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What happens when a Mother's biggest worry is that her son will bear the burden and blame of
a society who do not know how to Respect, or Honour Indigenous women?"Starblanket -A
Mother’s Gift to Her Son" is a collection of stories about Spiritual Awakening, Motherhood and
Healing.When family bonds are grown from traumatic events a child-of-trauma is born.
Starblanket follows the journey of an Indigenous woman facing herself as a child-of-trauma and
seeking identity, self-respect, and self-love. A single-mother, she struggles to raise her son alone
in one of the biggest cities in the world. Her small family faces ever-encroaching societal
pressures of Capitalism, Materialism, and Conformity which contradict the Indigenous values
she tries to instill."Starblanket" honours the Indigenous child and the family as ancient teachings
of love and understanding are slowly reclaimed. As the Morningstar guides us from darkness
into light, Starblanket guides readers to self awareness, one story at a time.
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AcknowledgementsI sought advice from three Elders before writing this book. I take a moment to
give thanks and gratitude to Troy Greene for his gift of vision; to Grandmother Pauline Shirt for
her support, love, and guidance; and to Joanne Dallaire for her strength of purpose and
direction.John Rice, your teachings permeate my spirit and can be heard throughout this work.
Chi-miigwetch. I am paraphrasing a passage from Shawn Wilson’s book “Research is
Ceremony” when I say that knowledge keepers lift each other up. We build upon the knowledge
others share with community. I do my best to lift up those who have taught me so much and



helped to make me a better person.I am deeply grateful for the experience of working at the
Dodem Kanonhsa’ (Clan Lodge). It was my honour and priviledge to work with the Elders. I am a
very different person thanks to your love and guidance. Your collective courage in bringing our
teachings back to the people is an inspiration. Chi-Miigwetch.I would like to acknowledge Viola
Stevenson, the artisans, staff and contributors to the Northern Star Worker’s Cooperative in
Winnipeg, Manitoba. Your work provided necessary inspiration for this book. Thank you for
sharing the teachings of the Star Blanket. MiigwetchChi-miigwetch to my editior: Marita Hollo.
My readers: Joyce MacIntyre, Billie Allan, and Rudolph Rÿser — I’m so grateful for your support
of my work. Chi-miigwetchPutting this book together was my first big collaborative effort. Chi-
Miigwetch to my production team: the book design turned out beautifully thanks to George Steel,
amazing cover art by Toronto Artist Joseph Sagaj, and promotional photography by Meaghan
Ogilvie.1You have all touched my heart. Chi-Miigwetch, G’zaagin.1. Commissioned artist of the
Toronto 2015 Panam/Parapan Am Games.

Opening Ceremony“It is said, that the Great Spirit gave stars power to watch over mortals on
earth and impart to them spiritual blessings, they stand between darkness (ignorance) and light
(knowledge).” Viola Stevenson, Northern Star Workers’ CooperativeThis passage reminds me of
a bridge. Any bridge must be built using a strong, stable foundation.In many ways, Indigenous
peoples have been sharing stories about healing for many years. Healing energy starts with the
foundation of self-awareness. With the following work, I attempt to build a bridge to awareness
by sharing my own story.I have three authors to thank for influencing the construction of this
book. Eduardo Duran for writing Healing the Soul Wound, where I learned the ancient healing
power of conversing with Spirit; Elizabeth Gilbert who wrote Eat, Pray, Love and shared her gift
of structure through numbers; and Shawn Wilson whose book Research is Ceremony:
Indigenous Research Methods continues to create a space for Indigenous writing styles.My
Writing styleI struggled with intended audience at first, but thanks to authors like Shawn Wilson
and Richard Wagamese who wrote for their children,2 I understood who this book was for — my
gwiss [son]. Many of my original pieces have you, the reader in mind. In other places I address
my gwiss or my ancestors and Spirit directly.With so many conversations going on, I thought it
would get confusing.After some deliberation, I have decided to leave the stories as they were
written on my blog except for some distinctions. The text where I converse with my ancestors
and Spirit will be written in italics; where I will address my gwiss by name, I will use another
font.The ConversationsThe stories contained here span fifteen years of my life. Many stories
were shared via my blog between the years of 2011 and 2013. During the editing process I
discovered other pieces written before my son was born and I decided to include them. Over
time, themes developed and it is with these themes in mind that I collected the pieces
together.There are four different sections arranged according to the journey of our Grandfather
Sun: Full Night, Dawn, Midday, and Dusk. That spark of life makes it possible for life to exist, and
for the stars to shine. A granddaughter needed the warmth and guidance of a Grandfather



