Community 
Perry Hope 
 
Yale First Nation would go a lot further and be much healthier if they had more community events. The 
stories are not being heard and not being passed on. The body language is not being passed on things 
have to be frequent and consistent. They’ve got to happen, they have to be there. How do they know 
what's her name? That's how you grow as a healthy community. Helping your neighbours, how do you 
know if you don't take part, if you don't accept someone for who they are. 
 
What I see myself doing for my community is being there. Is being present, body and mind. Our brothers 
are there if I need help. They are able to be there for my community as time goes on, it’s not a whole 
lot but brings them back… what will keep them here? The land will keep them here. When I teach my 
son- the trees have to be there. I've got to be there to show him what happy is, or this is how this is 
done. If I'm too busy to show my son…. I don't have enough money… I don't feel well. Everything takes 
place on the land. Down by the river, up in the mountain, in the forest. If you're present with all these 
elements and your son, and your cousin, your brother, your mother that's the place of healing. It’s the 
land- if I'm present, if I'm there, that's like I am witnessing you.  

 

Our Future 

 
 
Change  
Margaret Peters 
 
Change is going to happen. Once we put the thought into action, I think with that it’s going to take time 
and understanding, and it might not even happen in my lifetime the way I’d like to see. Be connected 
to; all of us connected because we’re stronger in numbers than standing alone. All I see, this, maybe it 
won't be my generation, but I believe our band is working hard to achieve that. It might be for the next 
generation that is coming up. To think... not to think so singularly because we are connected- no matter 
what, we are connected. I think they had the second Annual Elders gathering up, and I think it helps 
because we do have elders that fish up in Yale and it was such a contention and such a fight. It was 
probably because of the commercial fishing, when it came into place all these fights started happening- 
this is mine and that's mine and I know for a fact that elders that are not from our First Nation have 
fished there for many years and years and years and years. I believe when the new Chief and Council 
erected that monument again, the memorial, I believe that helped close that gap with other nations. I 
believe it did anyway. With the second annual lunch that they had inviting all the elders, it's things like 
this that help build with other communities in collaboration. Things like that as well really help. 
 



 

I think you know. I'll give you an example I could've come in and said I'm a social development worker 
and have a policy and procedure that I'm to follow on, that's it. Hi here's your cheque and bye, with this 
kind of attitude. For me being in my own personality with people and taking that to the job, it leaves 
more doors open. I can identify with that because the people come to see me, necessarily, they are not 
there just to pick up the cheque. They sit there and talk with me. Sometimes when they come to the 
office they just come in and say hi. Every one of us have different personalities that we bring to our job 
and how we want to be treated. That's what I see and that's why it works. 
 
There is no university on reserve, if kids finish school from the reserve they go out of town. If kids leave 
town and they go to university outside of town- to not even come back. See there you go. I know when 
I moved off of reserve and I was an adult it was really hard for me to come back. Looking at the 
population of our people, we do need to get our youth back to the reserve and help us make the band 
office bigger; more services and stand behind them. I'm 100% behind educating them but we need 
youth. We need more doctors we need nurses, many teachers. We need language instructors, we need 
cultural development and everything like that. 
  
In the next five years, what I would hope to see is more community togetherness. I'm not just talking 
about my band I know it happens in every band, this family is fighting with this family and would get 
upset about.  It is the kids get thrown into the mix. By the time these kids grow up they don't like each 
other, and they don't even know why. It's an old argument, right? I think that's sad, but it happens. More 
community togetherness. Sometimes disagreements can be positive. It's not necessarily a negative 
thing to disagree, sometimes good things can come out of a disagreement. I think I'd like to see. I know 
men are active in their own ways- like, they do the fishing, the hunting for their families not necessary 
for the community but I'd like to see them do this having wild meat as part of our food bank. I'd like to 
see more youth involvement for sure. I’d like to see more women involvement. 
 
 
5 Years from Now 
Ken Hansen 
 
Where do we go from here? How do we get there? I can't do it alone. The community can't do it alone. 
It has to come from the people, it has to come from our neighbours and love and acceptance of the 
wrongdoings in the past. To me that's an example that the call is still strong and is still alive and can 
still be vibrant.  Because of that acceptance there is an honour between people that comes from blood, 
that comes from a bloodline. It has to be acknowledged. 
 
I don't know where we are going to be in five years. I don't know where we're going to be, but I know 
where I would like it to be. I would like to be in a place where the women can sit across from the men, 
where we communicate, where we have roles, where we have a safe community. I want our language 
back. I want our membership to determine where they want to go, that they can have their own say. 
Not be told. Whether that happens in five years or six years or seven I don't know. I don't think anybody 
knows. 
 
I didn't want to be Chief. I didn't. I don't like being called Chief- I don't think I am any different than 
anybody else. I think that when people call me Chief it feels like I'm “better than”. I spent the last 10 
years trying to be equal. I do understand it, it's a responsibility, some people call it a burden, hopefully 
your shoulders are big enough to hold the burden of being acknowledged or held up as a Chief. But I 
didn't want to be Chief. I don't know where I'm going to go from here. I don't know if I'll be Chief or re-
elected. I don't know if I'm going to run again. I just don't know. 
 



 

I think we're always going to be okay. I think that the things that I'm doing now between now and the 
summertime will set a path where, with the level of expectancy from your leadership, will continue 
whether I'm here or not. That's my ultimate goal. I want to prepare if I'm not here. I can't create a 
community. I can't create that for people. They need to do that themselves. I can create the space, the 
opportunity and the freedom and the safety and security, but I cannot create what they have to find. 
This is what the people have to find for themselves. 
 
At first everybody loved me, at first everybody held me up, put blankets around me, set me on the floor 
at the smoke house to protect the people. I was the very first people in line. Not so much anymore. 
Because they wanted me to be like them. They wanted me to be a person who would fall into line, like 
everybody else. I'm not that person. I will do the best I can. I will make decisions that aren't for me and 
I'll be okay. I was told by a counsellor of mine when I was in treatment, that as long as I tell myself… I'll 
be okay. So, I use that. A lot of people, I think, are scared of what I am doing. I expose things that they 
don't want exposed. 
 
 
People Coming Home 
Elsie Kipp 
 
I think we must continue with housing. The land that we have the most room on is the Dogwood 
Stullawheets, IR8. I can see us having gatherings. People that live, like the third-generation Vancouver 
folks or fourth-generation Vancouver members of ours that never had the opportunity to grow up here, 
they say “we want a place to live too”.  But I fear for the culture shock of it. There is no public transit 
here. Anywhere you could live on our reserves out here, you'd have to have a vehicle to really have the 
freedom of day-to-day life. Everyone enjoys quiet, but I know a lot of people that have grown up in the 
city can only handle that quiet for so long. Then it's shocking and depressing for you, but I can see if 
we have more people living on our traditional territory that the gatherings of the community, in time, will 
start to happen. Maybe not in five years, maybe 10, maybe 20, maybe a couple generations away but 
if things keep going the way they are we have a really good chance of bringing back our culture. 
 
 
Adapting 
Ken Hansen 
 
I really believe that the people from other places that are still using those fishing sites today are there 
because they are meant to be there. They've always been there. I have no issues with that whatsoever. 
And I don't think it's right for leadership to use them for their political gain. It's one of the oldest staples 
of our people that needs to be protected. 
 
We have deer that come in cycles. There's been a lot of change. Every six years deer come in cycles. 
I think that with the less fish that are in the river we can adapt and there will be more deer for us and 
different animals. Different plants are growing now with the recent logging activities, it brings out plants 
and different berries in and with more of an abundance. I think that we've adapted for thousands and 
thousands of years, there is no reason why we can't adapt from here. Fish was a big staple in our diet 
and our community, but the greed and the incentive of overfishing our food resulted in a big decline. I 
say we, but it's not only First Nations people but also the non-natives as well, we are now suffering the 
results of that. So, we need to adapt, and I hope that we can learn from that and move on. 
 
 
 
 



 

We Need to Gather 
Barbara Peters 
 
I would like our young ones to start getting their education. So, if they want to work for the band, I would 
like to see all our members work for the band. I’d like to see more housing. I would like to have a real 
band office someday. And put in more of our culture I guess, in gatherings. I find when people gather 
it just brings us a lot closer. It seems we are doing that now but some of the band members are mad at 
the Chief and Council, so they don't come for whatever reason. So, in the beginning there was a lot of 
people coming but now there's not too many because they are angry. I don't know if that will ever be 
resolved. 
 
Sure, my chief gets me mad. There’s a lot of things I don't agree with but there are a lot of things I do 
agree with- of what he is doing. When I take a look at the hard work that all of them are doing I really 
appreciate it and I tell them so. 
I get angry at them. Some of the things they do I don't agree with, but I know in the long run they are 
doing it for us. Yale has changed so much from the old hands to the new hands. I mean look at housing. 
I never thought I would see what has happened in Ruby Creek.  It bothered me at first because I was 
so used to living in such a quiet area but those are changes that I have to get used to. A lot of changes 
have happened in Yale that we all have to get used to. And I am one of those people that have a hard 
time with change. I just don't like my world rocked. I really don't. And when it does it's okay, okay I see 
now why. The people that are living down in Ruby Creek, they’re wonderful people. It all depends on 
how you act with them or how you interact with them, so that everybody will get along. Some of them 
don't believe in their culture and you can't push that on them. Some of them are total believers in the 
Bible. I am too, but I also believe in my culture. Mom really stressed that to us God is the one. I still 
believe that. I still think a lot of gatherings and probably more dinners and meetings would probably 
start getting us closer together. Maybe the other band members will understand why they are so angry 
at Chief and Council. 
 
Advice to my community I would say keep the communications open. Respect one another, listen, listen 
to one another, and just be courteous with each other. What I realize about our band members is we 
have so much to share, but we don't share it. We don't go anywhere to share our information. I'm not 
saying that we’re muzzled. Sometimes I just get that what we have to say, I just think that Chief and 
Council think that our words, because they have a high position- because we're only bandmembers 
that it just seems that they think our words don't mean nothing. What we say, they push it aside and 
this is what I say. I don't know, maybe I’ve not heard enough I guess. Other than that, I guess, that's 
the way.  Like, our new Chief and Council, I have so much respect for them because they have done 
so much for the community in that short time. They've done so much. And I know from what I've heard 
they want to do more. Get more housing, get more jobs, and more education. 
 
 And all the bandmembers that are on welfare I would like to see them off welfare and working, 
especially the young adults. Like the ones that are 24 and up. Once in their 30s, I hope they all work 
for the band and have bandmembers working for the band and get a band office someday. The one in 
Hope is too small. I hope that someday that we can find some money to get our own band office. Maybe 
by the river is what the Chief had said. I wanted it down by Ruby Creek but probably they said by 
Dogwood because there’s no mosquitoes. Ruby Creek has tons of mosquitoes down there. But 
wherever they put it I don't care, I’d be happy to have a band office. 

 

 



 

A New Generation  

 
A New Relationship with Culture and Identity 
Megan Hope 
 

 

I am Megan Hope, I am daughter of Lisa Hope and granddaughter of Theodore Hope. From Yale 
First Nation. I am 23 years old. I grew up just 10 minutes past hope. On the reserve. I currently live in 
Abbotsford to go to school at The University of the Fraser Valley. I'm taking a Bachelor of Arts in 
sociology and anthropology. I am graduating this semester. 
 
I have been going to The University of the Fraser Valley for approximately five years, since 2013. My 
main interest is in anthropology and in sociology. I will be finishing this semester in the winter of 2018. 
I'm looking to go into another credential which would be social work with the First Nations option for a 
certificate. When I lived here at home I lived on reserve. I transitioned down the Fraser Valley to go to 
University of Fraser Valley. The commute was a bit far for me. 
 
I want to use my Bachelor of Arts degree to work within the school system whether it be K to 12 or 
post-secondary, to work with students to get their post-secondary. Whether that be in University or a 
trade's college. 
 
I lived on the reserve past Hope with my Mother and my family. I spend most of my summers fishing 
with my Grandpa and all of my cousins and my Mom. That's where I learned a lot of my culture from 
my uncles and my aunties; how to fish and how to preserve for the winter months. 
 
