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  This book is dedicated to the survivors,

  and to the children who died


  Under a regime where murder is officially sanctioned, there can

  be no regret and no apology.

  Simon Wiesenthal


  Foreword

  
    The whites told only one side. Told it to please themselves.

    Told much that is not true. Only his best deeds, only the worse deeds of the Indians, has the white man told.

    Yellow Wolf, Nez Perce, 1856–1935

    The facts affirmed in this book will seem strange to students grounded in traditional lore. Some persons may find it incredible that the righteous, god-fearing folk who were their ancestors could have engaged in such practices as are here described, especially the pervasive calculated deception of the official records ... Persons and groups reaching for illicit power customarily assume attitudes of great moral rectitude to divert attention from the abandonment of their own moral standards of behavior.

    Frederick Turner, Beyond Geography

  

  My mother tried her best to take the ‘savage’ out of me, mainly because of the extreme prejudice that her father had suffered. So at six years old I was sent to Sunday school. I hated it! After several months of attending, we were being read, as I remember it, from one of the books of Kings. In the story God sweeps down upon some city that he is unhappy with and smites the entire citizenry: men, women, and children. It immediately dawns on me that God is not as good or as fair as my own earthly father, so why did He deserve my obedience and worship? That was the last day that I attended Sunday school. However, it left a lasting impression on me.

  I was so influenced by my grandfather that I knew that even a chief had no power over any individual’s decision. It was always, for instance, a warrior’s choice to go to war. If a warrior believed that a war was not justified, he simply chose not to partake in it. This may not have been true of all tribes, particularly in the Northwest, but it was from my grandfather’s Nanticoke and Lakota heritage.

  As my education and reading progressed it became evident that White (a culture, not a race) Civilization existed on the sorrow and pain of those who were not White or Civilized. It was clear that colonial powers wanted only one thing from those whose lands they invaded, not ‘discovered’: their resources, whether they were human bodies or land or gold, or in more modern times oil and metals. The story was always the same: ‘We are bringing you a better way of life; we are bringing you salvation through Jesus; we are bringing you law and government.’ No matter the gift, it is always an agenda of power and more resources for the Great White Father (the secular God) and physical and cultural genocide for the indigenous peoples living there.

  The words of Commissioner of Indian Affairs, Francis Walker, say it all; he wrote in 1872:

  
    ‘There is no question of national dignity … involved in the treatment of savages by a civilized power.’

  

  Later, he said that he and his people could reduce ‘the wild beasts to the condition of the supplicants of charity’ by the use of reservations, or ghettos in other places. This was true whether the scene was North America, South America, Africa, or any other place the White Man ‘discovered’.

  The Christians had the backing of God and Scripture in their justification of the taking of Indian land and lives, witness two favorites of the Puritans:

  
    Ask of me, and I shall give thee the heathen for thine inheritance, and the uttermost parts of the earth for thy possession.

    (Psalm 2:8, Authorized Version)

  

  And

  
    ‘Whosoever therefore resisteth the power, resisteth the ordinance of God: and they that resist shall receive to themselves damnation’

    (Romans 13:2, AV).

  

  In short, the Civilized White Man believed, and still does, that he has the right to the land, the resources, and the lives of those who are not White, Christian, or Civilized. And often the children are a main target, for, as General Sherman said, ‘Nits become lice.’ As the Tsististas (Cheyenne) Roxanne Dunbar Ortiz put it in 1938, ‘Genocide is a colonial policy, not an accident.’

  This is only background to the subject at hand: the residential schools in Canada. Not surprisingly, the torture and death that these schools brought to the children of Indian tribes have long been common in the United States and were even written about early in the twentieth century by Chief Luther Standing Bear and others. Standing Bear talks of the same mortality rate at the Carlisle Indian School in Carlisle, Pennsylvania as Kevin Annett speaks of in Canada – 50%.

