Croileagan a'Chaolais

Gaelic immersion for Iona pre-schoolers

The Iona District Gaelic Playgroup is a
group of parents from our community
working to establish a program for our
pre=school children which will provide
saelic language exposure and instruction
through conversation, play, singing and
drama. The program will be conducted on
an immersion basis and will meet all the
requirement set the Nova Scotia
Government tor the care of young

;t will be open to all pre-school children
In the community whose parents wish them
to learn Gaelic, regardless of the language
backgrou_nd of the family. We recognize
the many advantages that knowledge of
Gaelic will give our children and teel that
it is essential for instruction to start at
the earliest possible age.

The proposed start-up date for the

playgroup will be known as “Croileagan a’
Chaolais" (literally translated as Gaelic
Flaygroup of the Strait). We appreciate
your support of your etforts ‘to establish
this program. :
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For turther intormation, please contact
Rosemarie McCormack, P.O. Box 3, Iona,
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_The politics of heritage language education

Who will pick the grapes?

by Mary Anne Ducharme

“Language has been used in society to maintain
the status quo, an important weapon in power
relations to keep minority groups out of the
mainstream and incapable of upward mobility.

One deliberate effect is to create a class or

manual laporers and menials who will do the
work no one else wishes to undertake. It
everyone were to achieve 'middle class' comfort
and status, to have Ireedom of economic
security, then who would pick the grapes?"

This was one of the observations ot Dr.
James Cummins of the University ot
Toronto, leader for a workshop on Cape
Breton Heritage Language in Iona on May
20. The event was funded and sponsored
by the Nova Scotia Highland Village and
the Secretary of State tor Muliticulturalism.
Thirty-three delegates and resource people
discussed mutual concerns regarding
heritage language, and the nature of
language as a vehicle for cuiture.

Dr. Cummins was reterring specifically to the
Hispanics in the .southwestern United States
who have been used to harvest crops, such as
grapes. Being kept in virtual servitude by poor
wages, cultural denigration, and lack of social
justice, many of these people internalized the
prejudice directed at them. They came to feel
ashamed of their language and culture,. and
because the schools did everything possible to
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At the language heritage workshop in Iona, Murdina Marshell of
Eskasoni S8chool and Marie Battiste of the Mi'kmawey School in 8t
Peter's discuss the survival of the Micmac language and what it -
means in terms of cultural survival for nutive people. Suys

Ma,rig Battiste: 'We do not want to become educated so that we can
lose our'own languuge and ways, gater the outside world und
become suocessful in its terms. Our life and culture are family-
centered and we become educated to help our own People and teach
them to understand how beautiful their language is and how they

‘may value themselves, and believe in themselves as Micmaos. We

want them to have u richer life within their fumilies and their
culture.’
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. -ipoint Letter to the Graduates of 88

"Ride your horses homeward’

by Mary Anne Ducharme

My tather was born in 1914 and is alive
and well in 1988. For thousands of years
of human history before him, people used
horses or other animals as means of
conveyance. My father went to church in
a carriage drawn by a horse; to school in
a bus pulled by a sturdy team; and in
winter he travelled by horse and sleigh.
He plowed ‘and harrowed and raked and
harvested with horses, and he worked in
the woods with them, and he remembers
“individual horses as boyhood friends. He
watched the first cars go by his mother

and father's farmhouse, and on occasion,

he and a horse helped a captive "Tin-—
Lizzy" out of the muddy ruts and sent it
on its noisy  way.

In 74 years, my tather saw incredibly rapid
changes that altered the world forever—-—
and that was in the span of one man's
lite! Time and space are compressing.
8,000 years ago, our ancestors began
agriculture. 5,500 years ago, they began
urban civilization. 200 hundred years ago
was the industrial revolution. My father
saw the advent of nuclear weapons,
genetic engineering, the computer
revolution, space travel, laser technology,
instant worldwide communication, and an
explosion of available knowledge.

He saw what none before him ever
dreamed of seeing: the bright blue marble
of earth as seen trom space; and he
understood better than any before him
that we are riders on this earth together.

What changes will you witness by the time
you are 74? Whatever is coming upon us
unseen at the present time, it is apparent
that each of us, individually, as well as a
society, will have to change as well.
There is no turning back to simpler times
and old ways, no matter how much we
cherish them, for the patterns of my
tather's lite are disappearing, and the
ways of your tfather will not be yours, no
matter how good his lite was and lis.