Fishing with Grandpa 
Megan Hope 
 
One of my fondest memories was fishing. Fishing with my grandpa because he was the one that 
taught me everything. It also involves my two closest cousins Kaine and Talon because we learned 
everything together. That's how he taught us. We were able to learn fishing from an elder and we 
were able to do it together with whether that be net gill fishing or rod fishing. From fishing and being in 
fish camp the best thing I learned was how to treat animals with respect and know that the land gives 
back to me. As an aboriginal I can live off the land. 



 

 
 I don't take from the land. I give back to the land by working beside it. Being Indigenous I think the 
connection to the land is core in who we are, and what makes us different from the average 
Canadian. I think our relationship to the land is key to understanding what our culture and society is 
based on. We don't treat the land as a resource to just to take, take and take, but we live in a 
reciprocal relationship to the land. We take from the land, but we also give back to it. In the ways of 
fishing, hunting and preserving. I would say I have a very strong connection with my family, because 
living on the reserve forces you to be with your family 24/7.  
 
Unlike other families who live in the city or in a town where they see their family only once in a while. 
When I grew up I started to know that my connection to my family was a lot stronger or different in 
others. I had to live with them and they were my next-door neighbours. Now I realize that I'm older 
that was vital to who I am. Since now that I do not live next to them, I miss it and cherish the 
memories that I have. I come back as often as I can between working full-time and going to school. I 
work at Walmart full-time while I go to school full-time. 
 
Where I see Yale in the future: 
 
I would like to see Yale First Nation collaborate with more of the members. And not just the families, 
certain families. But also, with the youth. My Great Grandpa Lawrence Hope always said Yale First 
Nation has to go in the direction of the youth. The youth are the future of the nation. Whether we use 
our western knowledge or our traditional knowledge. We have to manage our identity in accordance 
to the state identity of who we are. We have to figure out a balance of how we define ourselves as our 
First Nation in accordance to state policy. Which say who we are as First Nations people in Canada. 
 
I don't technically believe the state has a right to say who Yale First Nation is as a people but 
throughout Canadian history, the state has put so many policies on indigenous people through 
various acts saying who we are; whether you are status, non-status, Métis or Inuit. We have been 
conformed into a box that they want because they want to make sure that the funding can only go to 
so many people. I think Yale should move into a path of figuring out who we are as a people not in 
accordance to others like the Stó:lō downriver or Nlaka’pamux upriver but rather the people who we 
are. According to the land that we live on. 
 
I think there should be an essence of working together with the state because even how the Prime 
Minister Justin Trudeau says it has to be a nation to nation state relationship. We have to figure out 
who we are so that we can talk to and work with the Canadian government as a state. So, we can 
figure out how to move forward together. Whether that be funding for education, land, house services, 
health. 
 
We live in a society. I'm not saying that the Canadian Government can't do what they want and they 
can govern. But we have to have say over how we want to do it, it will be better than them telling us 
how they want their money spent. When you look at the federal government and the provincial 
government, both have their funding given to them but they're all structured a specific way. And we 
live in a society where it's always going to happen. I think there has to be a change in the health care 
system, and also the Canadian culture to understand indigenous social organization. Whether that be 
in the family structure or the whole community structure, to better understand the issues and the 
problems that occur on reserves. And, also to manage the stigma that is associated with reserve 
living. I think there has to be a better system of education within K to 12 and also post-secondary; to 
better understand why these issues occur. How we can intervene or even prevent issues occurring in 
the first place?  Whether that be drugs, drinking, violence or bad living conditions. We have to figure 
out why they're happening and how we can change them. As a whole country, not as just as the 



 

indigenous population. But how the state can help. Whether it be through healthcare, mental health, 
housing or land management. 
 
I personally have been fortunate enough to not have experienced the child services where they take 
kids away to child protective services. I know a lot of reserves suffer from that as the health care 
system doesn't think that the indigenous people can parent the children. So that they take them away 
from their culture and those kids are lost. They don't understand the culture that they come from and 
then they are pushed into a culture and a society that doesn't understand them. It constantly 
questions them; who are you, why are you this way? They don't know who they are because they are 
taken away from their culture. 
 
When I went into university, I didn't really know what I wanted to do but once I took some sociology 
and anthropology courses, I started to learn how indigenous people are placed in the Canadian 
society and how they are placed in a lower place. The lower portion of the totem pole metaphorically. 
I felt like that was unfair so what I want to do with my future career, as a sociologist/anthropologist, is 
to work with people whether it be in any career in healthcare or as a teacher or the everyday person, 
let them know about a culture and a society that have been pressed to the margins of the Canadian 
culture. Teaching them why we are important to the Canadian identity. The Canadian image of who 
we are dares to be taught as who the indigenous people really are. Through diversity, through 
language and culture how they are diverse across Canada. How they can use our culture to flourish 
within Canadian society. 
 
We have to prove ourselves because I think for so long we been pushed into the margins, the reserve 
system was out of sight out of mind, and we don't learn about indigenous cultures in high school or at 
K to seven for instance. The curriculum lacks the education. Now that's starting to change; post- 
secondary teaching actually allows teachers to come into the field. 
 
As a child I didn't think much about hunting and fishing. I didn't think it was important. I didn't think it 
was vital in who I was. But now that I almost obtained a Bachelor of Arts I've learned that traditional 
knowledge is not lesser than or greater than Western knowledge but on an equal playing field. But 
what I encourage the youth to do, is to take the time to spend with your uncle or an elder or your 
grandma because not many kids get that chance to live on reserve or have any space to know their 
traditions. So many youths, they live in cities or don't get a chance to live on the reserve as I have. I 
am fortunate that I was able to fish in hand with my elders. Growing up I didn't realize that many kids 
don't have that chance because I lived in a small community like Hope but living in the city now I 
realize a lot of indigenous people don't have that chance. They don't get to know the land like I have, 
like I know it. I just want to tell kids to go out there and learn a lot, just as much as you would in a 
school.  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

Devices 
Tyrone Peters 
 

 
 

My name is Tyrone Peters. It is different living in Ruby Creek. I'm so used to living in the city. I take 
joinery at UFV. It's basically cabinetmaking and furniture making. I have everything out there and 
living out here it's kind of, it's really hard to get out into town, to do stuff. But I like it here. It's more 
quiet, more peaceful. I walk around with the dog, run around with the kids that's basically it. I've gone 
fishing a couple of times. It's fun but for me it's truly hard to catch a fish. 
 
Yeah, I have a phone. The only time I use it is to call my mom or, girlfriend. That's it, I have a laptop 
but I use it for school, just for my programming. I go to university for joinery and most of the kids in my 
class to use their phones a lot, and they go on Facebook when the teachers not looking. I just find 
that I don't use it anymore. I don't find a use for it unless I need to get picked up or talk to people that 
I need to talk to. 
 
When I was in middle school I was always on my phone. I started getting bad grades, I always used 
to play games on my phone, but when we moved here to Ruby Creek, and the Internet wasn't very 
good, I just got used to it.  I realized it wasn't doing me any good being on my device all the time. I 
only have a certain amount of time to spend with my family, so I can now spend it with them and with 
my friends. I'd rather spend it with my family and friends instead of being on my device all the time. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Our Friends 

 

 
Taking the train to Yale Fish Camp 
Sadie McPhee 
 

 
 
Hi my name is Sadie McPhee, and my Indian name's Eagle Helping Woman. Which means that I 
have the gift of prayer. I am from Chawathil First nation. I am married, and I have three children and 
three grandchildren. I am working with the Indian Residential School Survivors Society. I have been 
working with them I guess for five years. 
 
When I was growing up I went to fish camp up in Yale, we used to have a lot of fun, because we were 
kids. He would go up there with my cousins, Bobby peters, and Herman peters. We would go up on a 
Wednesday and come back on Saturday.  
 
We would go up on that little train, that would stop here in Hope. We would pile all our gear onto the 
train and they'd drop us off right where we were fishing. Right at our fishing grounds. It was a normal 
thing for them to do it. All the train men knew us by name, and they knew when we were going, and 
when we were coming back. There would be with us, Herman Bobby and my brother Larry and my 
brother Harvey, and myself sometimes some of our other cousins would come. They would pick up 
others down in Rosedale. In Rosedale on the train, would come the victors. Mike Victor, Gary Victor, 
Russell Victor, and the father as well. I think his name was Mike Victor as well.  
 
We didn't go every Wednesday to Saturday, but when we did go, we would take our stuff down to the 
little camp. There was a little creek that we had to cross as we came down off the train. We would pile 
a bunch of rocks together, so it made like a little pool. So, when we were fishing you would put all the 
fish in that pool, so they would keep until Saturday. 
 
We entered like a passenger train and put the fish in a boxcar with all our gear and stuff. Then we 
would go sit in the seats. They knew when to pick us up and went to drop us off. I remember one time 



 

that we slept in, and the train was coming. We were all running and scrambling around trying to pick 
all the fish and put all the fish in the sacks, so we could bring them up the hill. It was quite a chore. It 
was fun. We spent a lot of time as kids there, we went swimming when we were there, in between 
checking the nets and that was quite fun. 
 
The fun part between the fishing, we used to go swimming. David and his brother they used to go up 
on a rock and they would jump into the water. I can't remember if it was David or his brother he 
jumped in and it was a little bit shallow and he went in and he had mud all over him because he hit 
the bottom. That could've been really dangerous but as kids we didn't realize what could've 
happened. Between fishing we would always have fun in the water. It was hot. It was kinda like an 
eddy where we were at. 

 
My Spuzzum-Yale Family 
Jay Hope 

 
 
My name is Jay Hope I grew up in Yale. My father was Richard Hope. My mother is Catherine Hope. 
My grandparents both come from Spuzzum and Yale so I am of mixed ancestry; of lower Nlaka’pamux. 
As well, Upper Sto:lo  lineage is in my family. 
Your territory is important to me because it is essentially my home. It is where I feel most at ease. It is 
a really happy place for me.  Spuzzum and Yale I think of as my home. I'm very much tied to the land. 
My traditional name is (phonetically pronounced) Hehennah spelt (Xixne). Which comes from my great, 
great grandfather on my father's side. He was the chief up in Spuzzum and he was very much an 
important part of the community in the late 1800s. He was very well thought of by the community. My 
name ties me to the land and to the community of Spuzzum. As I said both my grandparents come from 
Yale and Spuzzum. So that lineage that ties me to Yale is very strong. 
I do know that in a general sense he was very influential man in the community and he took care of a 
lot of the community needs while he was chief. He was very focused on ensuring that the people in the 
community were receiving education, and that the newly introduced church was being attended by the 
community. He very much wanted his community to be strong. I don't know how he reacted to any of 
the epidemics like the small pox epidemic, but he was a prominent person in the community who 
probably played a significant role through that time.  
 



 

 
Growing Up Off-Reserve 
Jay Hope 
 
When the question of identity, or the loss of identity comes up when I think about it, I reflect back on 
my own experience. All I know is what I've been told and what I've experienced. Interpreting that through 
the lens of identity is something that causes you to self-reflect and really think about your own 
experience. And how you happen to be where you are today; the influence of the past on your personal 
identity. So, when I think about myself, I grew up off reserve. I grew up right beside Spuzzum but off 
reserve. I went to school in Yale, the elementary school there. I went to high school in Hope. I was very 
much integrated into the public school system, one generation removed from residential school; the 
residential school experiences and the day school experiences. 
 
I grew up not knowing my language. I grew up not knowing any ceremonial practices other than what 
it meant to take care of your family. Fishing, hunting, taking care of the elders in the community, those 
less fortunate that are in the community. Always caring for the community. It was taught to me through 
my father and my grandmothers and my mother. 
 
In growing up, there is a sense of not knowing fully who I am because of not being connected directly 
to a band per se. When I grew up and had a chance to reflect on that, I think about there being a number 
of identities that a person carries. Quite often we think of ourselves as First Nations people and are 
associated with the band. But that band identity is very much colonial based. We think of ourselves as 
First Nations people and we have a struggle between which First Nation you come from, but what is 
the area you come from? What community are you from? So being a dual identity from lower 
Nlaka’pamux and upper Sto:lo, is another way of looking at myself. 
 