during the editing process and those teachings eventually made their way into this book. I
included it because the teaching acts as a metaphor for my journey.These stories are the result
of many hours observing the world around me, and looking within myself. They are a collection
of stories describing how I perceive the world, and how I used that knowledge to learn more
about myself. I wrote this book in hopes, that others may share in my learning and we will
continue our journey together — as family. As points of a star, our story will continue to shine for
our children and grandchildren, guiding them through the darkness.N’Gwiss, with greatest love,
our story begins…A Starblanket teaching“…A symbol of the Morning Star; the Starblanket
heralds a new beginning — the dawning of a new day. Among the Great Plains People it was
understood that if you saw the Morning Star; the Creator had given you another day of life.” Viola
Stevenson, Northern Star Workers’ CooperativeI believe I was guided to the Starblanket
teaching. As I started to research the history and meaning of the Starblanket, I found
synchronicity, and guidance.I’ve based the structure of this book on an eight-pointed star. Each
point consists of one large diamond housing sixteen smaller diamonds each representing its
own tale. In total, there are one hundred and twenty-eight short stories. This is our star guiding
the way to awareness and our bridge between darkness and light.In the midst of searching for
the origins of the Starblanket teaching, I came across a website for Northern Star Worker’s
Cooperative based in Winnipeg. They’ve made Starblanket quilts and their work honours these
teachings. I quote the teachings shared on their website and have incorporated my own
understanding of honouring ceremonies.3My mother inspired this book.She was a beautiful,
strong Anishinawbekwe. Shortly before her death in 2010 she shared with me that she was
going to finish my blanket. I had known that she had kept my baby clothes. She’d mentioned
once when I was a child that she planned to make a blanket out of them one day.In 2008, she
was diagnosed with lung cancer. Our family was devastated. She’d had a cough for a long time
though it never seemed to go away. She thought it was a bad cold — it was not.The doctors gave
her five months to live. After the initial shock, our family rallied around her and she amazed us all
with her positivity and grace.She inspired us with her will to live.She endured a full round of
chemotherapy. Those five months came and went. A year and a half later as we all waited
breathlessly to hear the results of her fight — our father died.We learned the cancer was still
spreading, this time, to her brain and to her spine. My mother’s life-long love had passed away to
the spirit world and it seemed her light dimmed just a little as the cancer took over. She seemed
so tired those last six months. In her lifetime she had buried her husband, two of her sons,
grandchildren, and many of her friends. She prepared to make the journey home.During one of
my visits home she told me that my blanket was done. When she brought it out, I didn’t know
what to say. In stunned silence, I gently received her beautiful creation. Working with a group
called Tilley’s toilers, she had made many, many blankets in her day. Diligently, she sewed every
Tuesday at the Friendship Centre. I had a few of her blankets at home, but this one was different.
She had been planning this one for thirty-three years and it was the last one she would ever
make.Our relationship was beautiful, we were not always close, though we’d gotten to know one



