
 

 
 

 
My name is Corwyn Windolph-Turtle and I was a part of the film Stories Are In Our Bones. The film 
was about my brother and I’s first fishing trip in the North. Before the movie was made, my Kokum 
(nohkom) Marian, moved to La Ronge, Saskatchewan, Treaty 6. She told me she would teach me to 
fish one day.  
 
My mom was vegetarian and said if anyone catches a fish, she will eat it. This was part of the 
motivation for me to see her eating meat after a year as a vegetarian. My mom said if my brother 
and I become providers she would eat what we provided.  
 
The crew seemed excited to capture me fishing for the first time, so that was really cool, and made 
me feel comfortable. It took a day and half of fishing with camera people around. Having a crew 
around was fine and didn’t feel pressured. I was just excited to go fishing though there were others 
wondering if we would catch one. I felt like it was meant to happen so it would.   
 
When I first caught it, it felt different from seaweed. This one kept on pulling back, so I kept on 
reeling. I knew then it was probably a fish. The moment I caught the fish, I was shocked, like, “wow, I 
did it!” Though, it felt like it had to happen sometime soon. I remember catching the fish and seeing 
the cameraman looking at me.  My legs were shaking and we were all very excited.  
 
For me, the catching of the fish felt like it had to happen, so it happened! I was very happy to be a 
provider, and thought, I got this food myself. I also got to cook it and share it with others. My mom 
also ate her first meat on camera. Also, I noticed fresh fish straight from the water tastes way better. 
I was really proud to have caught this fish myself! 
 
I really would like to go fishing again and keep on learning. The only thing I remember that was 
annoying were all the mosquitoes. In the closing scene on the dock, there were a ton of mosquitoes 
and you can see us swatting each other. This scene became the aesthetic of the film. It was awesome 
to see the islands in the distance. We see one island as the last shot as the sun is setting.  
 



 

 
 

 
My name is Dawlari Windolph and I grew up in the Treaty 4 area, Regina, Saskatchewan. This is 
where I was born and raised. However, my mom used to take us to La Ronge, Saskatchewan when 
we were small where she grew up. The highlights of this film are being in nature with my family and 
learning to fish.  
 
I remember feeling pretty comfortable except that I became aware of the crew and that I was on 
camera. I was told I should not look or talk to the camera . After that it became natural to ignore 
their presence and focus on fishing with the family. We did a scene foraging for Labrador Tea with 
Candy Fox, Additional Cinematographer, that didn’t make it in the final scene but this was a relaxing 
moment and was refreshing to take a break from the fishing.  
 
Honestly, I was not as into fishing but was excited about the group effort of the film and we were 
able to achieve our goal of catching a fish. That is better than learning the lesson of not catching a 
fish which my mom said is the alternate story. All the people who supported us both on and off-
screen on this project were all good to hang out with. It was a good vibe that week. 
 
There were moments I began to be concerned that we might not really catch a fish and didn't want 
the movie to be about that. So it was a relief and exciting when my brother caught that fish! I was so 
proud of him! And for the movie, I was just happy a fish was caught. As long as we have a fish at the 
end of the movie, I remember thinking! So I wasn’t worried about catching my own fish because at 
that point I just wanted to eat the fish that Corwyn caught! Also it was a chance to see my mom eat 
meat after a long time of being a vegetarian.  
 
The fondest memory was hanging out on the dock at our hotel each night with my mom and brother. 
The view and being able to chill by the lake after each shooting day became my favorite time. So it is 
nice when the Director of Photography Patrick McLaughlin took initiative to capture footage of us 
that ended up in the film and ended the film. 
 
It was nice to hang out with my Kokum, nohkum, because I hadn’t seen her in a long time. She 
moved from Regina a few years ago. Growing up in the city I had fond memories of her telling me 
lots of stories of life in La Ronge and her childhood. When she first left to live in La Ronge I was sad 
but seeing her on the land made me happy for her. She was refreshed and now able to teach us skills 
like fishing and cooking by the fire. So now my brother Corwyn and I were able to participate in 
activities that she only talked about.  
 



 

 

 
A Directorial Reflection on the short film Stories Are In Our Bones 
 
Stories Are In Our Bones is a film I wrote, narrated and directed inspired by a simple request from my 
youngest son, Corwyn, now 15, who had asked to learn how to fish, then 11. Not knowing where to 
fish in Treaty 4, I asked a late elder where I could go for his first fishing trip, and he simply replied, 
“Go home silly girl, the best fish come from the North!” At the time my mom and matriarch Marian 
had moved to the North and was and is actively living on and with the land again. It was during this 
time that I met Jon Montes, my producer for this film that was originally titled After the Thaw. A title 
that had once been fitting due to the healing nature of winter, a time of rest, and how as a family 
recovering from residential school legacy reflected a time of healing and rejuvenation. After initial 
conversations it was clear this film was meant to be shot in the land of my birth place in La Ronge, 
Saskatchewan, Treaty 6 area. So these were the seeds that became Stories Are In Our Bones.  
 
