


Duncan Harry 
October 20, 1945 – December 2, 2015 



With babysitter, 

somewhere between 

Bralorne and 

Lillooet, B.C. 

Dad as a baby  



Dad (left) and younger 

brother Jimmy cutting wood. 
Two of  three brothers. Dad also has five 

sisters. I was told that if  they were 

allowed to go to the same residential 

school, they were not allowed to say hi or 

nod to each other or acknowledge each 

other. My Aunt did tell me that she saw a 

priest beating my Dad but was unable to 

do anything. 



Dad in woodwork class, 

Kamloops Indian 

Residential School. 
Screenshot from the “Eyes of  the Children: 

Life at a Residential School” CBC 

documentary. Dad was also quickly shown in the 

“We Were Children” documentary movie. He 

had terrible experiences at residential school and 

did not talk about it for most of  his life. His 

favourite memories were playing hockey, clearing 

the ice rink and going for walks. 



Mom & Dad 

start dating. 

August 1964. Photo taken on Lillooet 

reserve (T’it’qet), Lillooet B.C. 

Photo is from March 1965. 



Dad & Mom at Mom’s 

Nursing Graduation. 

Dad had the greatest hair. I printed this 

photo super large & taped it in every 

room Dad was in in the hospital for him 

to enjoy. He loved the younger photos of  

himself. Not so much the more recent 

ones. He loved when nurses & care aides 

commented on the photos as well. 



Mom & Dad married 

July 6, 1968 

Lillooet Reserve (T’it’qet) in 

Lillooet, B.C. 

 



Dad, my brother & me. 
Darren was born Feb. 1972. I came 

along July 1973. My younger brother 

Duncan Jr (not pictured) was born 

August 1976. 

Dad added yellow pads to the tricycle 

pedals so my feet would reach. He 

was incredibly thoughtful. 



Dad fishing on the 

Fraser River 

Dad loved to fish and hunt. When 

he was in the hospital, out of  the 

blue, he started asking about 

fishing; how fishing was going. It 

was like his body clock knew 

when it was time to fish. He 

amazed us all the time. 



Dad & the hunting crew 

I was recently asked to describe my Dad. 

I said he was the ultimate survivor & 

ultimate provider. He survived a 

traumatic childhood, met & married my 

Mom and provided us with a home to 

live in & traditional foods to eat. He did 

his best to protect us from the things he 

had to endure. After what I saw and 

experienced in the hospital, I feel like it’s 

my turn to help. 



Cover of  the 

Vancouver Sun 
March 1983 – Photo was taken 6 years after 

Dad fell 20 feet from a scaffolding on to a 

concrete slab. 

“Top of  the Dome. Ironworker Duncan 

Harry, hoisted 61 metres above the playing 

field in BC Place stadium by a crane, 

cleans out the inner lining of  fabric dome 

that is stadium’s roof.” 


