Eulogy for the late Lorraine Kenny -  January 18, 2010
Dear family and friends of the late Lorraine Kenny.

I am deeply honoured and moved to have been asked by the family to deliver the eulogy.
First of all, on behalf of the family, they are truly grateful for your presence here today – to show them your love and support at a difficult time.
It is never an easy time when someone passes away. But it is also a time for reflection. It is a time to celebrate the life of our loved one. And today, we celebrate the life of Lorraine who left us last Thursday morning to be with her Creator.

Lorraine was a modern day warrior. First and foremost she was a great warrior for her Creator. In a good way, she fought for what was right for all people and indeed was a champion for her people. Lorraine worked tirelessly to make a better world for all; creating social change for the better. She touched the lives of so many people.

Lorraine meant many things to many people. She was a respected elder. She was a natural leader. She was a wonderful teacher. She had an awesome sense of humour. She was a friend to all. She was a wonderful wife, sister, aunt, mother and a loving Kokum.

Lorraine’s world revolved around her endless love for her family. She loved her family so deeply and so unconditionally.

Lorraine was born at Kejick Bay – Lac Seul on January 31, 1955 to John and Mary Elsie Kenny. Lorraine’s mother, Mary Elsie, was from the Cromarty family.

Lorraine was born in the days when doctors and nurses weren’t readily around. The late Alice Littledeer Sr., who was known as Kitchi-Anice, was the mid-wife.

Lorraine will be lovingly missed by her husband Brian and their children: Leilani and her husband Jeff Redsky; Clayton; Serena; and, Stefanie.

Lorraine and Brian were blessed with five beautiful grandchildren: Alliah; Chloe; Jordan; Chalise; and, Tristan.

Lorraine leaves behind her siblings: sister Ida Mainville of Fort Frances;

brother Paddy (Ida) of Lac Seul, sister Victoria (Donald) Koski of Thunder Bay, brother George (Mary) of Dinorwic, sister Marion of Sioux Lookout, sister Carol (Tom) Terry of Sioux Lookout, sister Elizabeth (Mel) Kiyawasew of Lac Seul and sister Alice of Vancouver.

Lorraine is cherished by many nieces and nephews. They are: Sharon; Ruth; Brenda; Jonathon; Sarah; Stewart; Donald; Trish; Kathy; Beverly; Kim; Michael; Calamus and child Jaylynn; Kanina; Jesse; Derek; Deanna; Rita; Camilla; Bryce, and Natasha.
Great grand nieces and nieces include: Jaylynn; Joaquin; Nahauni; Shakyna; Roshel; Eridesa; Navadrius; and, Nashira.

Lorraine was predeceased by her parents John and Mary Elsie, two siblings John and Sarah, and nephews John and Patrick.

Lorraine attended and is a survivor of three Indian Residential Schools: Pelican Residential School near Sioux Lookout; Shingwauk Residential School in Sault Ste. Marie; and, Cecilia Jeffery in Kenora.

She attended Beaver Brae High School in Kenora in the early 1970s. This was where Lorraine first heard the powerful sounds of the traditional drum. She was a devoted and a great believer in the traditional ways of the Anishinabe people, always in the spirit of acquiring traditional knowledge.

Lorraine attended Trent University in Peterborough and Laurentian University in Sudbury where she earned a Bachelor of Arts degree.
Lorraine always worked for the betterment of her people. She worked with Equay-wuk Women’s Group, Nishnawbe-Gamik Friendship Centre, Ontario Human Rights Commission, and the Lac Seul First Nation.

Lorraine was devoted to her family. To her, everything was about her family. To her children and grandchildren, she was a provider and protector – caring for each of them always in a loving way. To her family, she was their pride. And to Lorraine, her family was her joy.
She watched her children grow up. She cared very deeply for each of them and for their well-being.

Not only was Lorraine devoted to her own family. She was also devoted to “family” in another sense – that being the community at large. We are all part of her family.

Lorraine demonstrated this by being involved in the community. She gave so much to children and young people. Her work on parenting issues will always be remembered. And in fact, the challenge is with each one of us to carry on with that work.

In another area of Lorraine’s work, she was a great warrior in addressing the wrongs of the Indian Residential School legacy. She worked from the ground level meaning that she worked with many survivors on their healing journeys.

Personally speaking, Lorraine so faithfully stood beside me throughout some of the darkest hours of my life in addressing this issue. I am so grateful for her strength, courage, and love, in making a better life for all those who were so negatively impacted by the horrible legacy of Indian Residential School system.

Against all odds, together we soldiered on to organize a number of healing gatherings for Indian Residential School survivors. There was so much pain. The pain was so raw. There were so many tears.

We were reminded that those tears of pain would eventually become tears of honour. Thank you, Lorraine, for helping us to turn those tears of pain into tears of honour.

The first gathering we organized was held at Pelican Falls in May 1997.

It was a large gathering. We had tried in earnest to take care of everything from: setting the agenda; to organizing places for people to sleep, to making sure that everyone was fed properly; to ensuring everyone was feeling safe.

We had even prepared for a lot of tears to flow. We thought we had ordered lots of Kleenex. Instead we received about eighty rolls of toilet paper. So at the end of the gathering, we had all this toilet paper we didn’t know what to do with. To this day, we still do not know whatever happened to all that toilet paper.

Today the healing work continues. And, it is up to us to continue on with Lorraine’s vision to help heal all those who are affected by the Indian Residential School legacy, including the descendants of survivors.

Lorraine loved being out on the land. In fact, over the years she organized many canoe-a-thons for ladies only. These canoe-a-thons raised money for various worthwhile community projects.

I am sure there are many stories about these canoe trips. During the last canoe trip, Lorraine did not participate. She only heard about the adventures, or rather the misadventures of the canoe enthusiasts. While on a portage, the ladies ran into a bear. One group of frightened ladies scurried the bear away only for the bear run into another group of screaming ladies. Apparently the bear was only trying to get away from all of them. The moral of the story is, don’t mess around with Lorraine’s clan – the bear clan.

And then there was the time when Lorraine was getting ready to meet Russell Means, a well-known American Indian leader. She was so excited. As she introduced herself to him, she said, “Hello, I’m Russell Means” to which he promptly corrected her as he said, “No, I’m Russell Means.”

There are many wonderful stories about Lorraine… wonderful memories of a wonderful sister. And as time passes, we will remember the good times, the fond memories and the many stories.
And yes Lorraine, you were the pillar for so many friends and colleagues. You stood on a solid foundation. We will miss those stimulating discussions we used to have over many breakfasts and lunches.
I will always cherish your words when you said, “That is beautiful – that is powerful.” Lorraine, your journey here on earth was both “beautiful” and “powerful,”

I would like to end by citing the words of Mother Teresa. These words are so reflective of Lorraine’s life.

Life is an opportunity, benefit from it.

Life is beauty, admire it.
Life is a dream, realize it.

Life is a challenge, meet it.

Life is a duty, complete it.
Life is a game, play it.

Life is a promise, fulfill it.

Life is sorrow, overcome it.

Life is a song, sing it.

Life is a struggle, accept it.

Life is a tragedy, confront it.

Life is an adventure, dare it.

Life is luck, make it.

Life is too precious, do not destroy it.

Life is life, fight for it.

Meegwetch!
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