another better after she left my father. She chose a new life for herself, one full of goodness and
self love. This blanket - a message of love for her youngest daughter, and one I’m sure she knew
I would need.I think she knew that I worried about losing my parents. She had been a motherless
teenager and she must have known how much a mother’s embrace is missed. A mother’s smell
and her touch are small reminders of her caring warmth. Now that warmth and loving embrace
are carried on in the blanket she so diligently sewed as her poor body fought for life.When I am
hurting most, when missing her and needing a chat I wrap myself in that blanket, I cry and I talk
to her. I keep it safely wrapped in a plastic protector. I can still smell her scent. Even though I
miss her, I know she is never more than a thought away. I understand how much she loved me.
How much she loved us all.It is through that love, the love of a mother that I sit and write these
words tonight, with tears in my eyes, and abundance in my heart. She wanted us all to know how
much we are loved. She wanted us all to share and to be together in that love.It was such an
honour to receive that blanket. In turn, I write this book to honour my gwiss for his teachings. I
want to let you know that you are never alone. You are so loved, every minute of every single day.
I weave this Starblanket for you all. Miigwetch, Ahow.On Self-awarenessListen.January 31,
2012Dearest Nokomissag [Grandmothers],I am here, at last to share your teachings with those
who wish to learn. Our story is a small patch of fabric that helps to make up the beautiful quilt of
our family.I like that idea — a quilt or blanket. Creativity inspired by the work and talents of my
mother and the creative format through which I will share my stories. A blanket weaved together
with words.First, we choose our fabric, the thread and the patterns. What sort of blanket? What
is my purpose in writing this book? In what order do we place the patches?I want to gift my
gwiss, and to warm the hearts of my loved ones through the cold dark times of their respective
journeys. The quilt begins with one patch at a time, and so, our writing begins, one story at a
time.Wednesday, March 10, 1999Dearest Nokomiss,I’ve been thinking about you a lot lately,
wondering what you were like, and wishing I had the chance to know you before you went on
your journey. I needed to write this letter in the hopes that in some way, somehow, you would
hear me. As I write these words, I pray that they will make their way to you. Oh Nokomiss, you
would be so proud of us — your grandchildren, and your great-grandchildren, how fast they
grow!Time just seems too precious to me these days, to just let things flit by me. I like to savour
each moment, each second, like now; it seems almost as if you are in the very same room,
watching over my shoulder as I form each letter, guiding my heart and hand.I think my decision
to write this letter stems from the fact that I was born after you had passed on, thus feeding an
insatiable curiosity to learn everything I can about you, in the hopes that I will learn more about
myself.Grandmother, sometimes for no apparent reason I feel so lost, so alone. Perhaps dearest
Grandmother if I learn where I came from, I will find out where I am going. So, the learning
begins. From what I’ve heard, you were much loved by all who knew you, and you are so missed
by those who remain. Perhaps that is why I need to discover who you were…Dearest Nokomiss,I
share this because I think what I have to share is important for others to hear. It is evening and
the full moon is tonight. I have heard it called the Full moon of the dead or the Harvest moon. It is



nearly Halloween, and tonight I feel you near me, as I did that evening once long ago.My teacher
tells me you are my protector, watching over me, guiding me, and I am grateful. Grandmother, I
am SO grateful that you are near; too often it has seemed that I am alone, yet I know in my heart
this is not true.Sometimes I wish I could hear your voice, when I think of others, who still have
their Nokomissag with them, I feel sad and a little envious. I feel like I have many teachings yet to
learn, so many difficult teachings. It hurts. Here, now, Grandma, I hurt.I think about what it is to
be a woman. And I am at a loss, the choices I have made are good and just for my family, yet
here I sit, grieving and in pain. I have been the woman who had enough strength in her for
everyone else, and yet saved none for myself. I have been the woman who blamed everyone
else and could not look at herself. What is it to be me?Sometimes I think about you and wonder
how you got through, losing your mom when you were so young, not yet four years old. I have
heard many good things about you, about the many things you endured. I wonder how you got
through. Grandmother, I wonder what this life is about. How can there be so much pain and how
will I know where to turn, when I need to lean?I have been walking this path, doing the best I can
for my gwiss, teaching him how to treat women with respect, teaching him to be with his heart. I
am grateful for him. You would be so proud of him Grandma: today, my gwiss noticed I was
hurting, he asked me about my day and when he heard it was not such a great day, he said:
“Mom, I’m sorry to hear that,” He gives me great hugs when I ask for them, and says he loves me
even though I get angry with him sometimes.I have been questioning myself Grandmother, what
do I keep within and what do I share with others. Who can I trust, and how, no, what is
openness? I know that the path I have chosen is the right one for me, how then do I continue to
work for, and be there for my people, when I don’t even know the first thing about being there for
myself?What is the woman’s role, the home? Is it providing a future for her family? What does it
mean to be — the heart of the Nation? We were that, at one time maybe, but now? I have found
so much heaviness here. So much about responsibility, taking care of others, keeping it all
together, in the end, I see how necessary it is to take time for me. I see how necessary it is to
give myself the permission to take time for me, and to create that support system within my
circles, with my gwiss. I have spent my entire life being there for someone else. I gave so much
until I had no more to give.Month after month, day after day, I go on, keeping it all together. I have
learned to cry. I have learned to express, I have learned to care, and I have learned to connect,
still this life is difficult to keep up with. Everything moves so fast, and so much time is flying by;
how did you do it? How did you get through?Nokomiss, if I haven’t said it in a while, I’m saying it
tonight, I am so grateful that you watch over me, I am so grateful for your guidance and
protection, to all of my Nokomissag for being there, listening, and hearing me. I think that if I did
not have you, I don’t know what I would do. Tonight on this most special of nights, I send many
warm thanks Chi-miigwetch Nokomissag.Dearest Nokomissag,I have learned that sometimes
life chooses our path for us. I have often wondered what is wrong with me, why do I not deserve
happiness. Do I not deserve a partner? Where is that person for me? Am I destined to raise my
gwiss alone? Is there no one to guide him and teach him to be a good man?I have done what I