  In the mid-1990s Reverend Kevin Annett accepted a position in Port Alberni on Vancouver Island at St Andrew’s, a parish consisting mostly of the old guard of that town. Kevin’s trouble began with an innocent enough question, ‘Why are there not any Indians in our congregation?’ It was the wrong question to ask and began his ‘downfall’ or rather his becoming a warrior in the truest sense of the word.

  This is the story of one man who loses all, is reduced to poverty, and whose very name is revulsion to others. This man locks horns with the two greatest civilized instruments of power – the state and the church and, behind them, willing to do their bidding like a Nazi elite guard, stand the Royal Canadian Mounted Police and a coterie of thugs. This man takes on the most dangerous of all tasks: fighting the organized power of church and state.

  We have seen what happens to people like that, from Socrates, to Jesus, to Bruno, to Martin Luther King Jr. The odds of winning are slim to almost nothing. So, here we have a man who seeks both justice and the truth, whose life is constantly at stake, for doing what a human being is supposed to do: help the helpless, speak the truth, and seek what is fair and noble.

  Among these great individuals, and Kevin Annett is among them, he is no less than a hero.

  What Kevin discovers and documents as having gone on at the Canadian residential schools for Indian children are not only crimes, for ‘crime’ is a legal word of the state and many ‘crimes’ are permitted to exist, such as refusing to kill innocent people and children in warfare. There are abuses that go far deeper even than ‘crimes against humanity’. These are crimes against our very soul, against what it is to be a human being, against all that has been held sacred by humankind for a million years. Beyond crime, it is psychopathology at its worst.

  When I was about eight years old my grandfather said to me, ‘Kurt, there is all the difference in the world between a civilized person and a human being.’ And in conversation, Fools Crow, the last of the Oglala Lakota ceremonial chiefs, and the greatest medicine man of the twentieth century, said, ‘The White Man is a mutant.’ It is the word that I have come to use to distinguish between civilized man and natural, tribal man and prehistoric man.

  The mutants of greed, gluttony, power, self-centeredness, and empty souls are in charge here, not Jesus, not Gandhi, not the human genome, not our human history before civilization or among the uncivilized, for the most part. So, what Kevin Annett reports is not just the story of the churches, the state, the educational system, but the story of civilized man, of us!

  One example is germane to the topic of Kevin’s book – the genocide, and its subsequent hiding, of thousands of Native Americans at the hands of the churches and the state: the two quintessential powers for the past 2,000 years. Remember, these are children, children who have nails driven through their tongues for speaking their own language.

  These mutant-type activities and beliefs raise children in opposition to their genetic make-up, to their genome. All of this is abuse and the proof is in the pudding – a society of self-centered people, massive numbers suffering from depression and persistent anxiety, fear, the constant drugging of the individual with TV, amusement, sex, and the consumption of objects, a hatred of the Other, be it Nature or people. What is important is that the things mentioned are not merely self-destructive, they are parent-destructive; they destroy the natural and genetic programs we all have to be good, life-enhancing parents.

  Civilized man perhaps more than in any other way displays his ‘mutancy’ and wayward development from the genetic and former cultural structures of the human being, thus rendering himself pathological. The residential schools are just one of many examples of this.

  The following statements were made by those who lived with their counterparts and, non-civilized themselves, were Real Human Beings:

  
    If you do bad things your children will follow you and do the same. If you want to raise good children be decent yourself.

    (In-The-Middle, Mescalero Apache)

    Good acts done for the love of children become stories good for the ears of people from other bands; they become as coveted things.

    (Social tradition, Assiniboine)

    We do not want riches, but we want to train our children right … We want peace and love.

    ( Red Cloud, Oglala Lakota )

  

  The following is from Chief Luther Standing Bear’s account of his childhood:

  
    As the Lakota child developed, it had the constant companionship of an elder; if not father or mother, then aunt, uncle or one of the numerous cousins of the band. Children were always welcome charges of all who were older. Every child not only belonged to a certain family, but also belonged to the band, and no matter where it strayed when it was able to walk, it was at home, for everyone in the band claimed relationship.

