
Reflective Writings from Third Visit 

 

 On Saturday morning, I decided to take my son to the McAvoy rock. I was hesitant to bring him 
due to the cold weather (-27 Celsius) but I quickly realized that this is only the beginning of the 
harsh cold that is about to come. The fresh air is good for him and he doesn’t seem to notice the 
cold, so we set out as a family, dog in tow. The views were breathtaking, and my son seemed 
excited to be here as he observed his surroundings with great attention. 

As I revisit my previous portfolios, I’ve noticed that my personal reflection with this place has 
slightly shifted. My first reflection was focused on my past, where I am from and how did I come 
to be the person I am today. In my second reflection, I explored my current situation and how I 
personally relate to the art piece. Today, I feel as though I am re-entering this space with a 
different perspective, I am seeing this piece through my son’s interactions with this place. We 
walked up the steep rock to the summit, through the left side of the painting. In some areas, my 
boots were sinking in the snow and simply walking proved to be a challenge while holding a 
two-year-old. I can’t help but think of the time when our ancestors trekked these lands for 
months at a time without a paved road in front of them. Looking out at the views that surround 
us, my son points at a woman walking her dog on the sidewalk down below. He also points at 
people skating on the lake. My son’s attention to little details brings me back to the present 
moment and turns my attention to things I hadn’t notice previously. 

As we enter the teepee, I am naturally inclined to explore the notion that we are reaffirming our 
place in society as proud Indigenous people. Pettersen (2016) mentions that “[d]uring this period 
of transformation, Kirk points out that it is not just about going back to original Indigenous 
knowledges, but rather to “re-assert [Indigenous] traditions” as well as to “integrate the traditions 
into a western dominated world” (p. 28). We often spend time in teepees by the fire and I am 
always prone to follow the smoke and gaze skyward. The intertwined poles are beautiful, and it 
fosters a feeling of interconnectedness for me as I reconnect with my culture. Each one of the 
teepee poles represents something different and my mind draws a blank, I will need to learn the 
significance of these poles before my son is able to ask me - so I can share this cultural 
knowledge with him and reaffirm our place as Indigenous people in a modern world. 

  


