
Self-determination key to County development 
by Mary Anne Ducharme 

"People are the core of 
Inverness County development, 
not brit:ks and mortar, not 
'industry' in the tradi tionaJ 
meaning ot that word. Self­ 
determination is the key to 
County development." 

This was the consensus of 
opinion at the Community 

Economic Development 
Workshop at Keddy's Motel on 
November so and December I. 
Approximately 4o delegates 
respresenting a sampling of 
individuals involved. in 
development activities in the 
County attended this event, 
which is the t'irst of its kind in 
the area. 

"There are many things we 
don't want to change about 

living here." most agreed, "such 
as the friendly, helping 
attitudes of people; and our 
beautiful environment. 
However, we need to provide 
more fu11 time and worthwhile 
jobs which provide a reasonable 
standard of living." It was also 
agreed that solutions to 
development problems be self­ 
determining, that is in the 
control of, and appropriate to, 
local communities. "The culture 

and heritage ot an area should 
be considered in any 
development." 

Most of this development would 
be in the form of small 
businesses rather than mega 
projects. A greater emphasis on 
technology and a strengthening 
of primary industries were seen 
as necessarily connected. 
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Christmas Concert on Port Hood Island: 1917 
by Lilah Bird Smith 
Kerosene lamps flickered on the 
walls as the strong winds and 
swirling snow was taking place 
outside, Christmas decorations 
of home made paper chains and 
red paper bell were moving 
gently. from the ceilings. The 
six root Christmas tree stood 
majestic in the corner. It too, 
was decorated with paper. 
chains and all kinds ot 
homemade decorations. There 
were stringed cranberries, 
which we all picked at the edge 
of the pond in the autumn. 
This looked very colqurfu,l on 
the tree. AH day-the older boys 
of the school kept the pot 
bellied stove going with coal 
from the Port Hood mine. 

The place where this Christmas 
Concert was taking place was 
Port Hood Island, Cape Breton, 
and it was in the Island Hall. 

Our parents and friends were 
invited to this affair. In the 
early afternoon our Minister 
and his wife came from the 
mainland amid the ice noes. 
They stayed at our home ail 
night and was Master of 
Ceremonies for this occasion. 

# 

The program was under the 
direction or our teacher. Our 
lessons since the first of the 
month was shortened. After 
Christmas we were told we had 
to make up and had lessons to 
do on the holidays. 

I 
We were all supposed to look 
our best. My dress and hair 
ribbons for my hair were the 
same colour. I had a wine 
velvet dress, a hand me "down 
from a counsin the Boston 
states who out-grew it. I felt 
quite stylish, just like some of 

the models I say in T. Eaton's 
Catalogue. I was eight years of 
,age and felt quite grown up. 

Everyone attended this 
concert, parents carrying their 
little ones. Two young 
gentleme_n rrom the Boston 
states who were spending their 
Christmas vacation with their 
grandfather, a Mr. Parker, were 
there. One played the 
harmonica and the other one 
played the guitar. They helped 
out with the Christmas carols 
and singing. 

I was supposed to sing "Carol 
Sweetly Carol," but when I 
stood on the platfonn all the 
words left me. Teacher said 
"Take a deep breath," and she 
started again to play the Little 

continued. page 16 



December 1988-January 1989 Partici-Paper, page two 

Eastern Counties Regional Library 
A lifeline for rural readers ~ Viewpoint 

Dear Editor: 

Belatedly, I wish to thank you 
for your eloquent article in 
PARTICI-PAPER about the joys 
and necessity of reading and 
your kind words for the 
services offered by the Eastern 
Counties Regional Library. 

time-- ECRL has probably 
expanded its number of 
branches as much as is feasible 
in the foreseeable future. The 
branches now number seven, 
and are located in Margaree 
Forks, Port Hawkesbury, Petit 
de Grat, Mulgrave, 
Guysborough, Canso and 
Sherbrooke. The Mulgrave 
branch has the advantage of 
being located in the same 
building as the headquarters 
offices, from which we 
administrate the whole system 
of seven branches and two 
bookmobiles. 

