- I Remember

i  ASLDLES
Itkaumayuktaga
Itkagijuami

Ni Kiskae Sin
Ganaldaii
Kenahndi

Kenahdi

K'ét'aa Kenandih
> Henazni







7&@1&& Décmwg‘y# 30~ /&Cf>
I Remember

I remember when I was young, my mother used to read the
Bible to us. My father used to go out hunting a lot. Some-
times he would stay out for a few days, so every night my
mother would read to us. When she finished reading, she
would talk about the story, and we would lie on her bed and
listen. Sometimes we would fall asleep.

Martha Idlout is from Resolute Bay. She is a student at Arctic
College in Iqaluit.

Here is Martha’s story in Inuktitut:
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A LearnlngExperlence

If I recall correctly (hey, I'm not that old!), this story began
during the 1964-65 school year in Inuvik where I was a resi-
dent of Stringer Hall, attending Sir Alexander Mackenzie
School. But I know I was in the sixth grade. At this time my
parents had moved to Holman from Coppermine. In those
days communication with our parents was very difficult and
minimal. Very few communities had telephones then. I had to
write letters to my parents if I wanted to hear from them.

So I began to write letters to my parents — in English, of
course. Although I was fluent in Inuinnaqtun I had not learned
the writing system. Schools never taught it then; English was
the language to teach! My letters took a loooong time to reach
Holman as the sched plane flew in only once a week. I kept
writing faithfully hoping that they were receiving my letters
and that I would soon receive some mail. I don’t remember
exactly how many I did receive, perhaps only two. Disap-
pointment was starting to set in and motivation to continue
writing was almost nil.

Then one day a thought came to my mind. Aha! Now I knew
what my problem was! All that time I had been writing in
English and my father was the only parent who was able to
read it. (He attended residential school before my time in
Aklavik.) “How about if I wrote to Mom instead of to Dad?” I
asked myself. So that’s exactly what I did. I immediately had
another problem. I did not know how to write in Inuinnaqtun.

Anyway, I painstakingly attempted my first letter to Mom.
What a tough job it turned out to be trying to use the English
alphabet to write in my language. The alphabet did not seem
to represent the sounds of my language, and I kept confusing
the two languages.
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However, I continued until I managed to fill one page about 5
or 6 days later. Off my letter went in the mail. After another
loooong wait, my name was posted on the bulletin board as
having received mail. What excitement!

Up to this point I had never seen my mother’s writing, let
alone read Inuinnaqtun. So after another 5 or 6 days of read-
ing and re-reading, I was finally able to understand my letter.
Writing it was one tough task, reading it was just as tough!
My mother wrote in her old method whereas I wrote in my
own way, inventing as I struggled.

In the end, this led to regular letter writing. And most impor-
tantly, I think this made me appreciate and value my language
much much more!

Edna Elias is the president of the NWT Literacy Council. She
lives in Coppermine and is principal of Kugluktuk School.

In Inuinnaqtun, Edna says:

Inuhiqqut ugauhiqqullu atayuk atauhiqtut. Ugauhiqqut
tamakkat inuhipta ilanga tuquhun’nguyuk.

Quyangiyakka arhugaluk ananaga ananattiagalu
ilihautivangmanga inuhighapnik hadya atukpaligapku
ilihaktait uvamnut.




When my son first went to Joamie School, it was my first
time for one of my kids to go to school. I never really thought
about reading any books.

When my son brought a book home, he asked me if I can read
it. I said let me see it. It was written in English, and I wasn’t
very good at reading but I tried my best. My son asked me
how come you can’t read very well. Maybe because I didn’t
go to school or I was shy to read. So I started to read more
English books.

Next my son brought home Inuktitut books, and I read it all
the way through, but I couldn’t understand it all. I had to ask
my mother and sisters. I try to read and write as often as I can
so I can tell what’s in the books and what it means.

My son likes Inuktitut books because he can read them. He
sometimes asks me what it means. My daughter goes to
school now, and she understands what she reads about. She
learned it from her brother.

