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The downtown gallery carves out a space in the city’s core to give 
over time and energy to explore and celebrate Indigenous care as a 
radical act with a curated exhibition by Emma Steen. Emma Steen 
is a freelance curator, writer, and the Outreach and Membership 
Coordinator for the Indigenous Curatorial Collective. Her area of 
interest lies in art that explores bodies, sex and love with anti-
colonial intention. Her background also includes extensive work 
in community arts organizing as well as supporting methods of 
institutional accountability.

BEHIND THE SCENES
of Laura Grier’s Kǝdǝdzǝ́hehts print series

Laura Grier made the paper for these woodcut 
prints by hand, ripping up romance novels, 
written by non-Indigenous authors. These ripped 
pages were then soaked and blended into pulp, 
before being flattened and dried to become 
new paper for Laura’s woodcut prints. A video 
of Laura creating this paper can be viewed on 
the adjacent wall to this print series. These are 
the books Laura destroyed to make their paper:

Kay, Karen. (1997). Grey Hawk’s Lady. 
New York, NY: Avon Books.

Johnson, Susan. (1992). Blaze. 
New York, NY: Bantam.

O’Banyon, Constance. (2014). Savage Summer. 
Montlake Romance Publishing.

Rose, Amelia. (2021). Indian Mail Order Bride and 
the Blacksmith. Independently published.

Clare, Pamela. (2017). Tempting Fate. 
Published by Pamela Clare.

Graison, Lily. (2021). Morning Dove. 
Independently published.

French. E, Judith. (1997). Fire Hawk’s Bride. 
New York, NY: Avon Books

“When there are no words, 
you make them.” 
—Laura Grier

The text on these prints is written in Sahtú Kǝdǝ, a 
group of Athabaskan languages spoken amongst 
the Dene peoples of the Northwest Territories. Laura 
cannot speak their Dene language, and is on a journey 
to reclaim it by using the limited information they 
can find in Dene language textbooks and online 
documents. The images on this page depict Laura’s 
research process, combining Dene words to create 
new meanings that communicate the feelings and 
experiences Laura seeks to convey through their work.
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Research bibliography: Sahtúot’ı̨ne Gokedé, Sahtúot’ı̨ne Dictionary Délı̨nę Kǝdǝ.(2012). Adapted from 1986 Sahtú Goht’ine Gokede edited by Jane Modeste 
and Fibbie Tatti. Edited by Albertine Ayha and Alina Takazo. 

Rice, Keren. (1989). A Grammar of Slave. University of California: Mouton De Gruyter. 
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The Anishinaabeg are medicine people;
our ways of knowing and being are
connected to the building of relationships
with plants as medicine
for the intellect,
for the body,
for the heart
and for the spirit.

In the midst of ongoing genocide,
this knowledge
is deeply needed and desired
while at the same time the
pathways for knowing plants
are obstructed, obscured, erased
and sometimes violently destroyed. 

Yarrow is also known as Achillea millefolium.
It is named after Achilles who carried the plant into
battlefields in order to treat the wounded and in fact,
it’s use for healing in battle is supported by its other
names such as soldier’s woundwort and herba militaris.
In Anishinaabemowin, we call yarrow Ajidomoowaanow
or Zhagishkaandawens-wanashk and the name is
connected to the squirrel.
The resourceful, community-oriented Ajidamoo
teaches us as much as the yarrow who takes their name.
We have used this plant for many types of healing
including the bleeding of minor wounds but also
to promote relaxation and as
a facial astringent and shampoo.

A BATTLEFIELD OF 
MEDICINAL HERB LIVING 
GREEN UNDER THE SNOW
By Susan Blight
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I read a story in Wendy Geniusz’ 
Keewaydinoquay: Anishinaabe-

mashkikiikwe and Ethnobotanist, about 
Keewaydinoquay being sent to find yarrow in 

the winter in order to heal a child.
She was skeptical but followed

the dried tops of the yarrow and dug 
underneath the snow.

There she found the yarrow
in “greenhouse-like conditions”
with new green shoots growing

(Geniusz, 2015,201).
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COLLECTING 
CARE RECIPES
Care and self-care can mean many 
different things depending on who is 
accessing it.

For me, showing care to others or to myself often 
revolves around food and eating together. Here is a 
collection of recipes that have been shared to me by my 
mother and some special aunties in my life. Take these 
as a token of care and do with them what you will. I hope 
they can provide some comfort or warmth to you as they 
do to me.

By Emma Steen
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FORAGING YARROW IN 
DOWNTOWN TORONTO
by Emma Steen

When I was in the beginning stages of 
organizing with the artists who would 
join onto my exhibition I had proposed 
a plan that the three of us would all 
drive together two and a half hours 
north west of the city to a property my 
grandmother had partially relocated to 
before her passing.

The thesis for the exhibition engages with the nuances 
of Indigenous methods of care and self-care within urban 
spaces, and one artist, Susan Blight, had decided to bring 
Yarrow into the gallery to be displayed in custom pots 
as a means of centring self-care around traditional plant 
knowledge for city dwelling Anishinaabeg.

The property my grandmother had moved to is a working 
farm that is now shared between my mother, her siblings, 
and my many cousins. It is a sweet and quiet place that 
I make the effort of going to as often as I can. It also has 
yarrow growing all over it.

Due to many circumstances, global pandemic aside, the 
dates of when we each could and could not go, and then 
an abundance of unfortunate weather, brought my plan 
to spend a day foraging on traditional Ojibwe Saugeen 
territory, away from the noise and distraction of the city, to 
an end.

So instead myself and Susan met up after a long workday 
from our respective homes in Toronto’s west end to go 
to High Park and root around for Yarrow there instead. 
Accidentally relocating our experience to one that more 
cohesively represents the thesis of the show.

We walked and talked and laughed our way through 
the massive park, all while trying to access pieces of 
knowledge that our ancestors have passed on and on and 
on that have made it back to us, here. After over an hour of 
walking in 40 degrees and countless misidentified plants 
we were about to call it when Susan suggested we turn a 
corner and suddenly we found one small, slightly haggard, 
Yarrow plant.

Three weeks earlier, myself and the other artist Laura 
Grier, had lugged a container of pulp and water down 
to the Beaches, where they taught me how to make 
homemade paper out of torn up books they had 
ordered on Amazon. Patiently allowing me to mess up 
and retry the process, and even keeping some of my 
much too thick paper for the next stages.

In both cases, these amazing creative powerhouses 
took time to share with me, as all good aunties do. 
Though the plan I had originally constructed did not 
turn out how I had hoped, what happened instead were 
holistic moments of care within a city that so often can 
feel abrasive.

It is important to remember that as we spent time 
foraging and paper making, the city continues to 
displace Indigenous inhabitants at the violent hands of 
police. As we find moments to care for each other and 
share our inherent and gained knowledge, structures of 
colonization continue to be enforced that lead to loss of 
Indigenous life here in Toronto.

Care is a necessity, an inherent right. Self-care is 
community care, is Land Back, is decolonizing, is 
abolition. Thank you, miigwetch, to Susan and Laura, 
who show me such good care.
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