    In manner, gentleness was my mother’s outstanding characteristic. Never did she, nor any of my caretakers, ever speak crossly to me or scold me for failures or shortcomings. For an elder person in the Lakota tribe to strike or punish a young person was an intolerable brutality. Such an ugly thing as force with anger back of it was unknown to me, for it was never exhibited in my presence.

  

  True Indian education was based on the development of individual qualities and recognition of rights. Native education was not a class education but one that strengthened and encouraged the individual to grow. So if today I had a young mind to direct, to start on the journey of life, and I was faced with the duty of choosing between the natural way of my forefathers and that of the White Man’s present way of civilization, I would unhesitatingly set that child’s feet in the path of my forefathers. I would raise him or her to be an Indian!

  The mutant was not a mutant prior to his/her birth. He/she was made one because its culture and its parents refused to love it, no matter how well they think they tried. Here is the wisdom of the great twentieth-century anthropologist Ashley Montagu:

  
    The newborn by its evolutionary genetic structure expects to be held and touched the moment she is born. This need to have skin to skin contact with her mother is so important the first three or more years of life, and even through adulthood, that those who are deprived of it very often cannot fully give or love as an adult ... They find it hard to give the very thing that they were deprived of: affectionate touch and selfless love. They may succeed very well in the world, but they will seldom if ever experience deep joy ... They consider a good relationship one in which they have fun and does not demand or expect affection or the expression of tender emotions.

  

  When we leave this Earth only two things will remain: our love and our abuse, and both will flow through to the coming generations either for better or for worse. So far it has been for worse. Perhaps the mothers of the world can improve on our history.

  
    Kurt Kaltreider PhD

  

  Kurt Kaltreider is of Nanticoke/Lakota and German/English descent. He graduated from Gettysburg College and holds an MA and PhD in philosophy and clinical psychology from the University of Tennessee. He has written two books on native culture and has devoted his life to the protection and support of the ways of his ancestors. He lives in Ashland, Oregon.


  Prologue

  When Churchyards Yawn

  The years have hidden most of their features now, covering the truth with blackberry brambles, towering maples or elms, and often hurriedly piled soil. But like the shell holes of forgotten wars, the mass graves that dot our landscape tell those who will learn, about what really happened in the cold and deadly halls of the Indian residential schools.

  
    Children were buried in these places. Many children.

  

  Tuberculosis-ridden, or beaten featureless, their little bodies were dumped in these places in the pit of night. The youngest victims were newborn babies, born of rape at the hands of men who wore crosses and spoke of God. Sometimes, fearing the evidence of their crime, they burned their children in the school furnaces. Some of them undoubtedly said a prayer when they did so. Other children looked on, or held the furnace door open, and speak today of what they saw.

  Maisie Shaw. Elaine Dick. Maggie Seward. Richard Thomas. Vicky Stewart. Albert Cardinal. Margaret Sepass. George Spuzzum. Denis Albert. Albert Hance. Joseph Jones. Francis Webster. Sandy Mitchell. John Charlie. Mitchell Joseph. Bernadette Thomas. Pauline Frank. Teddy McKay. Rose Johnson. Sherry Charlie. Richard Johnson. Vicky Stewart.

  And more than 50,000 other children.
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  October 11, 2009 – The Vatican

  The unnoticed man stands before the oldest imperial Edifice in the world, and removes soil and water from his pocket. He is dressed simply, in vestments and regalia acquired over time. He shuts his eyes for a moment, and then begins to speak of children who are no more; and of those who are responsible.

  Eventually, in front of the Edifice and in plain view of its security police and other Romans, the man will scatter the soil and its human remains and ask for the lies to vanish, and for something called ‘justice’. He sprinkles sacred water on the ground. And he compels a false spirit to be banished from this place.

