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Fears and Barriers
How do we feel about cancer?

What worries us?
What would we like to know more about?

Sources of Support
Where do we turn for strength?

Who is there for us?
How can we support each other?

Healing Images
How do we heal?

What do our culture and
tradition teach us about healing?

Finding Strength
Together

Land, Nature 
& Medicines

Creating
& Sharing

Impacts of
Cancer &
Treatment

Spirituality
& Ceremony
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My Mom is staring up at something in the sky or trees.  It 
looks like she’s speaking to the Creator, connecting to another 
world.  She always looked up when she prayed, not down, and 
that’s the old way that the Ojibway used to pray.

The tree to 
me represents 
healing among the 
Anishinaabe. My 
Dad, he’d always say, 
“Healing begins at the 
root, because if you 
don’t take care of the 
root, illness carries on 
through the rest of the 
tree.” If we don’t tend 
to our spiritual roots 
of our illness, you keep 
the same pattern, the 
same hurt.

The earliest crocuses of the 
year would pop up from soil that 
must have been partially frozen 
since there were piles of snow a 
few inches away. We know them 
as fragile and delicate and yet 
they can stand the cold. 

When the church really went strong, 
the traditional medicines and the 
traditional healing and spirituality of 
our people really went underground…
When I was sick, I combined the two, 
and I prayed like that. I changed “Our 
Father” to “Our Creator” and I just 
prayed through my heart. 

I call this my Eagle at Rest. And 
this is me, new and improved after 
going through all that. I have the 
creativity now. I feel really connected 
to who I am again.

My beadwork, that’s my 
daily life. As long as I have 
my beads, and my needles, 
then I’m good.

The support here is time consuming, 
but I think it’s important. It’s a life or 
death situation, because without my 
family support I don’t know where I’d be.

The handkerchief became 
my best friend. I wore it 
everywhere and every time I 
put it on, I think it gave me 
more and more strength.

Everything is very expensive 
and then to have two kids and then 
you ’re always gone. It’s pretty 
tough, but I’m doing it. Can’t say it 
can’t be done because I’m doing it. 

Just before I went in for radiation, 
they allowed my son to take a picture. 
I wanted to show other women, 
maybe prepare them for what they 
had to go through. Because for me, 
the unknown was scary. 

Being hopeful

Journaling about cancer

Kenora sharing session

Beaded moccasins to celebrate  
20 years cancer free

Gathering devil’s club

Elders meeting to talk about health

Relay for Life - family  
and friends running together

Peace in the garden

Keeping a plant healthy for 40 years

Journey to the spirit world

A family smokehouse

An Iroquois Wampum Belt  
- a reminder to give thanks

First time I told everybody 
“I am a survivor”

Cancer care systems can be complicated