could to find a good person to invite into our lives but it seems I am not meant to have a
partner.Someone once told me that I don’t know what I want. I have discovered that all along I
have known what I want: I have just been too afraid to manifest it. I was too afraid to hurt the
feelings of others around me, so I hid my light. I ignored it. I buried it so deep.I recognize this
week that sometimes a partner is not the best thing if he cannot put others before himself. He
must recognize that his job is to look after the well-being of his family; if he is putting himself first
then his family suffers. I used to think that I didn’t want to have to make all of the decisions by
myself. I wanted a relationship where my partner and I would discuss things and decide our path
together. Isn’t that worth fighting for? Isn’t that worth waiting for?I have chosen a life where my
body is the most sacred thing to me, and to share myself with someone I need to know they
understand what that means. I have not shared myself with many men and I watch women
around me exploring relationships wondering why I am not the same way. Is that normal? Or am I
abnormal? I have watched you and my mother sacrifice so much for your families and choose
difficult lives with difficult partners. I feared I was headed down the same path, but I chose
differently. I hope with everything in me that I made the right choice, for me, for your grandson.
Nokomis, I ask what it means to respect myself.Muska Moozohns [Little Elk],I write this book at a
time where you are beginning your journey into manhood. You are still a young boy who is too
old to play as a baby and yet, too young to take on the responsibilities of a man.As you enter the
in-between stage, questions will fill your head. Your body will begin to change, as you become
the man you were meant to be.I have tried to give you a solid beginning. Through your early
years, I have done my best to give you a good life. I have tried to teach you how to be a good
man, how to love and respect women.As your first teacher, I realized that I first had to learn to
love and respect myself before I could teach you anything of the sort.With this book —
Starblanket, I offer you the humble stories and tales of a woman on a journey to herself. I write in
recognition of the teachings you have shared with me. We start out in darkness, and with
guidance, faith and love arrive at understanding…2. Shawn Wilson, Research is Ceremony.
Richard Wagamese, For Joshua.3. Arlea Ashcroft, Starblanket Aboriginal Women’s Co-
operative. Message to the author, 23 Oct. 2014.

Starblanket A cod mw2

The Locked Door: A gripping psychological thriller with a jaw-dropping twist Quicksilver Things
We Never Got Over Reminders of Him: A Novel Book Lovers The Wild Side: A Small Town
Friends-To-Lovers Romance (The Wild Westbrooks Series) The Man Burned by Winter (Rooker
Lindström Thriller Book 1) The Housemaid: An absolutely addictive psychological thriller with a
jaw-dropping twist Shattered Altar (Makarova Bratva Book 1) Ruthless Rival Defiance of the Fall
5: A LitRPG Adventure My Evil Mother: A Short Story One Bossy Proposal: An Enemies to

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/mJbRB/Starblanket-A-Mothers-Gift-to-Her-Son-Joseph-Sagaj


Lovers Romance Shattered Cradle (Makarova Bratva Book 2) The Candid Life of Meena Dave
The Venice Sketchbook: A Novel Where the Crawdads Sing The Golden Boys: Dark High
School Bully Romance (Kings of Cypress Pointe Book 1) Last Summer Boys: A Novel



Rudolph C. Ryser, “I heard from you what my Spirit Guides have repeatedly told me and now I
read it again in your wonderful book. You have come ful. I have just finished reading
"Starblanket" prompting tears in my eyes over and over again. Your mother's story is a gift she
gave and you have in true and appropriate Anishinabekwe fashion given the story to the rest of
us. From the very beginning, when we first met, I decided you were an Anishinabe Voice. Your
writing always settled my conscience and then in my Spirit. I heard from you what my Spirit
Guides have repeatedly told me and now I read it again in your wonderful book. You have come
full circle from the "wondering one" to the one who wonders. I am very proud to know you and
the Anishinabekwe World is richer for having you amongst us all.Thank you for this fine book. I
cannot suggest changing anything. It is you and your words reshape us all.”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 1 people have provided feedback.
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