
A PERSONAL 
RECONCILIATION 

JOURNEY



MEET MY UNCLE, 
RICKY PATRICK 
MCDONNELL,

BORN MARCH 21, 1963 ON A 
RESERVE IN WETASKIWIN
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THE ADOPTION STORY

• In early 1964, Ricky, as a baby, became a foster child to my 

grandparents, James and Margaret McDonnell.

• They were told he was “rescued” from an indigenous family 

on a nearby reserve in Wetaskiwin, due to concerns of 

neglect.  My family openly welcomed him into their home.

• Child Welfare indicated they would search for another 

family on the reserve to be his forever home.

• A few years went by and Ricky became part of the family, 

despite knowing another family was being sought out. 

• The dreaded day finally came when Social Services came by 

to say they found a home for Ricky.  They were devastated 

until they were informed that the agency could not find a 

suitable home on the reserve and thought they were the 

best option for Ricky.  My family was ecstatic.

• Ricky was then adopted and officially became a McDonnell.



Ricky was a very active boy who 

loved being outside, riding his 

bicycle, playing with marbles, 

as well as sling shots.  When I 

grew up, we still had my 

granddad’s old TV stereo 

(visible in photo below) that 

bore the mark from when he 

played with said sling shot in 

the house. 
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• ON JULY 8, 1969, RICKY, NOW 6 
YEARS OLD, WAS ENJOYING A 
SUNNY DAY AT THE PLAYGROUND 
IN WETASKIWIN

• HE AND A FRIEND DECIDED TO 
TRADE BIKES BUT HIS FRIEND’S 
BIKE WAS TOO BIG FOR LITTLE 
RICKY

• BUT HE HOPPED ON THE TOO 
LARGE BIKE ANYWAY TO HEAD 
BACK HOME. 

• HE SOON DISCOVERED THAT HE 
COULD NOT USE THE BRAKES AND 
CAME RACING ONTO THE ROAD IN 
FRONT OF A LARGE TRUCK

• RICKY WAS NOT ABLE TO BE 
SAVED AND HE PASSED AWAY, 
DEVASTING MY MOTHER AND THE 
REST OF THE FAMILY 
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THE FUNERAL

• ON JULY 12TH, A 
CATHOLIC MASS 
WAS HELD AND 
RICKY WAS LAID 
TO REST IN THE 
OLD WETASKIWIN 
CEMETERY

• EXACTLY, TO THAT 
DAY, ONE YEAR 
LATER, I WAS 
BORN.  

• MY MOM WOULD 
HAVE NAMED ME 
SHANE RICK 
AFTER MY UNCLE, 
IF I WERE A BOY.



THE STORIES

1. Know your material in 

advance

2. Anticipate common questions

3. Rehearse your responses

• I grew up hearing many Ricky stories, about his 

adoption, and how energetic and rambunctious he 

was.

• We even visited his grave on occasion and brought 

him flowers.

• One story that stuck with me was when my mom 

would take him to the store. She mentioned the 

looks she would get from others, especially other 

indigenous community members, but she was so 

proud that they were able to help Ricky that she 

didn’t mind

• I recall most of my lifetime of feeling proud as well 7



REFLECTIONS

• Over the years, I often spoke about Ricky, almost 

bragging about the fact that I had an Indigenous Uncle. 

• This sparked a deep interest in the culture and I often 

gravitated toward Indigenous art and educational 

opportunities 

• This is why I enrolled in the Indigenous Canada Course at 

the University of Alberta.  

• It was at this course where I first heard about Residential 

Schools and the 60s scoop.  Well ahead of hearing about 

it in the media.
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THE SIXTIES 

SCOOP

• Where an estimated 20,000 

Indigenous Children were taken 

away from their families and 

fostered or adopted out to 

primarily white families during 

the 60s

• Tragic atrocities, I thought, but 

at least my family’s story was 

different... But was it?
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WAKE UP CALL

• I spent years reflecting on the media stories and still did not see what was right in front of me

• We hear so many tales of the cultural genocide that Indigenous Peoples endured but to me it 

always was what happened to an illusive “them”

• It was only very recently that I woke up and started to question the stories passed down from 

my family 

• What if the Child Welfare Agency was not telling the truth about the situation Ricky was in prior 

to being removed?

• What if he was taken from a family did not deserve it?  

• Does his family know what ever happened to him, that he has passed on? Who is his birth 

family?

• Did the Catholic Funeral Service and burial meet any cultural considerations his birth family 

would have wanted?

• All of a sudden, the 60s Scoop history became personal and I no longer felt a distance empathy 

but rather anguish for those that suffered  10



MY CALL TO 

ACTION

• I searched through my late mother’s personal affects to try and find records of 

his adoption to no avail

• I reached out to relatives looking for answers

• I searched archives, looking for victims of the 60s Scoop in the Wetaskiwin area

• All searches failed to find out the true story as I do not know Ricky’s birth or 

family name

• So what can I do?  

• I can acknowledge

• I can be an ally 

• I can share my story in the hopes of making it personal for others too

• My call to action has begun, and my journey for personal reconciliation continues
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THANK YOU FOR LISTENING 
TO MY JOURNEY 
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