Sarah Papatsie is a mother of four and lives in Iqaluit.
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When I was young and first able to read, apparently I became
occasionally obsessed with finding * paper or “books” to
read. C oo

My father who worked as a janitor at the two classroom i
school often spoke about the many hot summer days when I
would show up to visit him at work and then spend hours in
the library “reading” and browsing through books and pubh—
cations. . |

It was recalled by certain elders that‘I was oneflitﬂe boy who
when tired of playing outside in the long winter nights would
often come alone to their homes and sit quietly on the floor
by the door. After awhile they would amusingly scold each
other for not providing me with reading material right away
and someone would rummage around for comics and maga-
zines which they knew I had come for. They would paint
verbally a picture of a little Dene boy in winter clothing
sitting by the door close to the woodstove quietly readmg
comics.

It was not so long ago that the first school was built in Fort
Good Hope and not so long ago that books came available.
They remember me as the first avid reader. I remember the
houses, the comics, the magazines...

Stephen Kakfwi is from Fort Good Hope. After serving as the
president of the Dene Nation, he was elected to sit in the
Legislative Assembly. He continues to represent the Sahtu and
to serve as a Cabinet Minister.




When I was young and first started attending public school at
the Aklavik Day School, I loved to read. During my elemen-
tary school years, I think I read every book that was in the
school’s public library. I used to take out 3 to 4 books at a
time. It got so bad that when my dad told us to turn out the
lights at night, I would read under the blankets using a flash-
light. No wonder that today I need bifocal glasses to read!

When I started writing, I used to get my “b’s” and “d’s”
mixed up, and used to print my name “Frebbie” instead of
“Freddie”. The kids used to tease me about that and some of
them still remind me of that today.

Fred E. Koe is the Member of the Legislative Assembly from
Inuvik.
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WhatIsMyName"

I remember when I was in kindergarten in Saskatoon,
Saskatchewan. I couldn’t write or spell my name. Next to me
was a girl who was writing her name. So I started to copy her
name. The teacher said, “Lisa, that isn’t your name.” She
wrote my name down at the top of the paper. I started to copy
my own name. Since then I can write my own name Lisa.

Lisa Mackenzie is a student at Chief Jimmy Bruno School in
Edzo.

My Library Teacher

She had a few gray hairs. She usually had no expression on
her face, but everyone knew she liked what she did. Her name
was Miss Hardie, and she is the lady who read to us and
taught us how to read. '

She would sit each class on the carpet in a circle and send one
student to pick out a book that she would read to us. She read
short stories and if there was no more time, she would con-
tinue the next time we saw her. She was our library teacher.

Kooyoo worked for ten years and has just gone back to school
in Iqaluit.




It was summertime, because we were back from school. We
were on our way to Drybone Bay by boat. The boat was full
— my mom and dad, Alizette, Louise, me, the twins, my
brother, and the little ones. We’d left Yellowknife and were on
our way. My mum pulled out this letter she had picked up at
Weaver and Devore in Old Town. Both Louise and Alizette
wanted to read it for her. They were trying to outdo each other
to see who would get to read it.

My mum had a funny, knowing smile on her face, as she
watched these two girls fight over the letter. She let Louise
take the letter, and Louise quickly opened it up. She had a
surprised look on her face when she found out she couldn’t
read it. My mum laughed.

My mum laughed because the letter was in Dogrib syllabics.
Louise just stared at the letter. Alizette said, “Let me look at
it.” Then my mum took the letter and started to read to them
in Dogrib. The letter was from my sister Helen who was at
the Charles Camsell Hospital in Edmonton. Even though my
sisters heard the letter, they had to look at it and look at it. Tt
was hieroglyphics to them. '

Rachel Crapeau lives in Detah. You can hear her on CKNM-
FM radio.



Here is Rachel’s story in Dogrib:

Lik'¢ hot'e, nihtt'eko ts'o nats'ide 11¢. Ela t'a K'otiachehtt'a
ts'0 ts'eede. Ela dagorg. Semo, seta, Liza, Louisa, si,
nat'iike, sechi x¢ sedé negechalea. Soombak'¢ gots'o
nats'echde 11¢. Semo nihtl'e wett'a¢hchi 1l¢ eyi t'a kaymwa.
Nihtt'e geas tt'axoo Liza, Louisa nihtt'¢ k'eyagihti. Gigho
amii gakwe nihtt'e k'eyagihti gemiwo 1l¢.

Semo deti nake goghainda 1l¢. Gogho nasedld niwo. Dii
niht?'¢ Louisa niyechi ayila. Louisa nihtf'e kaihdla. Nihtt'e
k'achtg tl'axoo yegho enihsha die. Yek'eyahti xa die. Semo
yegho naosedlo.

