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Recitation test, the kind you take in school where you fill 
in the blank space with name, date, place, and location. 

The kind of test where you might scratch in “c” let ten 
minutes go by, erase “c”, fill in “a” and by the time you 
have left the classroom, you remember Treaty 4 was 
signed in 1874 not 1876.



Recitation tests, the kind that comes in trivia games 
on the television followed by finger snapping and 
pointing -- you know the answer better than the 
contestant. 

The answer was D the underground railroad went 
North to Freedom.



Recitation tests,  the kind you take after reading recitation 
textbooks during recitation lessons and if you are not 
the subject of the history lesson but the subjected -- the 
aftermath, the afterthought the ones who remain or never 
left and if you and if your grandmother’s accent does not 
match up with the textbook there will be no option “E” for 
you to scratch in, the blank space provided will not be large 
enough for you to explain oral history. 

When the essay topic asks you to provide proof, an 
hour and a half will not be long enough to walk to your 
grandmother’s house and back. 



Recitation tests, the kind that aims to take the subjective out 
of the summary, along the way placed us to a footnote in 
history, the family photo says otherwise. 



Explosive Remembrance in muted memory, how many 
generations of faith persist in black and white what 
future do they look to beyond the picture frame?



I wave to them and say the past did not destroy you: 

 

I am the proof-- 

I am the victim -- 

I am the jury -- 

I am the prosecution, the executioner 

I am the destroyer of empire 

I am the riot, the protest 

I am the by product of slave rebellion 

I am the voice cracks in a battle cry, 

The tagline, the cutting edge, the cutting off. 

We are the truth written in the margin of history textbooks.



I am the event you want to forget so I remember, 
I remember, I remember, I remember -- 
what you choose to forget.



I am the “this is a dark moment in Canadian history”. If we 
take a moment for every dark passage in Canadian history 
we would come to realize we live under an overcast sky.



We live within the pen scratches of amateur 
cartographers who know the land only top-down and 
so slice Waawaiiatanong along an ever-changing ever 
flowing river with a water-soluble ink.



We live within the juxtaposition of the Provincial Freeman 
and the Fugitive Slave come to find that North to Freedom 
is momentary until slave catchers cross over the frozen river 
and drags one south.



In all this Northern freedom the No.2 Construction Battalion 
can conscript but be seen as unfit to serve the same country that 
serves them second. 

In all this great True North, treaties can be broken. 

In all this Strong and Free and we still stumble on the going 
from land acknowledgement to LandBack. 



But I am the resuscitation test: 

 

I am the proof-- 

I am the victim -- 

I am the jury -- 

I am the prosecution, the executioner 

I am the destroyer of empire 

I am the riot, the protest 

I am the by product of slave rebellion 

I am the voice cracks in a battle cry, 

The tag line, the cutting edge, the cutting off. 

We are the truth written in the margin of history textbooks



 
I am the event you want to forget so I remember, 
I remember, I remember, I remember -- 
I can forge my own freedom.
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I am the event you want to forget 

So I remember,

I remember, I remember, I remember --

I can forge my own freedom.

Chidera Ikewibe