Growing up, I think of myself as not being integrated into my culture. Not being integrated into the First 
Nations community growing up off reserve. I had more non-indigenous friends that I had First Nations 
friends, I guess. It was very much a kind of …. I would think of it as in terms of- why did those First 
Nations kids get along so well and here I am, First Nations and I don't have any friends like they do. 
Most of my friends were non-First Nations people. And yet I didn't fit into their community either. So, it 
was just a conflict within myself where I didn't fit into the First Nations community and I didn't fit into the 
non-First Nations community. I did my best to kind of have one foot in each community. 
 
I often wondered growing up when I was in school why are we learning about Pueblo people or the 
Iroquois. And there was no mention of First Nations people in BC.  It wasn't until I got into my teens, in 
my early 20s and I started to think about why there was this, I guess, gap between what was being 
taught in school and what was reality being faced by First Nations people and communities in the real 
world. There was no mention of residential school in the school curriculum. There was no mention of 
the impacts of colonialism in the curriculum. There is no mention of the local experience. And there 
were definitely no local First Nations people involved in the schooling process when I was growing up. 
 
 
Getting back to a Family-Based Culture 
Jay Hope 
 
I know there is a desire to return to a lot of the old ways; a lot of the traditions, a lot of the ceremonies, 
a lot of the songs. So, when I look back and I look at the experience that people in Yale have gone 
through and the loss that they have experienced…. In order to revitalize that, it is important to 
understand that we've been involved with this colonial process for 150 years, if not more. It's not going 
to change overnight. We have a good solid foundation of what it means to be First Nations people in 



 

Yale. When I look at the way Yale Band and my family from Yale takes care of one another and the 
way they function as a cohesive family unit, where they understand what it means to take care of the 
elderly people in the community and what it is to understand to take care of community needs especially 
around funeral times when they all pulled together and kind of perform as one. They take on various 
roles that they’ve been assigned as they have grown up. The teachings have come naturally and quite 
often we don't realize that these cultural components or cultural norms, that is what we have been 
raised with. These practices are based in the culture of family and family respect. 
 
I think we need to have a foundation that is very family based. I think we have that foundation of 
teachings that we may not know that we have, so when we look at what we need to bring back in terms 
of culture and what we need to bring back in terms of language and ceremony, I think as a community 
we have to start to look at ourselves in terms of where we were, how much of our lives were impacted 
and influenced by colonial practices and where we were before contact. What were we doing before 
then? Sometimes, it takes a lot of research in different ways. There is a lot of ethnographic material 
that is very Eurocentric based, but the essence of the material is that much of this information came 
directly from people that were here prior to contact or just when contact was happening. They have a 
lot of the ethnographic material which refers to practices and relations and family connections and lack 
language and place names and people's names. So, it takes a lot of digging into the background and 
looking and exhausting all avenues of research. Looking at where we can find information about 
ourselves. 
 
Learning from my Elders 
Jay Hope 
 
We live in a time now where we have lost a significant amount of our elderly people. A significant 
amount of our knowledge has disappeared. We’ll never get that back. All we can do is, each one of us, 
piece together what we know as a community and create that story and re-create, try to re-create a 
sense of identity as a collective. 
 
I always really appreciate the words of our elders when they talk about things. People ask what can we 
do about this? And then quite often the asker is told to reflect upon yourself. Reflect upon the community 
and draw on that strength that you have within. In that community strength that is there. I think what 
they mean is the answers are there and we just need to pull them out, to tease them out. To find ways 
of really reflecting upon ourselves and to start to live the way we want to. Quite often what that means 
is reconnecting to the land. That's probably the closest thing in our culture that I can think of in terms 
of how we reconnect with their culture.  
 
We return to the land. Even if it's going to the river and sitting at the river taking time during the week 
or during the day to sit out by the river or taking a ride and a walk into the mountains. Start to understand 
the places that the old people talked about. One thing that I often do is I read a book called Spuzzum. 
It was written by Andrea LeFort and Annie York, she was from Spuzzum. I was given the book from 
Lena Hope when I was 13.  When I was growing up my father and my mother is taken care of Annie.  
They would take her shopping in hope and as kids we would go with her. I didn't think anything of it at 
the time we were just going to town. I didn't retain anything that she talked about. And now I regret not 
doing so. 
 
 Within this book Spuzzum, I had the opportunity to read the book and hear her voice as her words are 
written on paper, I can hear her talking. When she talks about places and Spuzzum, the mountains, 
the hills, I want to go back and experience that. I want to go back into the hills. I want to go back to the 
trails. I want to go back and sit in the places that she talked about. Just thinking about her words and 
the way she talked about them allows me to think about all the people in Spuzzum that raised her, were 



 

very much around the time of first contact. We shared stories with her about what it was like to grow up 
in Spuzzum, what it was like to grow up in the lower Mama and the stolen territory. When I reflect back 
and think about Annie, it's what I think about. Her words and her love for the land and her love for nature 
and when I raise my children that's what I do. I bring them out to the land into the woods. I bring them 
mushroom picking. I bring them down to the river. I bring them for rides into the mountains.  
 
So, it's that, going back and personally connecting with the land.  I think it’s important for each individual 
in the community to do. A lot of us are lucky enough to do that every day. I envy a lot of my family 
members who are able to still live in the area and still be able to jump in the truck and take off up the 
mountains or jump in their truck or go down to the river. Me, myself, I live in an urban setting, that very 
much is an hour and a half away from Spuzzum. And it's really tough for me to get back and it's tough 
for me to think about because I really want to be in Yale and in Spuzzum. I really want to share that 
experience with my kids. And I can only do that on a sporadic basis. 
 
 
Fishing and Hunting with Dad 
Jay Hope 
 
The best experiences of growing up I had was fishing with my dad on the river just below our place in 
Spuzzum. We would fish from late January or early February when there was still ice on the shore, our 
nets would come off the water with ice on the nets. We would be fishing for Springs at that time and 
we’d fish right into the fall time. It was a lot of work. It was hard. It was time-consuming.  But looking 
back on it, I now appreciate the river so much. I understand that’s the giver of life to my family. Without 
that river, without the resources and that river my family would be that much poorer. We grew up on 
fish, we grew up on deer, so anything tied to the river or the mountains… going into the mountains for 
hours with my father and into the mountains with my cousins, which I would call my brothers. We would 
play in the creeks, play on the land, these would be my most vivid memories. My fondest memories are 
those from growing up. 
 
I grew up around a bunch of really fine hunters, my cousins. They learned how to hunt from my father. 
My father was a really good hunter. He had this intuition and his skill as a hunter, was very fine. He 
always knew the appropriate day to go out, what the appropriate conditions were and where the deer 
would be. And when they would be there. He taught my cousins from Yale how to hunt. We spent a lot 
of time with them showing them everything of what it takes to be a really good hunter. And that's a 
cultural thing in itself. In terms of the passing down of knowledge and that's one of the pieces of Yale 
and Spuzzum culture.  The uncles and the extended family really took the time to spend with the 
nephews and the nieces and to teach them what it meant to be a good hunter or a good fisherman. 
 
I wasn't a very good hunter personally, I was more of a fisherman.  I know how to fish really well. I got 
my first deer when I was well into my teens. I did a lot of packing of meat with my cousins to pack meat 
out. I spent a lot of time climbing over logs and up steep hills and through a lot of brush to, pack out 
meat on a pack board. I packed a lot of my dad's meat out as well. I did a lot of skinning of my dad’s 
deer, my dad would bring them home, hang them up in the woodshed for a couple of days and I would 
help him with skinning the deer and butchering. I was aware of the aspects of the hunting, but I wasn't 
the greatest hunter. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

Impacts of Colonialism 
Jay Hope 
 
When I look at colonialism, how it impacted my life, I look back at how I grew up, and what I grew up 
around, the people I grew up around. My mother and father didn't go to residential school. My mother 
went to public school, but only to grade 10. I think it was grade 10. My father went to day school, but 
he didn't complete high school either. So, there is no parental residential school experience. But that is 
not to say that they were not impacted by residential schools. My grandmother grew up in Yale on my 
mother's side and raised her family up in Yale. She had a great relationship with the schoolmaster back 
then, so my mother was able to go to public school in Yale. And then on to public school in Hope. My 
father went to school in Seabird there was a girl’s day school in Seabird. There was no attending or 
removal from the community I guess. That is my mother and father’s experience. As with most First 
Nations people, you weren't fully educated either. 
 
They were also detached from their language. Both my grandmothers spoke Halq’emeylem and lower 
Nlaka’pamux and we would pick up words here and there, but my mother and father just knew words 
here and there, but I guess that loss of language came at a time. That language was severed with my 
grandparents. I guess the other piece, the effects of colonialism and residential school, was the amount 
of alcohol use and abuse I grew up around. I would see my father, he would go to visit First Nations 
people and family in Spuzzum and Yale and Seabird and other areas of the valley, there was always a 
lot of alcohol around. I always wondered why so much alcohol that my people would drink. As I grew 
up I understood it more and as I became more familiar with residential school experience and I started 
to understand the impacts of colonialism, the impacts of loss of culture, of family, the disconnect of, 
and because of those institutions, you could see that the mechanism for coping became alcohol and it 
became a heavy dependence on that. Understanding that colonialism can be very………. when you 
want to go down that road to understand colonialism it seems to be a very long and ever winding road. 
 
The impact that we live with today, the decisions we make today, the lives that we live today… DFO for 
instance when we were growing up and it's still today the mechanisms haven’t changed. There is a lot 
of going to DFO for permission to utilize the river, to utilize our own food source. It wasn't as bad and 
as bureaucratic as it is today. When I was growing up we needed a permit, but the permit was different 
in the sense that we were given a longer scope of time or longer fishing hours I guess then we are 
afforded these days. In that way we were fortunate but at the same time, within that permit system, if 
you fish outside the permit hours, you're criminalized. You become a criminal. You get a record, if you're 
caught fishing, if you're caught fishing numerous times you may end up going to jail. At least at the very 
least you were fined. When you're just trying to take care of your family, when you’re just trying to get 
a food source for your family. You're trying to make a living for your family and you're criminalized for 
that.  That piece of colonialism never leaves my memory. It's always there, it always bothers me, that 
First Nations are not allowed to practice their right and they're not allowed to take care of their families 
because of bureaucratic process that DFO makes us live by. It very much to this day gets under my 
skin when I start talking about fishing and accessing resources. 
 
I think when we talk about how we reconcile the dual identities of being a first Nations person within a 
mainstream Western based society and having all the influence of colonialism, against a traditional 
culture and traditional teaching the way I look at it within myself I always revisit who I am. My traditional 
name is Hehennah. I was given the name when I was 13 by Annie York and Lena Hope my 
grandmother. I didn't know what it meant at the time I was only 13, all I wanted to do was go outside 
and play hockey, period, and shoot around the ball in the yard. When my dad asked me, he said how 
would you like to have an Indian name. I said yes sure no problem. I didn't know what it meant. I didn't 
know what it meant to my father, I didn't know what it meant to my grandparents. It wasn't until later in 
life that I was into my late teens and my early 20s that I started to realize that was very significant and 



 

it was as significant for my family. The name he had, it translates into giver of the name, translates into 
giver of gifts to his people. 
 
That was carried by my great great grandfather from Spuzzum. And he was very much a giver of gifts 
to his people in terms of how much he gave himself to his community; helping the community transition 
into this new way of life with the added advent of the railway coming through and coming out of the 
gold rush era, of the late 1850s. The impacts of fishing grounds and the impact of this in the 
communities with the church coming into the community and different education systems coming in. 
So, he very much tried to bridge the gap for his community and his gift was to bring his community 
through those tumultuous times. 
 