Daanigho nasedlo hot'e sii nihtf'® Thchod k'¢ dek'echti'e 1le.
Louisa ekii nihtt'e k'e k'eet]. Liza adi, Wek'aihta. Semo
gogha nihtl'¢ k'eyaihti, hazho¢ ayii wek'e dek'e¢htt'¢. Hot'e
ne 1le hagoehdi. Eyi nihtt'e semba Elia gots'o ayila hot'e 1le.
Inda kondee ts'Q 1l¢, eyako TB gha wheda 1l€. Semo nihtt'e
gogha k'eyaihti. Hot'e diit’e ko semba nake t'a¢?g gots'o
nihtl'e k'e k'egeet'l. Gigha fady yati xogear while.




When I was in kindergarten, my teacher Nowdla Arnaquq
used to read stories to us. Whenever she would finish a story,
we used to tell her to read another, and she would usually read
one more to us. We used to enjoy her stories because she
would make us laugh and giggle. One of my classmates used
to cry when the story finished. When we went to grade one,
she and her family moved to Pond Inlet.

When I was in grade three, my Inuktitut teacher Annie Pudloo
used to read to us too. She would read to us every day, and we
really enjoyed her stories. She taught us how to make books,
so we could read them to our parents and sisters or brothers. 1
used to enjoy making books.

Whenever I babysat at Susan Black’s, her daughter Jessica
would ask me if I could read a story to her. I would say, “I’ll
read you a story before bedtime.” She would say, “I want you
to read a story right now,” but I said, “Not right now,” so she
would cry. When I tried to calm her down, I would say, “T’ll
read you three bedtime stories only if you stop crying,” so she
would stop crying. When it was bedtime, I read three stories
to her. When I finished reading, she used to tell me to read
again, so I would read one more story.

Jeannie Korgak lives in Igaluit.



Aunt Lin‘dy"‘s Diary

More than one hundred years ago, my grandma’s Aunt Lindy
got a diary for Christmas. She was a farm girl who hired out
to other families to help with housework. There were six girls
and two boys in her own family, so they didn’t need her at
home.

For a year, she wrote a few sentences every day about what
she did. She wrote about visiting friends and about going to
prayer meetings with one man or another. She wrote about
spending a whole day hauling water and washing clothes by
hand. On a quiet winter night, she wrote about hearing the
sleigh bells from far away. Aunt Lindy fell in love with Mr.
Hudson that year, but there was a crisis in October. Her last
entry for the year was about her Christmas wedding to a
different man. There can be a lot of drama in a few simple
words.

I’'m glad Aunt Lindy wrote about her life so long ago. Her
words reach out and bring us close together.

Charlotte Babicki works for the NWT Government in
Yellowknife. She is on the NWT Literacy Council board.

Steve McGovern




At the age of 10, I attended school in Inuvik and stayed at
Stringer Hall. What I remember most was not being able to
read the letters my mom wrote to me. I thought they were
very private letters and would have liked to read them again
when I felt homesick. I had to let someone else read for me.
Now that I can read and write in both English and
Inuvialuktun I feel that there are no barriers that I cannot
overcome.

Beverly Amos is an interpreter-translator for the Inuvialuit
Communications Society in Inuvik.

Here is Beverly’s story in Inuvialuktun:
Taigurnirtigun Itqariyatka

Qulinik ukiunikkama ilisariartuami Inuvingmun
tukkumablunga Stringer Hallmi. Itqarivagara amaamangma
aglangman unamnun. Taiguyuittunga taimani allanik
taigutivarpaktuami. Uvamnik taigusukpaktuami ilangma
takusulivialukaptigik. Qangma aglaan taigurpaligtuami
aglagpaliglungalu Taniktun Inuvialuktunlu ayunrirtuam
gangma.



In life, doing really good is not easy at first, but we are soon
rewarded. Learning how to read and write is hard at the be-
ginning only. Very soon we enjoy it. We can read what the
others are saying. We can tell others what we think and how
we feel. Writing a letter is like talking to somebody, reading
the answer is exciting.

When I was very young, I learned how to read French. There
were, then, no real books at first, just charts on the wall with
the letters a e i o u and the other letters arranged by sounds.
After a few days in school, we put those letters together for
simple words like papa, mama. More charts, more words, and
we knew how to read. We put those words on our slates — no
paper yet — and we knew how to write. We were proud of
ourselves.