  The man leaves, perhaps not entirely unnoticed now, for the next day, a tornado will rage through this place, the first one in decades; and in its wake, an official of the Edifice will ask to meet with him. Perhaps the dead will gain an audience now, too.
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  March 8, 1992 – Port Alberni, Canada

  When I first drove into the Alberni valley on a cold spring morning, I noticed that the land was deep in shadow. It seemed to droop, weighed down by something more than the sporadic torrents of rain and the gray fog that crept up the inlet running snake-like from the Pacific Ocean.

  Oddly, I felt an impulse to turn the car around and head back to the ferry to Vancouver. Over the valley, a spirit of genuine gloom seemed to hover, as palpable as flesh and bone.

  I was heading for a job interview, hopeful of being hired as an ordained minister in this coastal town of 17,000 people. At the center of Vancouver Island, it had been the epicenter of a missionary invasion by my people extending back in time for more than a century. Now it was a dying lumber mill town, chopping up ever fewer of the majestic cedar trees that had once covered Vancouver Island.

  Despite the decimation, the surrounding area was still nearly half populated by native Indians, and suffered from the highest poverty rate in the Province of British Columbia.

  My destination, St Andrew’s United Church in Port Alberni, was a dreary and sagging building on a tree-lined street in the north end of town. Nearby the church was the main road to the west coast, over which logging trucks bearing huge fallen grandfathers rumbled by every few minutes.

  I was met at the front door by Fred Bishop, a short, wiry little guy. His voice cracked slightly as he introduced himself as the chairman of the church’s Pastoral Relations Committee. He greeted me with a thin hard handful of knuckles.

  ‘They’re back here,’ he said, with a slight nod. He seemed to find it difficult to crack a smile.

  At the back of the church hall, ten polite faces greeted me from around a long wooden table as Fred ushered me into the room.

  After the formalities of greeting, Fred Bishop asked me to say something about my background and the details of my personal life. I did so, especially concerning my extremely pregnant wife Anne, and my three-year-old daughter Clare.

  My history, especially as a street worker in Toronto and on Vancouver’s skid row, seemed to impress them. That, and perhaps my candor and openness even more. Within a very few minutes, I could tell that they wanted me, and were ready to hire me.

  ‘We need new blood. There aren’t many of us left,’ commented an older woman, whose eyes and tired voice said it all. I’d seen the symptoms before.

  Within the following week, Fred notified me that I’d been unanimously offered the job as their minister. I readily accepted.

  I was by then thirty-six years old, and a happy husband and father – our second daughter Elinor made her appearance soon after the job interview, seemingly to cap my burst of good fortune. And so with my young family in tow, I settled in Port Alberni the following July. The somber, glowering weather I’d first encountered had given way to a typical bright west coast summer.

  At first, I didn’t take much notice of the native people in town. Most of them remained out of sight, or innocuous. I saw a few of them on the streets of the town during our first days there, but on my first Sunday in the pulpit at St Andrew’s, I noticed that there was not a single native person to be seen in my church.

  Instead, perhaps twenty aging white parishioners stared back at me expectantly on that first Sunday morning, looking to me, I supposed, to save their little flock, perhaps to restore what they thought their church should be.

  After the service, as people milled around the coffee table, and as I struggled amid the banter to remember all their names, I sensed a tense avoidance in many of them, as if beneath the pleasant demeanor they harbored some family secret that they didn’t want revealed.

  Some of that apparent secret spilled out as I chatted with Fred Bishop, my straight-faced board chairman. In addition to his position as major-domo of St Andrew’s, it seemed he was also a former mayor of the town and an executive with the local logging baron, MacMillan Bloedel. Fred’s family, I learned right away because he lost no time in telling me, had been among the first Europeans to settle in the Alberni valley.

  ‘They were pioneers here in the early 1860s, as a matter of fact,’ said Fred. ‘That was right about when a smallpox epidemic wiped out most of the Indians.’

  That observation may have carried a slight pregnant undertone, as if to suggest a hidden message. Fred, I was soon to learn, knew all of the local history. As well as the secrets.