Balancing two Identities 
Jay Hope 
 
When I look and when I think about how I balance being a First Nations person with the cultural and 
traditional teachings that have been passed on to me, how do I balance this out? I figure a person within 
mainstream society who has been educated and caught in a colonial structure, who is God's university 
and achieved a certain level of academic success and now using that academic success and that ability 
that I've learned from that experience to help First Nation communities now in my role as a First Nations 
consultant. That is what I try to do. Exactly what Hehennah was; help to the First Nations communities 
through tumultuous times. When you look at it we’re still talking about the same things 100 years later. 
 
 We're still talking about fishing, we’re still talking about education, we’re still talking about social well-
being and well-being of our families.  100 years later we’re still talking about the same things as First 
Nations people. When I look at myself reconciling that dual identity of being a First Nations person in 
two worlds having a foot in two worlds I don't see that as a personal challenge. I don't see that as a 
problem for me. I see it more as that I am lucky that I'm able to do what I do and lucky to have been 
educated within the colonial structures. I'm lucky that I'm able to reflect back on my own upbringing and 
translate that knowledge to my kids. I'm very fortunate to be in both worlds. A lot of people feel different 
and don't want to be in both worlds, they want to be in either. Either they don't want to be a First Nation’s 
person, or they don't want to be in the colonial structures. But I embrace the opportunity to balance the 
two. I embrace that challenge of assisting First Nations in whatever way I can. Sometimes I do very 
minimal things for them. Whatever I can do to help people at… I transition people or move people 
forward in terms of how they consider themselves or their community within these two identities as well.  
 
Because communities have two identities; they are First Nations identity and the community has a 
colonial identity. Any bands are very much a colonial identity. And we are very much as First Nations 
people, entrenched in that identity. Quite often it creates a lot of conflict between communities that 
weren’t there before. In the form that it is now. 
 
A lot of what I do personally is embracing that challenge, is embracing that notion that I am of two 
identities. I am Hehennah spelt (Xixne) I am Jay hope with a number 581-XXX-XXXX. 
 
I guess when you are looking at in today's context from a look at this Pan indigenous identity that people 
have that people create for themselves, we are pouring a lot from other first Nations cultures our other 
indigenous cultures, whether it be the Sundance or the sweats or the pots latches or these other great 
ceremonial cans and spiritual activities. I think when people are searching for that identity, when people 
want to connect to their First Nations culture and they see these things that are land-based it's very 
easy for them to grab onto. And I don't…. I've never had a problem with people who practice indigenous 
spirituality and culture in whatever form it takes. I think whatever allows them to connect with the land 
or connect to this feeling of identity, this feeling of belonging and whatever makes them feel good and 



 

makes them stronger as people I think it certainly helps re-establish that connection to the land. Myself 
personally, like I said previously I take my identity from the land. I get my identity from what I've learned 
growing up. 
 
 
Practicing Indigenous Culture in a Modern World 
Jay Hope 
 
 Myself I don't have spiritual practices that were once ingrained in the community. I don't practice the 
smudges. I don't practice the sweats or the practice of going into the hills and being by yourself for 
understanding more about yourself, I don't have those. That was part of the loss of identity as I 
understand it. So, part of what I like to do is to see that people pick up these practices and they pick 
them up honourably. I don't appreciate it when they pick up these practices and don't walk the walk 
behind them, it becomes very challenging for me to accept. I love it when these people pick up these 
practices and live them. And live them to the fullest extent, with the principles that stand behind them. 
And quite often I guess where I myself make those decisions too. Perhaps I'm not in the position where 
I can commit to a spiritual practice and whatever it takes to maintain that spiritual practice. There are 
still weaknesses that I have is a person internally and that I deal with, that I know I can't make a full 
commitment to. I am not as strong as other people are in spiritual practice. 
 
I think I'd like to see specifically for Yale. I haven't been connected with Spuzzum for probably 20 years 
now.  I still have a great connection to Yale because Yale is my family. The Hopes are from Yale, very 
large family. I guess what I'd like to see is a movement towards rebuilding bonds. Bonds that have been 
severed by colonialism and colonial attitudes and colonial structures. Colonial discourse in general. I'd 
like to see the Yale people really reclaim those connections and work towards reaching out to one 
another and to family friends in the community and to say let's rebuild ourselves. That's really do this 
in a humble way as well. Being humble is part of being able to reach out to somebody and rebuild 
connections. To start to understand where you come from and start to understand your own identity. 
To really understand who you are as the First Nations people and who you are as a community that 
has been ingrained in colonialism for so long. 
 
Growing up In Yale 
Catherine Hope 
 

 
 
Hello, my name is Catherine hope, I grew up in Yale, went to school public school in Yale and high 
school in Hope. I was born in Lytton in 1948. 



 

 
I think of my mom as being a busy lady as well as my grandmother, those two ladies were my peers. 
My mother was a hard worker raising a family, and her name was Elsie Charlie. She never married. I 
had brothers and sisters. I think there was 10 of us. Or maybe nine. I can't remember. 
 
She did a lot for survival I guess you call it. Making sure that us kids had enough food all the time. 
She did a lot of fishing in the river. Wind drying when the season was in. Canning Salmon- all season 
canning. Vegetables and fruits. In between times she would pack her pack sack and go into the 
mountains and look for cedar roots. She would come home and start splitting them and preparing 
them for when she has to work in the winter time when there is not much to do but to keep the house 
warm and sit down and do cedar basket work. She worked hard at that to get all the materials 
together. That is not only cedar roots but there are trimmings, there is white trimmings for design and 
then there is cherry bark for design. The cherry bark is red when it's all cleaned up but then there is 
some that you have to die black. She had a way to dye them to make them black. She had three 
different colours in her basket's white red and black. The cedar roots were like white almost white. 
Nice clean cedar roots were nice and light coloured. 
 
None of us followed in her path. I wished that I learned but she made us go to school and learn the 
school in public school. She didn't think it was important for us to learn that part. She found it more 
important for us to read and write. My mom didn't know how to read she just knew how to write her 
name to sign papers or whatever. 
 
Each time she wanted to know something she would get one of us to read out letters or important 
papers even though we were young we would have to read to her. 
 
We had a garden in the summertime, we worked hard at that. We didn't have running water like we 
do now. We didn't have that. When we had our garden it was a flat part of the property where we 
lived. And we had buckets and we would go down to the river to water the garden. It was a little bit of 
a ways to go to the river, so that was like back and forth and back and forth. 
 
On the season was berry season, my mom would go out with her basket, her berry basket, and pick 
berries. She would take that home and can it because we all learned altogether how to can. We 
would can berries and vegetables. We would can fish. Then once when there was root season she 
would pick roots. There is a season for root picking to. Picking the bark, the cherry bark, the white 
trim for the tall grass, I think the tall grasses in May. As soon as the sap is running other things would 
come in like the cherry bark and the cedar root. They would all combine together, the seasons come 
very close together. 
 
Later on in the years when my daughter was working with the Sto:lo nation my youngest daughter 
she learned how to pick cedar bark. She later on showed me how they did it the cedar park pulling. 
But I never carried on, I learned how it was done. The cedar roots were in most of our lives. My mom 
would pick them and she would go out and take her lunch with her she would be gone most of the 
day, she would take off early in the morning and come back in the late afternoon and the cedar roots 
were very, very, long. They'd be dragging behind her. 
 
Some were thin, some were thick. Later on, when she was showing us how to pick cedar roots she 
would show us the best ones to get. The best ones are the round ones smaller ones were good for 
the inside of the basket and some are good for the outside of the baskets. Or the winding around. 
 
She had ways of getting her basket work all prepared together. She would dye the red cedar for each 
part with the red cherry bark. 



 

 
I remember when my grandmother spoke Thompson most of the time. I knew the language before I 
went to school which would be the age of five. I knew the language then. When I started going to 
school my mom told me never to speak that language at school. I had to start speaking English. I had 
to learn how to speak English. I remember going to town coming into Hope with my grandmother. We 
never had a car or nothing we would have to catch the Greyhound bus, and coming to town and 
grocery shop. I would come into town with my grandmother, we would go shopping in the grocery 
store, she would be talking to me in Thompson and she would send me to get items from the shelf 
and tell me what she wanted and I would go get it then we would go pay for it. And I would tell her 
how much it was in the Thompson language, how much she had to put out for the groceries that we 
bought. People always thought it was so cool that I knew that.. I wish.. I wish I would have 
remembered. There are a few words that pop out once in a while but notenough to make sentences 
or make a story. I wish that I could've kept that language going for myself. But my mom told me we 
couldn't speak it no more we would get into a lot of trouble in school. That's what she learned when 
she went to residential school. “When I went to school in Mission, we sure got into a lot of trouble 
when we talked our language so I don't want you to be talking this language”. Her experience that she 
had.. she didn't want us to have. 
 
When they were fed, when the older elders would bring salt fish for the children and the people there 
didn't know how to make salt fish and how to prepare it for them for the children,  
 
She said they had oatmeal and they put the salt fish in the oatmeal for the children which is straight 
salt. When you have saltfish you have to soak it over night to get the salt taste out of it before you 
cook it. Or when you boil it. But the people there at the school they didn't know how to do it so they 
just dumped into the oatmeal. She said it was so awful to get that meal, they made them eat it. That 
was one of the treatments that she had. They would see the priest and the nuns getting all the good 
food and they weren't getting’ any thing. That was really sad to hear. 
 
 
Sometimes it was racism, when I got to high school I know that one time the kids were playing around 
and they decided let's have fun with the kids here. Well okay, we’re to do this dance. It's a Scottish 
dance and everybody can do a Scottish dance. Somebody or somebody else can do a French dance 
so they were making up dances and they told us, me and my friend who is also a First Nations friend, 
they told us to do a powwow dance. But we didn't know how, as kids we weren’t taught how to 
powwow dance. They laughed at us and we told them we don't know how. 
 
At Fish Camp- my mom brought us to fish camp and we would wind dry and can, but she would be so 
busy that she didn't have her mom, my grandmother, pardon me, her brother and sometimes my 
brother was there but he was the one who had to go check the nets with my uncle. I was the 
babysitter because I was the oldest, I had to look after my younger sisters and brothers. And we were 
not allowed near the dry-rack because too many kids running around she would say. And she was too 
busy to look after us so it was my job to take care of the kids. It was good. Fish camp is fun but to see 
my mom working really hard all the time to get the wind dried up for winter was hard. I guess it was 
like being a parent. My brothers and sister still look up to me. Because I'm the oldest, we can talk 
together but they always ask me certain things. But it's up to you, not just me, but I am still the oldest. 
 
I was very young when I was married. I was telling myself I was too young when I got married. I had a 
good husband he took a really good care of me. He was much older. Richard Hope was his name. I 
had three children; two daughters and a son and I had an adopted son. When I was raising my family 
I told them that they had to go to school and finish school and go out and finish college or university 
and become somebody and have a good job. They all listened to me except my adopted son who 



 

finished school and then he passed away last year. He was just living in Yale when he passed away 
and he had a mother down on Vancouver Island but my other 3 children got real good jobs. My 
youngest daughter works in the LFA fisheries in Sumas. She works there with them. LFA I think it's 
called where she works. My oldest daughter works in Shxwow’hamel, which is not too far down the 
road. Just got that job and I don't know what that title is yet. She's kind of a researcher too. And my 
son is a consultant for many reserves he had a job at Seabird but he left Seabird and started working 
on his own after, his name is Jay Hope. 
 
I'm very proud of my children. I've made them go to school, you just can't go to school you got to be 
somebody, you gotta be, you'd keep going to school and keep learning people learn all the time right 
to the last day of their lives. I just love it when they do something really good for the communities, for 
the people. Working for the people they are all working for the people, and the nation. It makes me 
really proud of them. I'm really proud of my children. 
 
To show my mother's work we sat down and thought well let's go out and get some cedar root to 
show people. So the first workshop we did we got cedar roots and showed how to split them. The 
next time we went out we took people out and all these people that we talked with, they’re from the 
big universities all over the states and Canada they all were from the big universities, they wanted to 
learn about basket work. So, then we thought we’ll will take them up to the mountains and show how 
to dig the cedar roots. We went out and we all realized what hard work it was. We got a few and 
brought them back to the new Yale Museum where we sat around in the yard and we cleaned cedar 
roots and we split them. We showed them how to split. This is just the first phase we would tell them 
to get this done, then we have to get other things but we showed them because we had all of our 
other stuff on the table, the red cherry bark and the white trim plus the cedar roots. They were 
impressed and they said well now we have a better understanding about basket making and the 
better respect for the basket maker. It's a lot of work. A lot of hard work. 
 