Then many years later, I learned in this country how to speak
English. It is very different from French. One day I asked a
Sister, a good teacher, if there were some rules for the pro-
nunciation of the words. She said, “Yes, there are rules, but,”
she added, “the best way not to make mistakes in reading is
knowing every word.” I have tried that ever since.

I enjoy using the few languages I know — French, English,
Slavey, Latin, and some Greek — five languages like the five
fingers in the hand. They help one another with pleasure —
the complete happy hand.

Father Denis, O.M 1., came to the NWT from France in 1938.
He first lived in Fort Good Hope where he learned English
and Slavey. Since 1968, he has been the priest at St. Theresa
of the Child Jesus Church in Fort Franklin.
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The whole idea of reading was first introduced to me by my
grandmother Qt’e. I used to watch her read in Slavey.

When my grandmother lived in the bush with us, some of my
aunts and other relatives would write to my grandmother on a
nice piece of paper bag. They wrote to her on many different
topics. They would write about how the people were, who
was in, who became new parents — all these things they
wrote of. My grandmother would lay the paper out flat in
front of her and read it to us.

Once she finished reading to us she would say, “Now I will
write back to them.” She would take a wooden pencil,
sharpen it well, and wet the end. She would tear out a small
piece of brown paper bag and lay it out flat in front of her,
and she would start to write.

She would start out with what she wanted them to buy her.
She would also tell how many moose my father killed. She
would write of the condition of the river and the water and
also of what my mother was sewing. My grandmother had so
much news. Sometimes my grandmother would write to my
Aunt Lucy asking her to make slipper uppers. My aunt would
write back in Slavey and send the uppers with her letter.

It was indeed because of my grandmother that I started to take
a liking to reading. Thank you, Grandma!

Ethel Blondin-Andrew (Sheleh) was elected in 1988 as
Member of Parliament for the Western Arctic. Ethel has a
background in education, training, culture, and communica-
tions. Reading is one of her favourite activities to relax and
learn — it never ends in the world of reading.



Here is Ethel’s story in Slavey:

Ediri 7erihtl'é k'sgots'ede si1 ale sini setsy Ot'e béredi la
sedad Denek'¢ 7erihtl'é k'e gode beghdihda. Setsy nahéhé
dechita ndgwe nidé sendo keh gots'e nahéhot'ine 2¢éhda keh
k'ola nez$ 7erihtl'é yiwé henaorahch'i k'eh yets'{ oekeretl'é.
Godi guli setekéch'a karasah gho yets'f 2ekeretl'é. Dene
gogha dégéht'e chu gho yets'{ 2ekeretl'é, ami1 seyaili gots'e
amil bezha gohti chu gho sareygné eyi gho Setsu ts'¢
sekerett'é. Setsu nezd nitéyira gots'e nahets'é yek'egode.

Deverihtl'é gho 2anaot'é mdé kadi sini gots'é senaruhtl'é hadi.
Dechi »2erihtt'échiné nezo nak'd gots'e yelo nagohtse gots'e
serthtt'éwé henaorahch'i gots'e nezd debe nitéyira gots'e
seretl'é.

Ayii segha ndkuhdi niwe nidé gok'eniyerett'é. 7aba ats'é
danéht'e whek'é midé chu gho 72eretl'é. Tu déit'e chu godi,
tsawé gho chu goégode, ayii 7ama nasenelu hadi gho 7erett'é.
Setsu begodi 19, Sendo Lucy chu tahtare 2ehtsu yets'é
seretl'é, gots'e ket'a segha nehts't yéhdi. Sendo 2ehtsu ts'¢
nareret!'é nidé ket'a k'ola yets'¢ niyele.

Setsu ts'thodné la serithtt'é k'e gots'ede negorirg. Mahsi
9ehtsu.



Terry Hill



The Bookworm

I have always been a big reader. Indeed, the very name by
which I am known comes from the fact that I read a lot as a
child. People know me as Ben, but that is a nickname given to
me when I was 11 or 12 by a young friend. We were arguing
about some fact or other. When it was discovered that I was
right, he got angry and dubbed me a bookworm. From that it
became Benny the Bookworm, after a cartoon character. It
stuck. Today, it’s just Ben. Only my mother and sisters call
me by my real given name. Everyone else calls me Ben, short
for Benny the Bookworm.