  ‘Really,’ I responded, not sure what to say. I watched him sip his tea, looking at me over the rim of the cup. I breathed deeply and said,

  ‘Fred, I couldn’t help but notice that there were no Indians in church today.’

  Fred nearly choked on his tea. He coughed, clearing his throat, and set his cup down on the table.

  ‘They keep to themselves pretty much as a general rule. And we keep to ourselves.’ He glanced around the small gathering, then back to me. ‘Everybody likes it that way.’

  Noting his agitation, I didn’t pursue the subject, but Fred’s statement as well as his reaction haunted me all that first week.

  I didn’t know how to approach the aboriginal people, but as it turned out, it wasn’t necessary, for they came to me. Within a few days of Fred’s comment, I received a phone call from a man who introduced himself as Danny Gus. Danny was a retired native fisherman living west of town, on the Tseshaht Indian reservation, which was a stone’s throw from the former Alberni Indian Residential School. I knew that my church had run that school for over fifty years but I knew nothing about the place. He welcomed me and lost no time in requesting a house call.

  ‘I’d be glad to,’ I said. ‘What’s the occasion, if I can ask?’

  A chuckle at the other end of the line.

  ‘Me an’ Clothilda want to get married.’

  ‘That’s great,’ I said. ‘Congratulations.’

  ‘Yeah. Our grandkids are coming along, an’ we figure it’s about time after forty years I make a honest woman out of ’er.’

  We both laughed.

  ‘Say, Reveren’,’ he continued. ‘You suppose I need some marriage counselin’ first?’

  ‘Are you kidding?’ I said. ‘You guys could probably teach me something.’

  The next day I drove out to Danny’s place, and entered the reservation for the first time. He and Clothilda lived in a sagging and mossy shack a hundred feet from the former residential school grounds, which were now the location of the local tribal council office. Crouching above the dark Somass River, the old school ground that had swallowed up so many of Danny’s people was shadowed and dripping with rain when I first saw it. Danny and Clothilda met me at the door, both heavy set and tired-looking people. We sat down in a cluttered living room adorned with pictures of family and friends.

  With little ceremony, Clothilda brought mugs of tea to the table and then produced servings of chummis, which is salmon eggs in oil, and tastes as bad as it sounds. But I did the white liberal thing, pretending to like the stuff, and she kept loading me up with the greasy mixture.

  I learned my lesson that day.

  After a time, the conversation slackened, and Danny, sitting by the window, kept looking at the grounds of the former residential school.

  Ignorant of any of its history, I said quickly,

  ‘I’ve been wondering why there aren’t any native people in my church. I know a lot of you are connected to the United Church…’

  Danny turned and looked at me, and his eyes silenced me. He removed the pipe which he’d just lit from his mouth and stroked his temple with the stem. Then he shook his head, and looked out the window again. After a long moment of silence, he mumbled,

  ‘They killed my best friend in that residential school of theirs. Beat him to death one night because he was crying so much. And then they buried him in the hill out back. The church people know it, and they don’t want us in their church.’


  3

  August 27, 1996 – Vancouver, Canada

  The austere, late middle-aged man leans forward to speak into a microphone.

  ‘For the record, my name is Dr Jon Jessiman. I’ve been asked to preside as judicial officer in this formal hearing conducted by the British Columbia Conference of the United Church of Canada. It concerns Reverend Kevin Annett and Comox-Nanaimo Presbytery’s request that Reverend Annett’s name be placed on the church’s Discontinued Service List.

  ‘Seated with me are the members of the Hearing Panel: Reverend Mollie Williams, as chairperson; Reverend Eleanor O’Neill, secretary; Geoffrey H. Wilkins, and Iain Benson, appearing for the applicant; and finally a qualified court reporter.’

  He pauses, and adds,

  ‘May the record show that it is 9:00 am, August 28, 1996 and that this is the meeting room of St John’s United Church in Vancouver, British Columbia.