Yes, I'm moving back home to Yale. I've been wanting to move home for a while they have a new 
building unit that was built. They offered me one of the units and I said yes. So, I'm moving in to one 
of the units in Yale. It's like coming back home. I'm so anxious and happy to be back with my people.  
 
Yale in the next five years. I'm not really into politics either. I think that if we had gatherings, even if its 
small or large. Being involved with cooking for the funerals, I'm always involved because one of my 
jobs is catering.  
 
 
I remember when my mom said why she came home from residential school. It was because her 
sister Catherine who I'm named after, was really sick at residential school. She didn't know what to do 
because she was taking care of her and it seemed like she wasn't getting care taken at residential 
school.  It seems that to me that's what was happening; my mom's relatives would come to visit her 
there at the school. She went and told somebody, that relative, told them go to my mom and dad and 
tell them Catherine is sick. So those people went home and they stopped and told my grandfather 
and grandmother their daughter was sick at the school. So they got on the train, back in them days 
they got onto the train, and went to Mission to go get my mom her sister Catherine and took them 
home. When they got home, the doctor went to see Catherine and they told my grandparents and my 
mother that Catherine had double pneumonia. There was in them days, there was no cure for double 
pneumonia or pneumonia because there was no penicillin or whatever. That's what she died, of 
double pneumonia. It was after that they weren't allowed to go back to school. So, then my mom got a 
job. People at Alexander Lodge, they wanted some workers so they got my mother and my mom's 
other sisters to work at Alexander Lodge and that's how my mother learned how to cook. Restaurant 
food or whatever back then it wasn't called restaurant food. Alexandra Deer Lodge was a busy place. 



 

The people there were very nice to her and taught her how to cook. In the evening times they taught 
her how to knit and crochet and do what she called tacking which was making lace. That's how my 
mom learned all those things. And gave us these things when we grew up, she made all her clothes 
on a sewing machine and she knitted us hats and mitts and socks. Those are the things that really I'd 
cherish , of her telling me how sad it was that she didn't go to school but we were happy, she was 
happy that somebody taught her how to do knitting and crocheting and cooking and everything that 
she became famous for. She became famous for her baking of her bread and all the cooking she did 
for us. I think that because now I can cook myself, I feel like I'm just like her now. I learned how to 
cook by just being able to read she didn't learn by reading but by somebody teaching her. I learned by 
reading because I went to school. 
 
My mother's sister she went missing in 1962, I guess she was living with this man I don't know what 
happened with her…. she was supposed to come home and she never came home and my mom was 
waiting for her, so after a few days she, my mom, went to Hope to look for her and different places 
and went to the man's house and he said, I've never seen her for a few days. I don’t know where she 
is. When mom came home they started inquiring all over the place where she might be and they 
never did find her. I just don't know what happened. Her name is Emma Dixon. 
 
She was my mom's sister and she was older than my mom. My mom was the youngest I think, in the 
family. 
 
The only male figures that I had in my life was my grandfather and my uncle. My uncle passed away 
when I was about eight years old, he went down into the stage to pick peaches in peach season to 
follow the growing season for work and he passed away in Yakima. My mom had to go find 
somebody to help get him and bring him home. I just remember that she had to go get him. And she 
had to get somebody with a vehicle or a truck or something to bring my uncle home. After he passed 
away my grandfather passed away right after that and there was no other male that I looked up to. 
 
My mother was always happy to hear of us learning things at school, and she always participated in 
PTA Parent Teachers Association. She always participated in that because she was a good cook and 
made good pies and bread they always were happy, these people were always happy to see her 
doing for the PTA all these things that she was really good at. And that's how she got respected in the 
town of Yale because of her cooking and her crafts and the knitting and stuff and people really loved 
her and her works. 
 
What we called it was, away freight, they stopped at every little community the train did, they would 
stop at the communities to deliver orders that were ordered in the community, that's how we got 
around, when we lived in Spuzzum, we got onto the train we went to Hope. We would go shopping 
and we would get back onto the train to go back to Spuzzum. Later on when we were going berry 
picking up the Coquihalla. We had to get on the train, go to Hope, get another train, and get on the 
Kettle Valley train and would go to the Kettle Valley to pick huckleberries. We would be there for 3 to 
4 days and my mom would pick huckleberries and have all her baskets, her berry baskets filled up 
and bring them home and we would can them and we would have them for pies. The train was a 
good way to get around. I think we had a pass, it didn't cost us because my grandfather worked on 
the railroad and we used the pass, it was a family pass, I don't remember how it was paid but I'm 
thinking that it was a family pass. I remember a box car was for big items, big boxes. There was a 
place in one car which just had seats in it. There wasn't very many people on the train where you sit 
down, but I know they stopped at every community, it was probably also a mail run also.  
 
To me it seemed like the white community and the native community got along quite well. Not all the 
time, but pretty well got along with the Post Office people and the people that ran the bus lines and 



 

the train. There was one gas station that had a first aid station and first aid person there. And if any of 
us kids got sick or hurt or anything I remember running up to the gas station to get the first aid person 
to look at us to see if we had to go to the hospital or not. But then if we were sick or hurt enough she 
would drive us to the doctors in Hope. The roads were asphalt back then if I can recall but I 
remember when I was a like five maybe six the road used to go right by our house and we would 
catch the Greyhound right outside our door and get on it right outside our door. 
 
 

The Early Days in Yale 
Walter and Sophie Kassian 
 

 
 

My name is Walter Kassian and I am Sophie Kassian and we moved here in 1962.  
Walter:  I spent 26 years on the hospital board, health board, and 40 years with the hospital. I was 
the District manager of the regional District as well. 
Sophie: I was at home farming. LOL. 
 
My son Michael went to the Yale School. When we first came here we still lived in a trailer in Yale. 
We join the PTA because that's what ran the whole town back then, was the PTA. The parent 
teachers Association. We would go to the meetings, when Michael started school. Then I went on as 
secretary of the PTA.  Elsie and all the Emery's and the Hopes, they would all come to the PTA back 
in that time. 
  
We had up to 87 kids in the in the school a three room school. And it was about 50-50. 50% white 
50% native. We were big families back then you know. All the families were big. The Hanes they had 
about 16 or 18 kids. Lawrence up in Spuzzum, he had about 10 to 13 kids. Elsie Charlie had seven or 
maybe it was five. It was quite a while ago so our numbers might be way out. We used to have our 
community hall the, we would rent it out to the school district and would have events for the school 
down there. But it got burned down. 
 
Sophie: The thing we have to say here is that the school when we had both the white and the native 
students came together under one roof and one set of teachers. And as far as I can recall they got 
along very well. From what I could see anyway, they got along well. Even till today my son when he 
comes home and he always goes home to visit the Hope family; his Fraser family; his Charlie family, 
he always touches down with them. Whether it's on the sands of the Fraser River where they’re 
fishing, or to have a glass of beer with one of the boys. The boys he'd gone to school with. 



 

 
The Trains 
 
When we came here they just started to use the diesel locomotives. Up and down the canyon here 
when Sophie and I were working off at Chillath we'd drive up here and you could see a burn on each 
side of the tracks every few miles. From the railway all the way to the top of the mountain sometimes. 
They never fought fires back then. With the steam engines in the hot boxes, there’d be burns 
everywhere. Once they put in the diesels a few years later they also started fighting fires and it all 
became green again. There was 5 to 6 trains a day coming through here with freights and some 
passenger trains. They always had a mail car on it on the back end. And they would just put the ring 
out the door off the caboose and Mitch Hodge he would just hook it with a hook so you could get your 
mail. You could phone in from here to Woodward's and you could get your groceries that evening, or 
even the next day, all the way from Vancouver. LOL. You could order from Eaton's Manitoba and it 
would be dropped off here for you to pick up, it could be a washing machine or whatever you needed. 
 
 We only had a few phones in town but Mitch the railway telegrapher, he'd come up and tell Sophie 
you better come down and grab a bicycle. So-and-so's grandpa sent a bike and you better pick it up. 
That's the way it was. We had wonderful service. 
 
There is a rail siding in Yale that was only a quarter to half-mile in length. They went to mile-long 
trains after a few years when we first moved here so they move the siding down where the trains 
could go in and stop. They took the siding out in Yale, and another reason we would complain is 
because of the kids living on the other side of the tracks, the natives. The trains would be parked 
there and they would have to crawl through the trains to go to school in the morning and go home at 
night. 
  
The CPR railroad didn't own the right of way in Yale until 1991. The government gave the railroad 
siding to Yale in the 1880s, but they didn't survey it out. The CPR just laid tracks down at Douglas 
Street, right in the middle, and they ran that way for almost 100 years. The district couldn't give out 
access because we didn't know who had the right away. So, they transferred the right-of-way to the 
CPR and that made it even worse. Finally, I got the manager of the CPR to go to Calgary and Harry 
Lally the Minister of Highways signed it over for a dollar, the right-of-way. It's 100 feet wide, the 
railway coming through Yale now. That's all of Douglas Street. It is owned by the railway now. For a 
dollar they signed it back over to the BC government. We have all our water and Hydro lines in there. 
When we put the new water system in here back 35, 40 years ago, we used to have old wooden 
lines, 6-inch wooden lines running down to the tower for the trains. The trains all needed water for the 
steam engines. When they didn't need water with the new diesels, they sold the waterworks to Gus 
Milliken. He in turn sold it to Bob Brown, known Lloyd Brown. Lloyd ran it for a few years and it was 
getting beyond him by this time we had formed a ratepayers association. So, we bought the 
waterworks off of Lloyd and we gave it over to the regional district. So, they could put in a new 
system. 
We don't have a sewage system here we just have water, hydro and septic tanks. What the regional 
district has done, each lot you have to have two separate septic tanks in case one fails, you have to 
use the other. That comes under the British health act. Most of the lots in Yale are 7200 ft.². 
 
The kind of people that live here: 
 
I think it has a lot to do with the people that lived here until they reached old age and passed on; 
people that came here that worked for a number of years and moved. It seemed every time we had 
people moving in they were soft. I think what they found here in Yale was how to get along. When 
they got here the school was one where parents knew each other when it came to raising a few 



 

dollars by making cookies and that we all got together. I think we still do. I still think the majority of us 
oldsters that are left still have that connection with the natives. It's good. It's very good that it is that 
way. We would not want to live in a community that did not get along. That would be terrible. 
 
There was a church on the reserve which was in Yale a little church. It still standing there it's very old 
it was the Catholic Church. We had the Anglican church here in Yale. And I don't recall any other 
church. There was a girl school here that was the All-Hallows school right below our house, it was an 
all girl’s school. A contractor for the railway built a big home down there, a big mansion, and he left it 
by donated it to the church and the church Anglican Church made a school out of it for a girl school.  
A finishing school. It was for people who had some money that could send their daughters to play the 
piano and all that. They used to come in from Seattle and from Barkersville, and in from everywhere. 
The families used to be the Who's Who of British Columbia. Right next door they had a native girls 
school. They were segregated. They had a white side and a native side.  
 
Sophie: I attended school my very first school was in Manitoba with the Métis. That's where I went to 
school. I was the only girl white girl, and the rest were Métis. 
 
Walter: In Kimberly I went to school with 600 kids. In the elementary school there wasn't one native. 
Not one. They were all down at St. Mary's residential school. The Catholic priests they had contracts 
with the federal government to look after the natives. 
 
Sophie:  
You can't build a nation with one kind of people. In order to have a strong and vital nation you need 
everybody's mind you can find. And make it one. 
 
Walter: It works both ways. When Dennis put the water system in on these grants up nickel mine 
Road there, well the band got together and hooked onto it. So now when they put the trailer park in or 
whatever, they'll have water. For whatever they want to do. But also to have fire protection, and it 
being covered by insurance. 
 