“Ben” McDonald is a staff member at the Union of Northern
Workers in Yellowknife.

Kispin 0ma nihiyiwiwin pikskwiwin ika
tawanihta mitoni kwayas koyi ayamihciki
€kwa masinayhiki asci.

This Cree message was contributed by Harry Lawrence of

Yellowknife. In English it says: You can learn to keep your
languages strong. Learn to read and write.



I Liké';tOiRéad

I grew up in the bush. When I was nine years old, I broke my
arm so I was sent to Edmonton. I didn’t understand or speak
English. I didn’t understand what the doctors and nurses were
saying to me when I first arrived. However, after a while 1
started understanding English. I stayed at the hospital for
about three months. The children at the hospital were sent for
lessons every day, so I started attending with them.

After three months, I was sent to Fort Resolution. My parents
had moved there with the family. When I arrived, my older
sister had started school so I started too. That’s where I
learned how to read.

Once I learned how to read, I was always reading. Sometimes
I used to read one book in one day. I remember how my
mother used to get mad at me because I was always reading
and not doing my chores. I remember this one time, I really
wanted to finish this book that I was reading, so I hid behind
the smokehouse to finish reading the book. I could hear my
mother calling me but I didn’t answer. I just kept reading.
Later, when I finally finished reading the book, I went into the
house. Boy, was my mother mad at me.

Ever since [ was a child, I have enjoyed reading. Even now I
enjoy it very much. I’m glad I know how to read because it’s
benefitted me a lot and still is.

Sabet Biscaye is now an Assistant Deputy Minister for the
Government of the NWT in Yellowknife.



Here is Sabet’s story in Chipewyan:

Nanis niya. ?eldta seghdy ku, segan nate t'a, yunaghe sett1.
That'in distth'ailu, thatin tthi yastile. Nadérelya - u, nérs - u,
sets'én daiyélti huli, tadaihedi si benoresnile. Hat'e hiili,
nades tf'4 hadhér - u, thatin yati distth'a 7aja. Tagh z4 hik'e
xa ndidhér. Sekui 7eya kue nade si, dz1 hént'u, 2erehtt'is
héneltén t'a, si tth'i dénexél naisda.

Tagh za tI'a Deninu Kie ts'€n nasélti. Setihkui Deninu Kye
ts'én sekui xél sedihicas k'é. Sare 7erehtl'is kue hunitthér k'é
t'4, nist'agh tt'4 si tth'i serehtt"is kye hiinitthér. Peyér
serehtl'{s k'asti huresdén.

Perehtl'is kasti koresha 2aja tl'a, hett'as ts'én 7erehtt'is kasti.
Nok'e 21htd dz; k'e, 21tdgh 7erehtl'is kasti nast'é. Benasni,
sets'1 2ama nok'e sets'én nolch'ugh ni, serehtl"{s kastay gha
thida - u, t'asi hestsile t'ad. 71tdgh benasni, 7erehtt'fs kasti
nost'é yisthén t'4, bériye t'€s nanes», sets'1 2ama bech'azy.
Sekasil distth'agh hiili, t'asasile. ?erehtt'is kasti nast'e suhdd
yis dasja. Sets'éts'ilch'e s1.

Sekui hests si ts'én 7erehtt'is kasti basthi. Du huli hast'e.
Perehtt'is kasti koresha si bet'6ritthér - u, bet'érilva t'a, seni.



How I Learné‘d‘ toSeakSlavey Again

I spent many years in Grollier Hall in Inuvik getting an edu-
cation, and every summer I would go home to Fort Norman.
It was fun at first but towards the end it turned more and more
difficult. I was getting better at the English language but my
shutoa got’ine (mountain) language was fleeting. I would go
home for the summer months and talk with my dad about
hockey, Bobby Orr and the other great hockey players and
games I’d seen. With my mother I tried to talk about the A, B,
C’s of school. Little did I realize that they had no idea what I
was talking about. They spoke mostly about living off the
land, the beauty of the land, the rivers, the mountains, and
stories of living in the bush, but I never quite understood what
they were talking about. This went on until I finished school.