By your 74th birthday, our most advanced
automobiles, aircrafts, sea—going vessels,
and space shuttles will be regarded as
obsolete as the horsepower of my father's
boyhood. Fossil fuel technology may
disappear as did workhorses, and ‘our
present methods of power generation and
communication will be as quaint as crank
telephones. Diseases not yet heard of, and
those we have recently come to know, like
Aids, could wipe out entire civilizations in
the next generation; or diseases could be
eradicated entirely.

The tamily has undergone  profound
changes. The homemaker wifte,
pbreadwinner husband, the traditional two
or more children are realities in only a
tiny percentage of North American
households.

When my father was a boy, children grew,
married, settled down, and died close to
their place of birth. Most people lived in

villages, small towns, or on farms. !\iow
people move many times in a lifetime,
often across continents and across the
world. There is gain in this, in terms of
world awareness, but there is also a loss
in stability and a sense of roots. In
Canada, most people live in cities now,
and rural countrysides are gradually being
deserted, but there is a growing trend to
de—centralize as well. With computer
technology, more people can work from
their suburban or country homes and
commute to the cities only occasionally.
But still, this growth is primarily around
the larger cities, and in places like Cape
Breton, empty houses stand in pastures
returning to torests, and schools are
closing for lack of students, and the
economy falters dangerously. In places like
Cape Breton, there is a strangely
unbalanced society composed of fewer and
tewer young children, middle aged adults,
and retired seniors. . Vital young adults,
like yourselves, with energy and with a
long life ahead in which to build, dreams
and ambitions, are spending your energies
elsewhere.
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Collectively right now, we are looking
packwards at rural landscapes and the
rural rhythms ot life with either regret at
its passing, or with gladness at having
escaped it. We are collectively reveling in
the exciting lure of city life where there
is endless variety and a seemingly endless
supply of jobs. But for every gain, there is
a compensating loss, and those of you who
are leaving Cape Breton, will only
gradually understand the nature of your
loss. ’
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Those of you who choose to stay will gain
trom the stability of traditional values, a
clear sense of identity and heritage, and
the warmth of a society in which people
know and care about each other. However,
you will have to strive against a tendency
to become narrower in mind, to drift on
the tide of a kind ot blindness to the
mainstream world that shapes the tuture.

Whether you chose to leave or o stay,
you cannot fail to educate yourselves, or
to be indifferent to the issues that atfect
our lives here and everywhere in the
world. You cannot hide from the moral,
religious, political and social issues that
could carry us, like the Four Horsemen of
the Apocalypse, to an impending and
disasterous future. Our only armour 1s
knowlege and vision. And we must not,
like some world leaders, consult our
astrologers to see into the seeds of time.
To do so could only bring us to the brink
of the irrational and the dangerous chaos
of superstition.

Cape Breton is an Island, but we are not
islands entire of ourselves. As I have
sald, time and space have compressed.
Unexploded mines have been found in our
waters, souviners of World War II, and we

are at the very mouth of a contir}em
mined with potential tor nuclear explosions
trom the powerful nations to the south,
and across the pole to the north. Look at
our skies and you can see everyday
hundreds. of airplanes traversing our
airspace. It we sleep at night with a sens:e
of security, it is a talse one for no one 1s
sate. No one can stand still.

Regardless of the place or litestyle you
choose; there is only one wealth that you
can bring to your personal future and that
of the world. It is yourself. You are the
hope for the future. :

R R R R PR R e

One day many Yyears ago, a willtul,
undisciplinqd child, who was mostly blind,
and unwanted by her ramily, was driven in
a horse—drawn coach to a home for the
insane. There she lived in incredible
squalor and poverty among the sick and
insane, though she was neither. No matter
what difficulty you may remember that was
an unhappiness in your childnood, this
child endured rar worse. She was disliked

among students and teachers 1n her teens

and was given to fits or uncontrollable

temper. But then a special teacher, who

had understanding and vision beyond the

others, saw the real potential in her. When

the child graduated finally trom the

Perkins Institute for the Blind in Boston,

she was valedictorian and her speech 1s

still widely published and quoted. In part

of that speech she said: "Self—-culture 1s a

benetfit, not only to the individual, but
also to mankind. Every man who improves

himself is aiding the progress of socilety,

and everyvone who holds still 1s holding

back. The giri who Spoke tnese woras was
Anne suilivan, the one who jater was (o
teaa another blind girl out o1 ner adark.
sitent prison of seit and give 1o tne wWorla
Helen keler.

Not only can we be touched by the vision
of Anne, but as well by the teacher who
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