During the time of development of this film, I was deeply impacted by the news of the Husky Oil Spill 
in the North Saskatchewan River on July 20, 2016. I was and am often living with the fear that 
present day ecological disasters and poisoning of the natural lakes and rivers will devastate the 
ability for Indigenous peoples to live off of the land and be able to speak on behalf of the land.  In 
particular what resonated was hearing the stories of local Indigenous fishermen who lived off a lake 
just off of the Saskatchewan River near Prince Albert, Saskatchewan, and told the news reporters 
that they can no longer fish in the waters they and their ancestors had for time immemorial and how 
the animals living in the area are getting sick. So they aren’t able to hunt in the area well. How can 
any company or government compensate for the future generations who will not be able to live off 
the land, continue to have unsafe drinking water and are not given the agency to steward the land as 
their ancestors? 
 
More importantly to this film, I asked myself, what is at risk for my sons to lose as a result of this? 
What about my future grandchildren and great-grandchildren? Thus, my film narrowed to focus on 
intergenerational legacies and land based teachings to encourage connection to culture and 
community. As a child, I recall it being a common diet to eat bush rabbits, muskrat, beaver, moose 
and local fish. My family was always hunting, trapping and fishing, so this lifestyle was an everyday 
part of my upbringing. Many of my family have held titles as Trapper of the North and still actively 
live off of the land. And because of my family, I always saw food as a way to bring family and 
community together. 
 
To narrow the focus for this film, I wanted to honor my matriarch and mother Marian Otter. She is 
present throughout the film teaching, guiding and giving space to learn. She is an important person 
in our family circle who has always been generous with her teachings and wisdom. Not only did she 
appear  on screen, she also provided cultural guidance for the production crew. She was also the 
bridge for us to work with the community for this film as she had now set up roots here again.  
 



 

 

Some personal background in relation to this film, I was eleven years old when I moved from the 
town of La Ronge to the city of Saskatoon, Saskatchewan. It was here that a big disconnection in my 
culture began through my diet and having a sense of myself within a community. Over the years my 
hunting grounds became the grocery stores eating beef, chicken and more and more processed 
foods. But on a positive end, I was also exposed to a lot more vegetables than I had ever seen in my 
life. So as I got older I realized that my diet as a child was different from what was available in the 
city with grocery stores and an abundance of fast food restaurants. While feeling connected to a 
global palette of flavours, I was more and more disconnected from where my food was coming from.  
 
As I got older, I could recall a happier time in my childhood in the North eating wild food for supper 
with family around a campfire. Oftentimes near the lake. I started to miss La Ronge more and over 
the years felt more disconnected from my birth home. The last time I was home I was 14. When I 
became a mother in my early 20s, I raised my sons in Regina, Saskatchewan—Treaty 4 and here 
became another home to me. The narration in the film reflects on my decision to stop the cycle of 
disconnection and start going home again. So I started coming home to La Ronge again. It was at this 
time, my sons and I started hiking together, and through this activity I was able to share stories with 
them about who little Janine was. It was also a time for me to make peace with that part of my 
childhood that still needed healing.  
 
The family and I also introduced them to foraging berries and Labrador Tea when they were small 
children. In fact, to honor this idea, there was a beautiful scene shot by Candy Fox, Additional 
Cinematography, where my mom, my sons and I were picking Labrador Tea. It was during this time 
my mom shared seasonal teachings about what we could harvest and what we should wait for. It 
was a very special scene but ended up being cut out of the film for the goal of narrowing down the 
documentary to focus on the fishing story that was at the heart of the film. At the cookout scene in 
Nut Point Provincial Park we did prepare the Labrador Tea as part of the final meal. 
 
My mom and her partner Bruce McKenzie were key in supporting my sons’ fishing trip, both helping 
it be a positive experience rich in teachings and connection to the land. Bruce, my step-dad, was also 
a guide and was present on-screen with us as a family. Bruce in one scene is filleting the fish while 
my mom is describing each step. We had intended for the boys to fillet themselves but if you look at 
the clouds in the distance, there was a rain storm coming our way and that was about to cut our time 
short for shooting this scene. However, this became a moment for Bruce to more directly share a 
teaching while filleting Corwyn’s first catch just caught moments earlier, and was a nice sized 
walleye!  
 
My sons were also aware that this would be an experience shared with many others which as a 
mother I had worried might cause anxiety or stress that might take away from the joy of a first 
fishing experience. However, as brothers, my sons were supporting and encouraging each other 
along the way. So on screen it is important to highlight how Dawlari was supportive to his brother’s 
success catching the fish symbolic of the relationship they continue to share today.  
 



 

 

For narration, I chose to approach the story from mother to her sons. A message that will mean 
more to them as they get older and wiser. This decision to narrate in this voice brought me back to 
the original spirit and the intention of this film and that was to honor the request for my son to go on 
his first fishing trip and in the spirit of learning. Also, as a storyteller, I realized this was also part of 
the story too. The transmission of stories and creating good memories on the land that was the 
home of my ancestors. 
 
So the underlying question I was often asked was why I never shared the reasons why I didn’t go 
back to my home for so long, and that answer is in the acknowledgement of my legacy as an 
Intergenerational Survivor. I purposely chose not to include this layer of my story because it was the 
space to the sons' fishing story but to focus on action and celebrating joy. My mom has done a lot of 
work breaking cycles in her life and taught me to do the same. So each generation is stronger and my 
sons are so much stronger and wiser than I was at their age. This act of intergenerational healing is in 
its own way to continue healing. And taking time to generate new memories and stories on the land 
made with my mom and my sons along with the amazing crew that captured all these moments. Not 
to mention an amazing editor Connor McNally who helped transform hours of shots into scenes that 
helped me shape the final story that is being shared today. 
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