It was just crazy back in the day you couldn't find people to work when we came here. We moved in a 
trailer across from Barry's trading post, and we had standard general that was doing Yale Tunnel jobs 
for four or 5 miles. We were doing Alexander Lodge tunnel there and Hells gate was being done by 
Kiewit's- three contractors were here. You would come down at quitting time. I'd get the timesheets of 
the foreman at the pub there. And you couldn't get a seat in the pub. There were seats in there for 
about 200 and you couldn't get a seat. 
 
When we came here to Yale the natives were just at that time allowed to vote. And to drink. In 1960. 
We were here in ‘62 and there was an election in 1963, and there wasn't one native on the voters list. 
They were allowed to vote for about two or three years back then and Sophie my wife did the 
knocking on the doors at the reserve and we made sure that they got on the list. What we did was we 
joined the NDP and got Hartley. There was a couple of strong guys and the Teamsters they worked 
up the canyon and got the bartender at Boston Bar to sign up all the natives. So, we went from here 
all the way down to Hope and signed up the ones here. And from here to Boston Bar we got a bunch 
to sign up here and in Laidlaw. That's the first time that we saw the native go to the polls in our area. 
When we first voted at the first election when we were in Yale there wasn't one native on the voters 
list. And they were already allowed to vote for the last three years. The cards for registration were at 
the post office on the left side of the wicket but you could pick up a card and register but nobody knew 
what the heck these registration forms were for.  
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Our Stories 

Aboriginal people have a long tradition of story-telling.  Stories are memorized for re-telling again and 
again for generations, changing and adapting as times change. Usually stories have a life lesson or a 
moral. Sometimes stories explain the origins of traditions or special places and landmarks. Even today, 
new stories are always being created and shared.  Nowadays, stories are shared over the phone, in 
the car or at the dinner table. In the homes on Yale First Nation, new stories and lessons learned often 
blend seamlessly with old teachings.  Some stories record and recount historic events, some are tall 
tales told for entertainment and effect, other stories are told to remember special times or people, and 
some stories are told to teach about tradition and culture. Here, we present a collection of stories told 
by our friends and members, some are new stories and other tales and legends are centuries old.   

Mom’s Medicine  
by Margaret Peters 
 
Mom, she learned about medicines when she was growing up. I think a lot of the old people had to 
because where we were located was such a distance from any hospital or doctor. We had a cellar, and 
for whatever reason my dad was burning something in the cellar, and we were playing.  I didn't realize 
that the coals underneath were still on fire. I went running into the cellar. I went running into the cellar 
and I didn't feel the sensation of being burnt until I was halfway across the floor. I had no choice but to 
keep running and climb out of it. What happen as soon as I got out my feet especially my right foot 
began to puff up with a big blister.  Needless to say, I was crying and stuff like that! Oh! My mom boiled 
some bread put it in hot water. She busted the injury open that I had and put the bread on my foot and 
that bread was really hot and she wrapped it. What happened is it sucked out all the pus and poison 
so that the next day it was an absolutely dry and clean. That's what she did. 
 
You know what our parents used to give us rather than ex-lax or to clean out your system? She knew 
to do this when we had canker sores on our mouths. She knew our system needed to be cleaned out. 
Her and dad would go pick barberry bark off of a fir tree I believe. But they would boil it and it looked 
really ugly, like, really horrible and it tasted horrible too. It was boiled. And we drank it like that. What it 
did it would clean out our system. 

You gotta remember when we were growing up there was our house in Ruby Creek, up the gravel road 
it was another home. Ruby Creek was nothing like Ruby Creek is today. With a lot of neighbours. Some 
of the neighbours who lived across the bridge- there always was friendliness amongst everybody. My 
mom went on memory of how her mom and dad tended to her injuries. 

Healing Peggy with Frog Leaves  
Barbara Peters 
 
We didn't know about traditional medicines even until we got older.  When my sister was really sick, 
when she was young, she had sores all over her body like boils. I remember my mom got some frog 
leaves (Common name: Plantain) and she boiled it and then she got some white bread and she put it 
in the sauce that she made from the frog leaves and she put it on Peg's skin and wrapped it up in 
gauze. I don't know how long later that Peg was in bed, but it got her better. It didn't leave one scar on 
her. So that was the only time I remember mom taking medicine from the back yard and curing Peggy. 
I guess Peggy would've died. The doctors couldn't do anything for her, her legs were so swollen she 
couldn't walk. She couldn't eat, her mouth had sores, all over her mouth, she was a mess. There were 
huge pearls all over her arms and her legs everywhere and mom boiled that frog leaf in a big pot and 
then she wrapped it up on Peg and Peg totally got better and she never got sick after that. It's amazing. 



 

I wish my mom could have shared stories like that to me, I regret that I didn't pay attention. Back then, 
we just wanted to go play outside as we didn't care about medicine or anything. But now I really regret 
it, because I know mom had a lot of information to share with us. But it's lost now. 
 
Carol Peters what a wonderful woman, she's knows a lot about medicine. She is a grandmother of one 
of my great nieces. When my great niece who is now 12 going on 18. Trying to get into mischief already. 
So, Carol grabs a hold of my mother and does medicines with her to ground her. And Carol will send 
the medicines home with her and give it to me and they were awesome. I use it for my hands and for 
my elbow. On my elbow I have a bunch of warts that are nasty. They hurt. I started rubbing that medicine 
on there and on the other elbow it was getting really bad for my arthritis and I started rubbing the 
medicine on it and now this lump is almost gone and these warts, other elbow are almost gone. I lost 
my medicine now, I have to call Carol to send me some more down. It really works. I was so amazed. 
She's just wonderful.  Me and my daughter have been talking about learning more about medicines for 
the last five years. But we haven’t even gone to pick anything yet. I gotta push a little bit I guess. I 
believe in the medicines. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                           
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Legend of Frozen Lake 
Catherine Hope 
 
I remember when we had to hike up to Frozen Lake, it’d take us about four hours. It is straight up 
from the bottom, you have to go up one hump and another hump to get to the lake, when you’re little, 
it's long. It was fun. Yes, we would travel up mostly our family. My mother's sisters and my 
grandfather and my uncle would all travel together. We would meet other people up there from other 
places. I don't remember them though I just remember us being there. There are stories about the 
lake. Legends if you want to call it that. One of them I remember…. when you go there if you swim in 
the lake if you're a newcomer, if you go swimming in the lake, it'll get foggy and it'll start raining. My 
mom didn't want us to swim in the lake until we were already there for a couple of years. The lake 
was so small. I think I went swimming once and it never rained. We were there, we camped there, so 
we could swim.  We had one person that came there and he was not First Nation, we told him he can 
eat, but you can't go swimming there and he wouldn't listen to us, and he went swimming in the lake 
and guess what happened?  We had a thunderstorm that night and it rained hard and we get soaked 
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in so we had a sit in our tents because he went swimming in the lake. We were so mad at him, he 
had a go swim in the lake. That was one of the legends I heard that I remember, and I really believe 
that it really truly happened. 
 
Another elder was talking about how this girl got lost in the mountains and she couldn't find her way 
and she got lost she was only a little girl she had a basket on her back and she was wandering 
around in the mountains and she started to grow up and her basket grew on her back she had an 
Indian name I don't remember what the Indian name is. But she was always calling out to her mom’s 
Indian name. Sometimes you could hear her calling out her mother's name it was a Thompson name. 
And it sounded kinda spooky. I never heard it myself but still hear them once in a while, you just don't 
know what the name was. So, I remember this little girl got lost in her whole life she was just calling 
out to her mother or her grandmother's name. 
 
Also, this one story , it's actually happened. I was maybe eight years old my brother was older and we 
went to Frozen Lake with my mom and all of us kids. We got finished picking, filled her baskets up 
and she said let's go home. So, we packed our stuff. I had my little pack and she had her basket and 
two baskets plus mine. She said to my brother I'm going to leave a basket here for you to take home. 
My brother took off with his friend, they went exploring somewhere, so we went home. We got home 
about 4 clock in the afternoon. My mom had her basket and put her berries away. My brother came 
home and he didn't have the basket. She asked him where is my Berry basket? You were supposed 
to take it home. No, I didn't see it, I didn't see it. Oh, she got so angry with him. The next morning, she 
got up really early just at daybreak and she went back to Frozen Lake to look for her basket. She got 
to the place and our things were scattered all over the place all over the ground. The basket was 
laying there all empty. She picked up the things that was around and she looked at the basket and 
there were claw marks in the basket. It was laying there all empty she picked up the stuff and she 
looked at her basket and saw claw marks from a bear that had ripped it off the tree where she had it 
hanging. And the bear must've had a really good feast of berries. And she got so angry at my brother 
and she had to go back up and pick more berries, she was so angry. He never lived that one down. 
 
 
 
Ghosts at the Graveyard 
Sadie McPhee 
 
One of the stories that we heard quite a lot was there was a graveyard not too far up the tracks from 
where we were, and at nighttime you could hear things. We would hear babies crying and sometimes 
we would hear a woman crying. It was more like when Bobby and Herman were older they also had 
experiences like that, it was pretty scary for us. We always had a fire going and we made sure that it 
was always going as we were afraid. The graveyard was by the Memorial. I can remember hearing 
those cries. And you know there's nobody around there. You're way out there across a river. I guess I 
was between 10 and 12 years old when those things happened. 
 
I can't remember all the stories that were told. Where we fished it belonged to our grandfather Chief 
Johnny O’Hamel. I don't know all our families, but it was all connected to him like Bobby and Herman. 
I haven't fished up there since I was young, but I know others that go up that way still. They still go up 
there yet, now they have boats, and that's how they check their nets. It's a lot different now. Now they 
even go across the river, they do. Where we were, there wasn't too many people over there. Mainly 
just with us and the Victors. 
 
 
 



 

Mary’s Jars 
Valerie O’Connell 
 

 
 
My name is Valerie O'Connal. When I was a teenager, I'm talking about in the 70's. My mother Mary 
Sutherland O'Connal was heavily involved with the elders group from Kouklitsa. They had a fish camp 
at Yale that we called the elders fish camp. I remember one year in particular when they were down 
there, my younger brother and I were there. We went down there with my mom to give them a hand. 
When we arrived some of the other elders hadn't informed mom that the Department of fisheries and 
oceans had told them that they could no longer take fish whole out of the camp. And everyone was up 
in arms about it. How are we supposed to take the fish out of here? I didn't understand.  
 
They told my mom and they told us that we could only take them out in jars. So, my mom immediately 
turned around and said to me, “I need you to go home. I need you to go back to Chilliwack and I need 
you to pick these jars up in my garage, they’re in my garage, you can't miss them. Go get them”.  So, I 
went driving all the way back to her house in Sardis thinking I'm going to get some canning jars and 
when I arrived at her house I went into the garage and went exactly where she told me and I started 
laughing. 
 
I thought okay, so I loaded up all these jars and brought them back to the fish camp and drove down to 
the spot and opened up the trunk and all the elders saw what she had asked me to go get, and they all 
started to laugh. What they were, were these really huge, huge jars and everybody said, I don't get it. 
They want them in jars, my mom said, they will have them in jars.  
 
She took the heads and the tails off the fish and she managed to fit one whole fish, one whole salmon 
inside one huge jar. So, once we had loaded all these jars up with the salmon we put them in the back 
of the truck, and they covered it with a tarp and drove up to the DFO officers. 
 
The DFO officers were waiting at the gate, if you will, stopped the vehicle and had to take a look 
underneath the tarp to see what they had. I just remember them pulling back the tarp and there was 
silence. The only thing that came to mind looking at one of the DFO officer's face was, well played, well 
played. He put the tarp back and we drove away.  
 



 

I remembered this story for the longest time. My mother's friends and Josephine Kelly and Sweetie 
Malaway and others laugh about this time and time again. Whenever we brought up the issue at the 
fish camp we can't forget Mary's Jars. 
 