When I got home, I got a job with the Government. I had to
talk and be with people who spoke mostly Slavey and, much
to my surprise, I found it quite difficult. I realized I could talk
the talk but could not walk the walk. I needed to learn the
language so the stories, the language, and the tradition could
make sense once again. I was told the best way to do this was
by spending all or most of my time with the elders who spoke
only Slavey and to ask questions. I sat with these elders and
they talked about everything elders talk about and more. They
sensed that I was trying to learn something from them, and
they went out of their way to help. Whenever they were trying
to tell me stories, I must have had this funny look on my face.
They would stop and say do you know what this word or this
phrase means? Usually my non-response would indicate the
negative, then they would patiently explain whatever it was
that needed explaining.

(2]



The elders did a good job. It was not too long after that I got
to things like interpreting and translating for them whenever
they had problems with the English language. Elders have a
way to talking to you if you have a limited knowledge of the
language. They have a way of handling you delicately so you
can come back for more. They have a way of telling you
stories that will make you laugh, cry, think, smile, get angry,
feel a bit of loneliness, and more importantly know when it is
time to quit. ’

Paul Andrew was born in the Mackenzie Mountains across
Jrom Fort Norman. He is a shutoa got’ine (mountain people).
He is a former chief of the band council there, has served on
the executive of the Dene Nation, and now lives in Yellowknife
working for CBC. '




New Books

My first reading memory goes back a long way to the village
where I was brought up, Marieville, Quebec. At that time, |
was going to elementary school with nuns from the Presenta-
tion de Marie — the convent, as we called it. Each week we
crossed the school yard to venture into this new world, the
place with beautiful books! For years the same lady served us
and made sure, with infinite patience, that we had brought
back all the books we had borrowed. I will never forget those
years, the smell of new books, and the rush for the shelves to
be the first to choose!

France Benoit works for the Department of Education in
Yellowknife.

Here is France’s story in French:

Des Livres Neufs

Mon premier souvenir de lecture remonte aux visites a la
bibliotheque municipale du village ou je fus élevée,
Marieville, dans la province de Québec. A cette époque,
j’allais a I’école élémentaire chez les soeurs de la Présentation
de Marie; au couvent, comme nous disions. Chaque semaine
nous traversions la cour d’école pour nous aventurer dans ce
monde nouveau, cet endroit plein de beaux livres a lire! Pen-
dant des années la méme dame nous servait et s’assurait, avec
une patience infinie, que nous avions bien rapporté tous les
livres empruntés. Jamais je n’oublierai ces années, I’odeur
des livres neufs et 1a ruée vers les rayons afin d’étre la
premiere a choisir!

)



When I was young, my mother used to tell stories to me before 1
went to bed. These stories were passed down from her mother.
There were no books, but my mother remembered what was told
to her then she passed those stories down to us.

As my mother was reading to me before I went to sleep, I would
usually ask her what was going to happen and what else did she
say. I would keep asking her, then she would finally tell me. This
went on for I don’t know how long, but it is my childhood
memory.

Now that I am no longer a child, sometimes I remind my mother
that I used to enjoy her telling stories. I kind of tease her to tell
me again, but she won’t. She says that I am now grown up and it
was a long time ago. But I am sure she remembers.

Koalie Ataguyuk is attending Arctic College in Igaluit. He hopes
to become a welding apprentice.

Learning Feels Good

When I was first reading and writing it was kind of complicated
for me. Sometimes teachers said to me to read or write that
paragraph for them, but it was pretty hard for me to do that. Now
I am getting there slowly. It’s pretty nice to understand how to
read and write, because if you don’t, you don’t understand
what’s going on around you. When people say good things to
you about when you read for the first time, it’s a good feeling.
But it takes time to learn how to read and write.

Glen Tutcho is 20 years old and lives in Fort Franklin. He goes
to upgrading at Adult Ed and hopes to finish grade 12 and then
get into an apprenticeship.
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The Wondersofthe 'Written Word

At the age of 6, my father, Awa, was the first person to show
me the wonder of the written word. He taught me syllabics so
I could write a letter to my Grandfather who at the time lived
in another camp. I eagerly read the replies to my letters.

My fascination grew with the written word. When I was 11
years old Father Fourier, O.M.I., Igloolik taught me Roman
Orthography. I learned to read both Inuktitut Syllabics and
Roman Orthography fluently before any schools opened their
doors.

Learning to read in English opened up a wealth of informa-
tion to me. I was able to read in depth about other peoples,
events, etc., around the world. I could read when and what I
wanted.