Having, like yourself, grown up 
in an, urban and suburban 
setting with easy access to 
reading and study material; I 
can easily identify with your 
frustrations. There were also 
theatres and d·a nce ·Your readers might not have 
performances, concerts, art understood that there are two 
galleries, movies and all the municipal libraries accessible 
delights, of a culturally rich to them, both of which are ECRL 
urban environment. However, branches, namely the ones 
as we both know, rural living located in Margaree Forks and 
has its many advantages, and Port Hawkesbury. The library 
it was a choice sore of us made in Port Hawkesbury is located 
happily. In SAERC and has very 

. · : generous open hours. Many 
Due to funding constraints-- people from Inverness County 
our monies,from the Province, do their shopping in Port 

wand to a=lesser degree rromtne "jay/esbiiry and have the 
municipalities in our service ·option to combine it with a 
area, all of which are Visittothellb'rliry. Wearealso 
financially strapped at this very fortunate in having a well 

run, small· independent 
bookstore--VOLUME ONE--in 
the Port Hawkesbury Mall. 

It might not be as well known 
as is desirable that the ECRL 
borrowers card is also valid in 
other public libraries in Nova. 
Scotia. The library in Baddeck 
should soon be open again, and, 
of course, there is Mcconnel in 
Sydney. 

I do not believe that small 
village collections of donated 
books are the answer although 
the tradition by which private 
collectors shared their books 
with friends and neighbours 
has, historically speaking, been 
of immense value. 

ECRL does not have the rich 
collections of the large city 
libraries. but we do have 
access to these. resources 
through interlibrary lending 
and co-operation. There are 
the unadvoidable delays in this 
kind of library service although 
electronic communications has 
speeded' things up 
considerably. I am happy that 
we have been able to assist you 

inner Vision, Outer Voices 
A distinct and authentic Cape Breton voice 

in the past by drawing on, 
resources from our own system 
and from libraries outside it. I 
appreciate .that you ~,g,re 
pointing out this service to 
your readers. As you know, 
what the ECRL can offer is not. 
restricted to the books yo4 se"e ~ . ,,. 
on the shelves of the 
bookmobliles and the branches. • 

Granted. we are not within easy: . 
walking or driving distance.' 
and we are not open 24 hours a.. ,' 
day. Surviving in a rural area : · 
is very much a matter of 
planning and putting up with 
delays. Those winter storms 
could be deadly if we did not. > 

I would. also like your readers. 
to know that we have a lot more..', 
than books, for instance;'. 
records, cassettes. videos, ·' 
software programmes, and ·-­ . ' sh,,f games for children; Maybe tha·t ~ ,. -· 
u g® { «; could be the topic for another": . '. ~ ,..... 

article. · • 
! 

Thank you again for your' ' 
- ± f'< A,' strong promotion of reading and' 

the appreciation or·our efforts. ··· ,. 

Kerstin Mueller, , ~:: 
Chief Librarian =s 
EASTERN COUNTIES REGIONAL 
LIBRARY 

Farley · Mowat calls it a 
"vigorourous, earthy, 
sometimes funny, sometimes 
tragic evocation of the human 
heart playing the poetic 
measure in Cape Breton." His 
not un-poetic description 
refers to a new anthoiogy of 
Cape Breton poetry, INNER 
VISIONS, OUTER VOICES, 
published by University College 
of Cape Breton Press.' 

The antholoogy, edited by UCCB 
professor Dr. Clay Warren, is a 
wide-reaching collection of 
both original and previously 
published works. It contains 
poems by such well-known 
poets as Don Domanski, Rita 
Joe, Josepn McLeoa and the 
celebrated author, iconoclast, 
and sometimes Cape Breton poet 
Farley Mowat. 

One of the real innovations and 
strengths ot the book, however, 
is the number and quality of 
selections from little-known 

~ .... ' \ 

Cape Breton poets. Close to 
half the book is dedicated to 
original works, including a 
section or poems by "future" 
poets, (that is, authors under 
the age ot 18.) 

According to the editor, a call 
for poems was issued in the 
spring of 1988. "Poets, both 
accomplished and aspiring, 
were asked to submit up to 
three original poems for 
consideration. In response to 
this call, 160 poets (aged 18 
and over) sent in 402 poems, 
and 118 poets (aged under 18) 
sent in 204 poems." the poems 
were read many times by a 
panel of four experienced 
readers and recommendations 
were made to the editor. 

For the section covering 
previously published works, 
the archives or the Beaton 
Insititute were searched and 
"every attempt was made to 
read at least the books of 

twentieth century poets of the 
region as well as their poems 
published in journals and 
magazines. In all, some 1500 
poems were read as source 
material for the anthology." 

By dividing the book into four 
sections. (Present, Future, 
Past-Distant, and Past-Near), 
Warren has managed to capture 
a diversity of styles that 
reflects both contemporary and 
historical attitudes, but which 
also manages to echo the. sound 
a single, distinct and autnentic 
Cape Breton voice. 