 
The Kids Catch a Sturgeon for Dinner 
by Margaret Peters 
 
I think one of my favourite stories when I was a kid when we were younger, my sisters and I, we were 
swimming in the creek at the CPR Bridge, and we trapped a sturgeon. It was trying to get out to get 
back into the river, I would imagine that's what it was doing. We trapped it and we kept diving for it and 
diving for it and we caught it and we brought it home to mom and she was really surprised. We caught 
it by hand and brought it home for supper. 
 
My mom and dad did a lot of fishing, at that time fishing was a lot different than it is now with all the 
commercial fishing. The nets went out on Thursdays and came out on Sunday, my parents would bring 
us down there sometimes and we would spend the night out on the river. We would spend it on the 
beach and the stars would be out and everything would be just right. A lot of fishing. We caught up with 
that, when we would be down there because kids don't know fear. They don't know they're just going 
up, we used to swim in the river and swam right out there and my parents never seemed to panic over 
that period we’d swim out and we swam back, dive and go down the river, it was great. 
 
It's changed so much now. The big difference is competition. I see competition. There used to be an 
abundance of fish when I was growing up. To me when the commercial fishing agreements came there 
were more fishermen out on the river then there used to be. A lot of storing of the food that didn't happen 
anymore it seemed to get sold, and I think that the commercial fishing is why we are now where we are 
at. We are at where we are now because of it. 
 
A Late Night Encounter with Sasquatch 
Vivian Williams 
 

 
 
Hi, my name is Vivian Williams.  When I was a young mother, I lived in Yale with my grandmother. We 
stayed at her sister’s. She would move there during the fishing season. At the time I had my nine-
month-old son and there had been too much drinking going on. It was around three in the morning and 
I left to go to my sister's house.  
 



 

I was in my nightgown and I put my baby in the buggy and I began walking around the mountain in 
Yale, along the railroad track. I heard the ground shake and I could hear something that sounded like 
a bull. I could see puffs of smoke coming and I just stood there. It was on the tracks and it was huge. It 
was running so fast and I thought I would be in its path. It was straight ahead of me and I saw smoke 
coming out of his nose. It was grunting. His hair was flowing. He's going to come straight and run all 
over me, I thought. 
 
He was huge, I could see his hair flowing on his arms as he ran. He was running super fast and I 
thought we're done for. But he stayed on the tracks. The tracks went on an angle and we’re standing 
right in front of it. He just ran right past us and you could feel the ground. I looked at my son and I said, 
did I really see that? I could see him and hear him going all the way down the train track. I could hear 
his grunting. I told my children this- I said that must have been a Sasquatch that I saw. Because he 
was huge. His nose looked funny. He had long hair and he was just huge! 
 
The Coyote, the Bear and the Skunk 
Vivian Williams 
 
I would tell stories to the elementary school students to teach them Halq'emeylem. I would tell them 
words that they would remember so the language would be a part of their lives. I would make puppets 
with sticks and tell them stories. Sk'ek'iyáp is for coyote. Spá:th is for bear and Stepek is for skunk. This 
is how I taught the names of the animals in Halq'emeylem. 
 
I used to tell my children about the story of The Coyote, The Bear, and The Skunk. There is  path and 
the coyote, Sk’ek’iyáp, is coming one way, and Spá:th, the bear is coming another way. They both want 
each other to move. The bear, Spá:th says, this is my path, get off my path, this is my road. Coyote, 
Sk’ek’iyáp, says no, this is my road I walk on it every day, you get off my road. And they argue back 
and forth, on and on, fighting over whose road it is.  
 
Neither of them wanted to back down. Then Stepek, the skunk comes along in the middle of the path; 
comes up from the grass. He says this is my road and Spá:th is laughing- you're so small, I can swat 
you away just with a push from my paw! Sk’ek’iyáp says I, can push you with my nose and you'd be off 
the path. Stepek, the skunk lifts up his tail and sprays them and they both take off running. Then the 
skunk says, this is my road. 
 
The Bear and The Ant 
Vivian Williams 
 
There was an ant and his name was Xá:ysem and a bear, his name was Spá:th. The bear and the ant 
are fighting about the darkness and the light. One of them, Spá:th likes the night and the ant likes the 
day. They challenged each other, who will command the day and who will command the night. The ant 
always wanted it to remain daylight and the bear always wanted it to remain dark as night. 
 
Their challenge was to sing and to have a dance off. Slaat is dark and Swáyel is day. they would make 
up a song, The ant Xá:ysem would sing, I like the day, I like today, I always want it to be light today. 
The bear Xá:ysem would sing, I like the dark the wonderful dark I always want it to be dark like the 
night. 
 
The bear being heavy was getting tired and the ant took his belt and tightened it a notch trying to dance 
faster, but they both got tired of singing and dancing and realized they couldn't beat the other. They 
compromised and decided that half would be day and half would be night. 
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http://www.firstvoices.com/en/Halqemeylem/word/9434cc90fc41b2d9/ant
http://www.firstvoices.com/en/Halqemeylem/word/30c12a5dccab2926/Black+Bear
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The Origin of Mount Cheam, Dog Mountain and Bridal Falls 
Vivian Williams 
 
This next story is one that my grandmother told me, and she would tell it in Halq'emeylem and she 
would change it every once in a while but the body of the story stayed the same. After the story she 
would always ask what the moral of the story was. I would guess, and she would say any moral that 
you get is okay. When she would tell a story, I would see it in my mind. It was always a fun time for me 
because it was not always at bedtime story. If we were in her garden or if we were baking a pie or 
anything, she would tell me this story. She could make it as long as she wanted or as short as she 
wanted. I can't say the whole thing in Halq'emeylem but I did write it down. If I had in front of me I could 
read it in our language.  
 
This is our family. This is how our family started. 
 
There was a beautiful woman and she had copper skin and long dark hair. Her name was Khaykluklee. 
Her parents arranged a marriage and her husband came from far away, down past the valleys. He 
came and took her from far away and took her from her land and she had a hard time.  
 
She was young and she was having a difficult time with her new surroundings. She noticed that the air 
smelled like salt and she had to get used to the food that tasted salty. She was used to having her 
salmon over a fire, now she had to get used to things differently, like eating out of the shell. Things that 
tasted salty.  
 
She needed to get used to the new fruit that was round and crispy and crunchy, instead of her soft 
sweet strawberries and berries from home. Everything was a challenge for her to get used to. In time 
she got used to it. 
 
She had three boys and three daughters. One day a messenger came to her. The messenger was a 
blackbird and it said to her, you need to get home, your mother needs you. So, she told her husband 
that she needed to go home to Cheam. Her mother needs her. Her husband told her, take one of our 
sons and take all the daughters. She told him no, you need your sons, I'll take my daughters.  
 
(My grandmother would ask me, how did she get home, if she lived so far away? Normally it would take 
many days to get home. The big question was how did she get home? There were no cars back then, 
as this was the time of the beginnings of my family. It is up to your imagination now to how she got 
home).  
 
She took her three daughters home. One daughter was tiny and one was almost full grown. When she 
got to Cheam, her home, it was too late as her mother had passed. All the family was in mourning. 
They couldn't deal with the pain. All her brothers and her sisters and her family were there. The village 
was in mourning. Her mother was a special woman. 
 
She effectively took care of everybody. She fed everyone, she cooked for everyone, she had to make 
sure everybody ate. They weren't feeding themselves because everybody was grieving and in deep 
mourning. She was sad and she was crying, but she had to put her tears away and take care of 
everyone else. She thought of everyone else before herself.  
 
Then she said to herself that she doesn't want her daughters to ever mourn her passing. She doesn't 
want her daughters to ever cry as much as she was for her mother. She thought it was a bad thing that 
her mother was gone. 



 

 
Her three sons came for her and they said to come home at once. She told them I can't go home yet, 
my people need me. I have to take care of my people. She said go tell your dad that I can't leave right 
now, I have to take care of my people. 
 
She would go to the river every morning and pray to the creator saying, I don't want my daughters to 
ever mourn for me. I don't want anyone to cry for me as much as they are hurting for my mother. I don't 
want to die. I want to live forever. I want to live forever so nobody has to cry for me. 
 
She would ask every morning, every day when the sun came up. She would plead to the Creator, 
please don't let me die. Let me live forever, so I can be here for my people. I don't want my daughters 
to ever cry for me. Please Creator, let me live forever. 
 
So many mornings she said the same prayer. The Creator looked down on her and he said to her, I will 
grant you your wish. You meet me here by the river and I will grant you your wish. You have to leave 
your daughters at home and you need to come alone. So, she was anxious to have this gift to live 
forever. The next morning she left her daughters and she went to the river. 
 
She walked and walked and found the place where she would meet the Creator. Then her daughters 
ran and caught up to her. She held one daughter in her arm and the other daughter stood beside her. 
She even noticed that her family dog came along. What am I going to do? she said, this important 
meeting with the Creator is about to begin.  
 
The creator said to her, your prayer will be answered at the first sunrise, which is about to come. She 
didn't know what to do, if she should try to run back and bring her children and dog back it would be 
too late. She stood there before the Creator and she began to grow and grow and grow. 
 
She turned into a mountain and her daughters were beside her as she became Mount Cheam and her 
dog behind her became Dog Mountain, as well her daughter that was standing with her and the one 
she was holding. As they were changing, one started to cry and her tears became Bridal Falls. 
 
My grandmother asked, so what do you think the moral of the story is? Many times, I had different 
answers as she would always tell that story differently. One time she said, I don't know, I would say, 
listen to the Creator? Don't leave your kids at home? Grandma would ask what do you think she's 
thinking now that she's a mountain? You always have to be mindful what you wish for, because now 
she won't die. She's there as the mountain and she will always be there to protect her people. My 
grandmother always said you should always show her respect. That's what I get from it.  It's a teaching 
to have respect for the mountain. Not to mistreat her, she was a woman once. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Our Recipes 

 
 
Cooking Wild Chanterelle Mushrooms 
 
Chanterelles are really wet. You can’t batter them because they will go soggy and the breading falls 
off.  Cooking them in a dry pan slowly allows all the juices out but keeps all the flavor. After a few 
minutes of slow dry frying, the juices should be all gone, that’s when you add some butter and garlic 
and salt and pepper and then continue to fry until the mushrooms are golden and crispy. You can use 
them in a cream soup or in stew or omelettes. They are really tasty just served on buttered toast  
 
 
Baked Citrus Sockeye 
Serves 4-6 

Ingredients 

1 5-6 pound fresh sockeye salmon 
1 large orange, thinly sliced 
2 lemons, thinly sliced 
2 limes, thinly sliced 
1 stick of butter, cut into slices 
Salt and pepper 
1/4 cup white wine 
 
Cooking Instructions 
 
To prep the fish, working from the belly, filet along both sides of the backbone from the fish's head 
down to the tail. Sever the backbone right behind the fish's head and lift it free from the body. This 
should allow the fish to butterfly open like a book. 
  
Preheat your oven to 350o. Place the salmon skin side down on a baking sheet. Sprinkle liberally with 
salt and pepper, Drop the dots of butter evenly over the fish so that they cover much of the surface as 
they melt. 
 
Thinly slice the oranges, lemons and limes and layer the slices evenly over the fish, mixing the 
different fruits as you go. Dribble the white wine over the surface of the fish. Slide the pan into the 
center of the oven. Bake about an hour or until the flesh is easily flaked with a fork. 
There’s another variation where you use pineapple and lemon, it’s really good!  
Serve with garlic bread and buttery rice.  
 

 
Wildberry Cobbler 
 
Ingredients 
 
Berry layer 
2 c. blackberries 
2 c. saskatoons 
2 c. huckleberries 
3/4 c. plus 2 Tbsp. Sugar 



 
2 tbsp. cornstarch 
1 tbsp. lemon juice 
1 tsp. lemon zest 
Salt 
 
Biscuit layer 
1 1/4 c. all-purpose flour 
2 tsp. baking powder 
1 tsp. lemon zest 
1/2 tsp. salt 
1 Stick cold butter, cut into cubes 
2/3 c. heavy cream, plus more for brushing 
DIRECTIONS 
Preheat oven to 375º. 
In a large bowl, toss all berries with 3/4 cup sugar, cornstarch, lemon juice, and lemon zest. Season with a 
pinch of salt. 
In another large bowl make biscuit mixture, whisk together flour, baking powder, lemon zest and salt. Add 
butter and break down into pea-sized pieces with your fingers or two forks. Gradually stir in the heavy cream 
and mix until a dough forms. 
Pour the berry mixture into your baking dish. Using a large spoon or an ice cream scoop, drop dough over fruit. 
Brush with cream and sprinkle with remaining 2 tablespoons sugar. 
Bake until the fruit is bubbling and the biscuits are golden brown, 47 to 50 minutes. Serve with ice cream or 
whipped cream.  
 

