


LIVING BETWEEN THE SEA AND THE SKY

For two days in October, over 100 Islanders came together
with Arny and Amy Mindell under the red roof of the
Skidegate Small Hall to contemplate what it means to be
Living Between the Sea and the Sky.

Brought together by our curiosities around Island issues
and a collective will to actively participate in creating positive
change in our futures, we set off on a journey to enliven body,

mind, spirit, community, and the world.



INTRODUCTION

On the windswept Saturday morning of October 23, 1999 Patty Daniels,
Gowgaia Institute’s Community Program Director, launched the workshop
with a warm welcome.

A goal of Gowgaia, she said, is to ensure that what we have here today
remains in equal value and measure for generations to come. Such a goal
is not unique to the Gowgaia Institute, as many people and groups share
the desire to see positive change occur in their communities.

The path leading to a mindful legacy shares a course with the inclusive
and inspiring nature of the Mindell's work. Thefr dynamic group process
draws on local issues, needs and desires as each workshop is defined from
within. Regardless of size, the Mindell’s are capable of moving even the
largest gathering towards new levels of awareness, communication and
transformation. The longevity of local groups, originating from the
- Mindell's previous two visits to the Islands, are a bright example of the
real and positive impacts new awareness, dialogue and concrete action
can have in our communities.

Our hope is that during this weekend we will find an increased under-
standing of the relationships we have with each other, and the land that
sustains us, in order for generations after ours to enjoy what we do today,
Patty concluded.



BLESSING

Jenny Cross, on behalf of her father Chief Skidegate, Dempsey Cotlinson,
welcomed us all by singing Chief Skidegate's Welcoming Song and by
reading her great grandfather Chief Skidegate, Lewis Collinson's,
insightful prose People Are Like Trees.

Feople ate like trees, and groups of people are like forests.

While the forests are composed of many different kinds of trees,

these trees intertwine their roots so strongly that it is impossibie

for the strongest winds which blow on our islands to uproot the forest.
For each tree strengthens its neighbour,

and their roots are inexplicably entwined.

In the same way the people of our Islands,

composed of members of nations and races from all over the world,
are beginning to intertwine, their roots so strongly

that no troubles will affect them.

Just as one tree standing alone would soon be destroyed by the first
strong wind which came along, so is it impossible for any person,
any family, or any community to stand against the troubles of this world.

Lewis Collinson, Chigf Skidegate
March 1966

Nika Brown and Irene Mills sang #agaay gyaaga, a paddle song, which
Nika said symbolizes the beginning of our journey together.



PRESTAC MR




DAY ONE

The Beginning

The journey began with words from Heather Dudoward, Kevin Brown,
Cynthia Davies and Rory Annett as they shared their personal stories of
what is means to ‘make a living and live their culiure on these Islands.’
Included is the story by Cynthia Davies:

Haida Laas, Good Friends, the question put to us was: How do I live
my culture and make my livelihood here on Haida Gwaii? When 1
started to think about these questions, I was surprised at how guickly
my mind left the surface of the matter, and plunged into memories.

So, T have been spending some time with those recollections all week ~
wondering how they might weave back into the question of culture.
And here is a diary of my path.

Monday
I remembered today my friend, Maria Kazinski, [ haven't thought about
her for years and years. We were friends together at school when I was
about 11 years old and she was a year or so younger. All dressed up in
our black scratchy wool uniforms, black lisle stockings and Oxford
lace-up shoes; we went off every day to a convent school called Loretto
Academy for Girls in Hamilton, Ontario.

The Kazinski family was one of thousands who came to Canada
from Poland in the aftermath of the Second World War. When the war
swept through Poland in 1939, Maria's parents had become separated
from each other and from their two older children. Her parents spent
most the war years in separate concentration camps. Maria’s older
siblings simply disappeared. She never knew what happened to them.

Her parents had an amazing story about finding each other by
chance on a city street in Germany during the chaotic repatriations
that followed the war. They came to Canada in 1946 and had two more
children, my friend Maria, and her little sister, Violet.
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When I went to play at Maria’s house the pain and suffering of war
was very real for me to see. Her mother suffered chronic kidney failure
as the result of having been run over by a tank. Her father had lost all
his teeth and was marked with his concentration camp number tat-
tooed on his wrist.

Both Mr. and Mrs. Kazinski looked ancient — white haired, hollow
eyed, and bones so worn out they barely held up their bodies — when I
think back on it, they were probably the same age as my parents,
about 35 or 40 years old. They looked 70 and all used up.

After school, Maria and 1 used to take the bus, or go on a long walk
home, by city streets and sidewalks, to the little neighbourhood library
where we hung out. We would choose absurdly romantic novels of
historic England, dragon-hearted hooks about fair ladies who lived in
castles, knights in shining armour, of valiant deeds and great love
affairs, where good people lived happily (and richly) ever after and the
bad guys got theirs.

Tuesday
But no one really talked about the aftermath of that war, perhaps
because there were no words adequate to the task. So there was a huge
gap between what 1 was seeing and learning and what I was being
taught.

At home, in the hands of my mother, my grandmother, and my
aunts, 1 was doing my very best to get the lessons right. But 1 found
the messages complicated and confusing — be polite to everyone (no
matter what), be grateful for abundance (and guard it jealously), speak
in nonentities (or hold my tongue) and ptepare to get a MRS degree by
going to university and snagging a rich husband. That was supposed
to solve the questions of livelihood.



Wednesday
I'am thinking about the news today, the Nazis and the neo-Nazi's,
about Chechnya and Taiwan, about Sarajevo and Fast Timor. I am
thinking about how culture can be mis-used in the worst way to divide
human beings up into us and them. Our ways are right, their ways are
wrong. We ate good, they are evil. A brutal kind of cultural chauvinism
descends on the earth in dark clouds.

But what also sticks out in the story of human beings is our
irresistible and irrepressible capacity to desire and seek freedom, to
survive and throw off oppression, to make justice where before there
was none.

We may sometimes hide our face in shame. We may sometimes
howl in outrage, but we cry out for justice, and we act. This too is a
long story in all our cultures.

Thursday
Who am 1?7 Where do I come from?

My mother was a sixth or seventh generation Canadian descendant
of Irish immigrants from Donegal. At the time I'was born, my father
was a British fighter pilot about to be demobilized after the war

I grew up on the shores of Lake Ontario and, as a child, I never
knew the sea. But something strange happened to me when I went to
Northern lreland in the summer of 1965. 1 was 20 years old. 1 spent a
week with a friend driving the north coast. Looking out across a cold,
grey northern sea I woke up knowing this is where I was from. It was
not semething I had to think about with my head. I just knew it.
knew where I was, and who I was in that landscape.

I have the same feeling about Haida Gwaii. For 25 years it has been
so. When I walk by the sea, 1 am haunted by almost-remembered
dreams and the shifting forms of memories, somewhere just out of
sight, drifting and blowing in from the sea, the wheels within wheels
of soaring birds, the cold roar of the winter wind, the whisper of the
sea on the beach.

















































