  ‘Let me emphasize that this is not a court of law, but it will be operated according to the internal rules of a United Church disciplinary hearing. The purpose of the hearing is to determine whether the BC Conference should accept the recommendation made by the Presbytery, that Reverend Kevin Annett be delisted as an ordained minister. The hearing will operate at all times under the rules of evidence and due process of the province of British Columbia.’ Dr Jessiman leans forward. ‘Is this clear, Mr Annett?’

  The accused leans forward slightly. He is seated in a wooden armchair facing the table and Panel. In his dark suit and clerical collar, he appears to be of medium height; above his rimless glasses he has a high broad forehead and long retreating hair that curls over his ears and neck in the manner of a young Ben Franklin. He responds with a clear voice.

  ‘I would like to ask of the Panel something I have been requesting for more than a year: the cause of my removal from my church by Presbytery, the charges against me, and the names of those who have accused me.

  ‘Also, I’d like to ask the Panel to define what the grounds are for the delisting of a United Church minister. All of this information is needed if I am to be allowed to prepare my defense.’

  He addresses Dr Jessiman, but it is Mollie Williams, as chairperson of the Panel, who appears agitated, and turns to huddle with Jessiman, speaking behind one raised hand. After a moment she nods and turns to face Kevin Annett.

  ‘Reverend Annett, there are no charges against you. This hearing is called in response to a recommendation by Comox-Nanaimo Presbytery that your name be removed from the Active Service List of Ministers. There are no stated criteria for delisting a minister. Those will be determined by the Panel at the end of this hearing.’

  Rather than shock, there is something akin to a sad familiarity in his eyes as he responds,

  ‘If there are no charges against me, and I can’t know what the criteria are by which you’re judging me, then how can I conduct any kind of defense?’The judicial officer, Jon Jessiman, replies that this request is out of order and not relevant to the proceedings.

  ‘May I ask,’ says Reverend Annett, ‘how a request for due process can be “out of order”?’

  There is no answer from Dr Jessiman. Instead, turning slightly to his left, he says,

  ‘Prior to proceeding with this case, the Panel should be aware of the facts of this case. Mr Benson?’

  Iain Benson, a small, angry-looking man, rises from his seat next to Dr Jessiman. Benson is a Catholic lawyer hired by the Presbytery to undertake Kevin Annett’s expulsion as a clergyman.

  ‘Mr Annett,’ Benson reads from a single sheet of paper, ‘is a forty-year-old minister of the United Church who graduated from Vancouver School of Theology in 1990 with the degree of Master of Divinity, and was ordained by the Church in May of that year. He had previously received a Bachelor’s degree in anthropology and a Master’s degree in political science from the same university. In 1992, he sought a vacant position at the St Andrew’s United pastoral charge in Port Alberni and was hired there in July of that year.

  ‘Mr Annett’s ministry came to an end at St Andrew’s in January 1995, some two and one half years after his arrival in Port Alberni, because he failed to maintain the peace and welfare of the church.’

  The only thing he left out, Kevin Annett says to himself, is my time in law school.

  ‘Mr Benson,’ says the chairperson, ‘would you call your first witness?’ Iain Benson moves to a position facing the long table. ‘As the first of four witnesses, I call Bob Stiven, who was the chairman of Comox-Nanaimo Presbytery at the time of Reverend Annett’s removal from his position at St Andrew’s Church in Port Alberni.’
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  1992–1993 – Port Alberni, Canada

  By all indicators, my family and I had moved to one of the worst places in the province.

  The year I arrived in Port Alberni, a survey by the provincial government revealed that the town had the worst rate of family violence and child poverty in British Columbia – although few of my parishioners wanted to talk about it. Every day, I observed that reality walking the streets of Port Alberni, and encountered it in the lives that began entering mine. Some of it even began to enter our comfortable little church, especially when I opened the doors and launched a food bank in our church basement.

  We called the effort ‘Loaves and Fishes’ after the name was suggested by a feisty native woman named Debbie Seward who had begun to frequent my church together with her family and friends.
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