 

Raspberry Rhubarb Turnovers 
 
Ingredients 

• 1 cup rhubarb, cubed 
• 1/2 cup raspberries  
• 1/4 cup orange juice 
• 2 Tbsp sugar 
• 2 cups flour + more for rolling 
• 1/4 tsp salt 
• 2/3 cup cold butter + more for topping 

 
Optional glaze 

          



 

 

• 1 cup powdered sugar 
• 1/2 Tbsp melted butter 
• 2-3 tsp frozen raspberry juice  

Instructions 
 
Filling 

• Preheat oven to 375 o, line a baking sheet with parchment paper. 

• Place rhubarb, raspberries, sugar, and orange juice in a small saucepan over low-medium 
heat. Cover and cook for 10 minutes, stirring occasionally. Set it aside to cool. 

Pastry 
 

• In a large bowl, mix flour and salt, then cut in butter until well combined. 

• Drizzle ice cold water over the mixture in 1 tablespoon at a time until it forms a dough. Form a 
ball, if it’s too sticky add a bit more flour.  

• Use a floured rolling pin to roll dough into a large rectangle.  

• Cut into 12 equal sized rounds and carefully transfer to a baking sheet.  

• Place about 1 tbsp of the fruit filling onto 6 of the rounds, leaving a 1/4 inch border to seal the 
edges.  

• Brush a small amount of water around the edges and fold the round in half. Pinch the edges 
together. 

• Poke a few holes in the top of each pop tart, brush with a bit of melted butter, sprinkle with 
sugar (optional), and bake for 20-25 minutes or until golden brown. 

 
 
Fire Baked Spring Salmon 
Talon Coghill 
 
I would like to dedicate this recipe to my grandfather who passed his knowledge on to me and still 
passes me more to this day. 
 

1. Catch a Spring, whether there is a fishery or not. 
2. Get a sturdy branch or thin tree and a chopped block of cedar 
3. Clean the Spring 
4. Split the tree almost in half but one end is sturdy and connected 
5. Use strips of cedar similar to kindling to support the Spring 
6. Roast on fire until cooked 
7. Let the children eat first. 

 
I would like to add more details, but part of our tradition is to be shown how to do something and not 
read a recipe and understand tradition. Go to an elder and ask them how to clean a salmon, how to 
pick the right branch, how to make a fire, how to place it by the fire so that it cooks correctly. There 
are countless details I could add to make this recipe better, but you can’t get the same experience 
than to be out with an elder and be talked to and shown how to do it.  
 



 

 
Fire Baked Salmon 
 

Harvesting and Cooking Stinging Nettles 

 
Stinging Nettles 
 
Nettles are only available for a brief period in the spring when the shoots are young and tender. Old 
nettles are tough and woody so pick lots in early spring and enjoy this treat while you can.  People 
often consider nettles a horrible invasive weed in the garden since even the lightest touch will cause 
your skin to sting and itch, but what most people don't know is that nettles are a wonderful delicacy. 

Remember to use tongs or wear gloves while handling raw nettles. Once cooked the plant can no 
longer sting your skin.  

Nettle Soup 
Elsie Kipp- dedicated to my mother, Jane Hope 
 
1 lb. fresh nettles 
1/2 lb. russet potatoes, cubed 
2 leek, white part only 



 

3 1/4 tsp butter 
1 3/4 cup water 
1/3 cup cream 

To make the soup: 
 
In a small frying pan on medium heat, melt the butter and add the leaks, allow them to sweat until 
soft. Add cubed potato and water and cook until potatoes are tender. Add cream. Add salt and pepper 
to taste. Set aside. 

Blanch the raw nettles in salted water (leaf and thin stems only) until tender. Chop with a sharp knife, 
into bite sized pieces,  

Combine potato soup and chopped nettles. Re-heat slowly on medium. Season with salt and pepper. 
If it’s too thick, add water or cream, serve hot with biscuits or bannock.  

Nettles with Fish 
Margaret Peters-Dedicated to my sister Vivian 
 
Using gloves, pick young nettle shoots. Don’t handle with bare hands until after they have been 
cooked! Pick through the nettles and remove any woody stems. Rinse in cold water to remove dirt or 
insects. Bring salted water to a boil and plunge in the nettles, boil for 3-4 minutes until wilted. Drain 
and stir in butter and fresh garlic, serve with fish dinner.  

Fish Head Soup 
Ken Hansen 
 
One of my best memories is eating fish head soup with my mother and my Aunties. I dedicate this 
recipe to the matriarchs in my family.   

Pot with enough water to just cover the ingredients brought up to a slow rolling boil for 40-45 min.  
You add the eggs in for the last 10-15 min to ensure that the eggs do not get broken up or lose their 
crispness.  

1. Ensure all the slime is scrapped off the fish and all cuts are made with a clean knife, no slime 

on any part is key 

2. Filet the fish and keep the sides for eating, use all the other parts of the fish for soup left after 

the filet 

3. Cut the gills out of the head and split the head in half from the nose down the center of the 

eyes, leave a bit of neck meat on the back of the head 

4. Cut all the fins and tail off the fish, leave out the fin near the butt hole 

5. Cut the back bone into a few sections to fit in the pot 

6. Cut the collar and belly meat off and use this as well 

7. Ensure that the eggs are clean and intact 

Grandma always got first choice on the heads, then my Mom and Auntie Jane. If there were any 
heads or eggs left, then I could have some. It all depended on how many fish were available for the 
soup.  

 



 

 
Salmon Loaf 
Catherine  Hope 
 
I get asked a lot to do salmon loaf which is made out of canned salmon and of course I make a lot of 
baked fish. Sometimes it's casseroles, large casseroles or stews, one of the biggest ones that people 
raved about is salmon loaf: 
 
It came from an old book that my mom gave me the recipe is in there it's just  
canned salmon  
breadcrumbs,  
eggs,  
little bit of salt-and-pepper  
parsley and  
melted margarine.  
Maybe a little bit of onion.  
 
Mix it all together, put in a pan and it’s baked for depending on how big the loaf is. might take a half 
hour sometimes it takes an hour depending on the pan size.  
 
You put up to 350o and you cook it.  
 
I also make canned salmon cakes too. The first time I made a salmon cake for my grandson he was 
only about six or seven, he’s 10 now. I went over to Sally's house and was babysitting him and I make 
some salmon patties and I made it all together. I put it on the table, he looks at it and he said what is 
this. It’s salmon patties, it's good!  I can not eat this. Really, what would you like to have! He just 
wanted plain canned fish and rice. Haha. Why doesn’t he know that salmon is one of the best foods 
you can eat. 

 

 

 
 



 

 

Salmon Patties 

How to make salmon patties: 
• This recipe starts with 2 cans of salmon. 
• Mix canned salmon with 2 eggs  
• Add 2 cups bread crumbs, ( crumbled crackers work great too!)   
• 5 green onions, sliced thin  
• ½ cup grated parmesan 
• 1 lemon, juiced 
• 5 tblsp oil 

 
form patties by hand and set aside, make them about 1 inch thick and three inches across, too 
big won’t cook properly, to small will be dry.  
 
Heat oil or lard in a frying pan, when the oil is really hot put patties in gently, cook until firm 5-
10 minutes, flip and cook until golden brown. Serve with rice and salad.  

 
 
Fresh Deer Liver- 3 ways 
 
Option #1- Fried: Start with a fresh deer liver, rinse it twice in cold water and then soak it 
overnight in salt water. This will remove blood and prevent that metallic, copper taste. 
 
Cut it into slices no thicker than a ½ inch. 
 
Fry in butter just until slightly pink still, remove from heat and let it sit a few minutes to finish 
cooking. If you over cook it, it will be tough and dry.  Salt and pepper to taste, serve with fried 
onions.  
 
Option #2- Breaded: just before putting it in the pan, dry each slice really well with a paper 
towel and roll in egg and then flour that has been seasoned with salt, pepper, smoked paprika 
and garlic powder. Lay gently in the pan and allow to fry until golden brown, just a few 
minutes. 
 
Option #3- Cream Sauce with Mushrooms: prepare liver as describe in option #1, just before 
the liver is finished cooking remove from the pan and set aside. In same pan, add ½ cup of 
fresh mushrooms sliced and ½ cup diced onions, fry until onions are translucent, add ½ cup of 
cream and 1/2 can mushroom soup. Add liver back to the pan and sauce and serve over rice.  
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Our Medicines 

 
Willow Bark tea 
 
Used for pain relief. 
 

  
 
Willow (Salix alba) is very easy to identify, who doesn’t recognize a weeping willow?  It is one of the most 
well-known ingredients for herbal medicines.  It has many of the same benefits and side effects as 
aspirin.  This means if you are allergic to aspirin, you will want to use extreme caution and consult your 
doctor before trying willow bark as an herbal remedy. 
 
Strip the bark from the young willow branches in the spring just before the sap begins to run, when the 
branches are rich with their new spring colour.  This is the easiest time to separate the bark from the 
branch.  If you have harvested the 1-year old willow rods for basketry, you can simply start at the base of 
the cut edge and peel it upwards toward the tip. The bark will peel off in strips.  You can recognize Salix 
alba varieties by their brightly coloured bark in early spring- usually yellow, orange, or red.  Weeping 
willow trees and corkscrew willow are both varieties of Salix alba. 
 
Once the strips of bark are harvested, allow to dry at room temperature in a dry, airy spot, stirring 
frequently until it is fully dry before placing in a jar and storing in a cool, dry place. 
 
Make three to four cups of tea by simmering 1 to 2 teaspoons of dried bark in 8 ounces of boiling water for 
15 minutes.  
 
 
Bug Bite Salve (itch remedy) 

 



 

   
Jewelweed.                                                 Common Plantain (Frog Leaves)  
  
Ingredients 

 
1 handful Jewelweed Plant, (mom called it wild snapdragons) 
1handful frog leaves (wild common Plantain)  
Witch Hazel, enough to cover herbs  
Lavender Essential Oil, 5 drops per cup of liquid  

 
Tools 
 
Blender and Strainer 

 
Instructions 
 
1. Put your herbs in a blender 
2. Pour enough witch hazel to cover herbs 
3. Blend until everything is well pulverized 
4. Pour herb mixture into a jar and let it sit for one week 
5. Strain the herbs into a glass jar 
6. Add lavender essential oil, stir, and label 

 
Use this for bug bites, bee stings, eczema, poison ivy and other skin rashes. 
 
Women’s Health Tea 

• High in many nutrients including calcium, iron, magnesium, and vitamin C. 
• Strengthens the womb 
• Regulates moon cycles 
• Eases morning sickness (check with your doctor before using if you’re expecting)  
• Reduces cramps 
• Helps with mood swings 

Add 2-3 teaspoons of loose wild-harvested or organic red raspberry leaf to a cup of steaming water 

Let steep at least 10-20 minutes. You can also make this into a delicious iced tea.  

 
Pineapple Weed Tea, (wild chamomile) 

https://pronounceskincare.com/product/certified-organic-witch-hazel-bark/=/catalog/home-goods/kitchen#product-1042
http://pronounceskincare.com/product/certified-organic-red-raspberry-leaf/


 

 
Relaxing, anti-inflammatory hot drink, use chilled as a refreshing ice tea, or apply to skin for sunburn 
and to soothe hot tired feet 

 
 
Pick just the little ”pineapple” flowerheads and brew in hot water for 10 minutes, add honey to 
sweeten.  You can air dry the flower heads and store for future use.  
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