INNER VISIONS, OUTER VOICES, 
published by the University 
College of Cape Breton Press, is 
now available in local retail 
stores. Soft-cover, $11.95. A 
limited hard-cover edition 
priced at $17.95 is available 
only from UCCB press, P.O. Box 
5300, Sydney, Nova Scotia, BIP 
6L2. Telephone (902) 539-- 
5300,Ext. 148. ' 

Partici-aper 
Mary Anne Ducharme, Editor 
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A Girf's Remembrance of Eriskay 
New Year's Eve on a Scottish Island 

by Marjorie Beaton 

In 1965 I sat by the window 
gazing out at the dusk, wishing 
I were a boy at this special 
time. It was scarcely a week 
since I had turned ten, an age 
when I could ·stay up to ring in 
the New Year. 

This was a big occasion for Neil 
and Allan, my two brothers. It 
was Hogamanay and they were 
preparing their sacks. Neil had 
long ago been seen shaking the 
last of the flour out of his over 
by the henhouse. 

My father too was busy putting 
together a caiseann, or torch .. 
At the sight ot the sKin, I 
couldn't help but think Dack to 
the meal served atter the 
midnight mass service at 
Christmas when Meagan, the 
pet lamb I. had raised from the 
age of two days, had been 
served up.tor our annual feast. 
My appetite was not too 
enthusiastic that night in spite 
of having fasted tor many 
hours. 

However, getting back to the 
caiseann, this skin actually 
belonged to another sneep. 
First, my rather laid it out flat, 
then covered it with fat, rolled 
it up and tied it with string. 

With pride, he said to me "LOOK 
at that, Mairoad. That 
caiseann will be as good as any 
that'll be made on the island 
this year!" 

I sincerely hoped they all would 
be that good. 

I looked up from where I was 
sitting with my dolls and saw 
my exhausted mother who had 
been scouring and polishing au 
day. It was customary on the 
last day of the year to get rid 

of aH the old dirt and nu att 
the cupboards with rood for the 
coming year. Whatever way the 
house was when the New Year 
came in, was how it wouJd be all 
year. 

Our cupboards were au ruu and 
on the table was a huge 
steaming clootie that had just 
come out or the pot. 

instructed a dozen times and 
left quickly in nigh spirits 
shouting "Chall 01 Chau 01" 
When they listened, they could 
hear others echoing back with 
the same call as they went 
merrily from house to house 
with their sacks. They knew 
that in some homes they would 
receive gifts · or food and in 
others they would leave some. 

How I wished that it was "Listen,"my mother said atter a 
midnight and that I'd get. a few minutes. "They're here I" 
piece! Indeed I could hear the chant 

"Chall o t Chall O I" coming 
closer. (To me it sounded like 
HaHol. HaHol) With great 
excitement we watched from 
the window as the boys were 
now going around the house 
three times sunwise, and 
saying their duan (lay or song). 
This one I knew: 

Now my brothers and their 
three friends were ready to 
leave with their sacks. My 
mother put a bonnach in one or 
the sacks, a pound of sugar in 
another, potatoes in another, 
tea in another, and a can ot 
milk in the last. 

My younger brother was "Thainigsinnenochd... " 
extremely happy to be going 
out with the older boys.. Then "Friceam, fraiceam, 

woman ot the house, let us in!" 
"When I was young," my rather 
said, " you had to perform a. 
teat ot strength before 
qualifying to go out with the 
older boys. At that time only. 
two groups went out with about 
20 in each group. There was a 
big rock up at Coilleag 
a 'Phrionnsa as each boy had to 
be able to move that rock 
before qualifying for the older 
group. My poor brother Dougie 
was a feeble little lad and much 
to his shame was sixteen before 
he could move it. 

I remember mother's words as 
they tramped about the house, 
making a great deal of noise 

:"WeU boys, be on your way, 
and don't torget to leave some ,. 
rood at Red Alasdair's house, 
and Ian Ban's and ... " · 

But they had already been 

There was the loud Knock at 
the door. My mother was 
waiting to let them in and they 
came like a gust or wind, the 
boys from down the road at Na 
Haun. The oldest boy headed 
straight tor the hearth and lit 
the caiseann. I could tell by 
looking that it was not as well 
made as my father's. 

My father looked very serious 
and asked "Who made it, your 
father? 
"Yes" . 
"Well, I hope it doesn't go out.", 
"It did go out on James Rory's 
wite," the boy said. 

I was scared now, as I sure did 
not want to be six teet under 
by next New Year. After all, I 
was the youngest and the last 
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