Today reading is still a great passion, far more useful than
television.

Reading in both languages has been my greatest asset and I
owe much to my father and Father Fourier for introducing me
to the wonders of the written word.

James Arvaluk represents Aivilik in the Legislative Assembly.
He is the Minister responsible for Education, Culture, and
Employment Programs.



Look at Books

When I was in grade 3, my teacher Mrs. Brown would always
point out to us how the book looked. Does it look like a nice
book to read? Then slowly, she would turn the page for all of
us to see, and to make sure we were paying attention, which
we all were. Mrs. Brown was one of my favourite teachers
when I was attending Nakashuk School, a couple of months
before I left to go to Allen Island. She told me to remember
always to make sure you look at books because they are very
important. Books are the future for everyone. The world will
be learning from them. A book will show you how things are
happening.

Atchina Uniugsaragq is attending academic studies at Arctic
College.

Rob Butler



Learnmgm McPherson

Learning to read and write was first taught to me by my
cousin Florence Peterson of Fort McPherson. When she was a
child, she and a few other children who lived in McPherson
year round were taught by the missionary’s wife in her home.
There was no school in McPherson then. I was too young to
attend the classes, so I used to sit outside until school was out
and then question Florence about what she had learned in
school. As soon as she got home, Florence taught me what
she had learned that day. This went on all winter.

The next fall I would be old enough to go to school, and I
would be sent to a residential school in Aklavik. In June each
year, the Indian Agent came to Fort McPherson to pay Treaty
to the status Indians. My mom told me when my dad went up
to receive our treaty money, he would hand me my $5 and I
was to give it back to the Indian Agent. She said if he would
give my money to the government in Ottawa and ask them to
build a day school in Fort McPherson, I would not have to
leave home at such a young age to attend school. Lo and
behold, the following fall we had a two-room day school built
and from then on the younger children didn’t have to be sent
away from home to attend school. o

This is how I started to learn to read and write. A million
thanks to people like my cousin Florence for being instrumen-
tal in my learning. I’m still learning and have just completed
a university linguistics course. So all you young and old who
read this story, remember you are never too old to learn and
being literate is cool and rewarding.

Sue Look reads and writes in Gwich’in as well as English.
She works for the government in Yellowknife.
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Here is Sue’s story in Gwich’in:

Tr'0ochit edinehtteh kak giniinkhii ts'at idinihtl’00 dai',
sheejii Florence Peterson gashuuniltin. Ashik gwinoo
T'eetl'it Zheh danh Getr'onahtan zheh goo'aii kwaa, aiits'at
giinkhii tr'iinjoo azhik tr'iininkat zheh gwireh t'igiinchuu aii
dizheh gwizhit goanahtan. Jitii sheejii gik'anjii aii uu'ee
nadik ts'at gahshuunatan. Khaii tthak juu didin.

Aii khaints'an atat gehshitr'ohantan geenjit shighaii
gwit'€elyaa. Aii gwindo June nan zhik Treaty tseedhoh
diitsan tr'ahts'ih. Azhik neegwidadhat danh nit'ith nekhwa
tseedhoh uujih ji' vah natchiindik ts'at nitseedhoh aii dinjii
vitsan nayahts'ii, aiits'at jii shitseedhoh Ottawa gwizhit
Government vitsan nayahts'ii ts'at nekhweenjit getr'onahtan
zheh tahtsah vanuu, shahan shah nuu, aiits'at akoo divatnuu.
Aiittee niinshuuk kwaa srah tr'ihchoo k'adilak aii kak vah
gehtr'onahtan zheh gwigwidal k'atr'ilik. Aiits'at at'arah
gehtr'onahtan zheh nitr'igwiinshah, khaii gwitchih. Aiittee
atat tr'iinin vighaii leih kwaa getr'ohanahtan eenjit ihtoh
natr'itahzhik kwah.

Juutsants'at tat edinehtteh ik'iniljik, sheejii Florence
gwiintloh masih oojihnuu Tthehee gahshitr'onahtan ts'at
tthehee gik'iniljih.

Juudin tthak jii kak giinkhii ts'at gwik'it tthehee
ginakhwatr'onahtan nodhan ji' akoo dakhwo'in. Edinehtieh
kak tr'igiinkhii ts'at itr'idantt'0o hah gwitchil'ee ts'at shoh
tr'iinlih.



Write Your O Story Here
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