
A boy hunting arctic hare with a hockey stick climbs the rocks overlooking Kugaaruk’s bay, stone church, and riverside inuksuit. 

Stir-Crazy Phase  

 

Arctic Atmosphere 

 We listened to a few Christmas carols this week 

— albeit at Mari’s instigation. Christmas seems eons 

ago, but the snow continues to blow as though it were 

but yesterday. Hard to believe this is Palm Sunday; 

Easter is only a week away.    

 Aine’s Journal ~ March 23, 2012, Friday ~ 

 Today I attempted to advance in the use of the 

indoor amauti Lucy made for me as a baby shower gift.  

 I’ve been using the Inuit-style baby carrier all 

week, wearing it backwards so I can see Nora resting 

against my chest — a suggestion from Lucy for the nov-

ice that I am — but today I wanted to try the conven-

ience of the real thing.   

 The women here make it look so easy to use an 

amauti. They simply slip chil-

dren in and out, though often 

with the help of another adult.  

 Following suggestions 

from veteran amauti users, I 

swaddled Nora and slipped 

the amauti on backwards, 

climbed onto my bed —  a 

safe way to practice, accord-

ing to one lady (I agree) —  

            and inserted Nora. So far, so  

          good. I then tried to slide her  

                to my backside. Impossible.  

            Take two. I stood by 

the edge of the bed, leaned face forward over the mat-

tress with the amauti on backwards and let the pouch 

rest against the mattress with Nora inside. I then twisted 

my stomach toward the ceiling (a feat when trying to 

keep the amauti from moving with my belly) while 

bending backwards so Nora wouldn’t lift off the bed. 

Talk about an acrobatic manoeuvre; I felt like a pretzel 

wearing a belt. 

 I finally managed to stand upright with Nora al-

most propped in the correct upright position (see photos 

in Issue 34). Triumphantly, I walked from the bedroom 

down the hall, but my elation was short lived as Nora 

slid sideways and downward into fetal position, her head 

burrowing near my armpit.  

 After reaching in to see if her nose was still ex-

posed, I peered into the bathroom mirror and tried to 

work up the motivation for a third attempt at self-

loading Nora onto my back. My weak flabby abs opted 

out. I’ll make my next attempt some other day.  

 Meanwhile, I’m enjoying the usefulness and 

comfort of my beautiful amauti as I pack Nora ... back-

wards.    

 Aine’s Journal ~ March 24, 2012, Saturday ~  
 Breathless, Mari ran to me. She and John had just 

returned from a quick trip to the Co-op.  

 “The lady said ‘Can I have your sister?’” 

 “What did you tell her?” I asked.  

 John and I have grown accustomed to the com-

ments that originate from the practice of Inuit customary 

adoption so I wasn’t surprised to hear of the lady’s re-

quest. This is not the first time Mari fielded that ques-

tion. She’s heard it dozens of times since we returned to 

Kugaaruk with Nora. Thankfully, she’s always replied  

in the negative.  

 Mari quickly reported her answer —“No, you  
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Mari puts baby bunny into 
mommy bunny’s makeshift 
“kamooti,” as Mari calls an 
amauti, the traditional Inuit 
parka used to carry babies. 

A combination of crusty snow and strong winds turns the inden-
tation of a footprint into a relief on a mountain slope just north of 
Kugaaruk.    
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STIR-CRAZY PHASE CON’T. — can’t take our baby 

home.” — and she had more to say about her encounter.  

 “Then they asked if they could take Mari and I 

said ‘no.’ I’m part of the family. They’re being 

naughty.”  

 I assured her they weren’t being naughty — it’s  

just something the people in Kugaaruk like to ask — and 

confirmed that she and Nora are permanent members of 

our family. 

 She nodded in affirmation and ran off to play. 

 Aine’s Journal ~ March 26, 2012, Monday ~  
 This morning I felt absolutely caged.  

 I hadn’t been outside in three days. Friday the 

weather was fairly cold and we didn’t have a reason to 

brave it; during the weekend I woke with a fever and 

stuck close to the couch.  

 I’ve been shut indoors for three days running on 

other occasions, but coming on top of six months of 

winter weather, I felt I’d hit a wall and wanted to shout, 

“Let me out!”  

 Until I lost the ability to go outdoors freely, I 

didn’t completely realize how essential it is, especially 

when I need a pick-me-up. 

 Clear and sunny, the day mocked me through the 

kitchen window. It’s impossible to know by sight how 

cold it is in Kugaaruk. I have to step outside into a spot 

subject to wind or check online to know if the weather is 

warm enough to venture out with the girls.  

 I felt like a prisoner set free when I turned on the 

computer and discovered it was -27°C/-17°F and calm. 

Rapidly bundling the girls into the sled, I pulled them to 

the post office and then looped back toward the house. 

Nora slept and Mari rode beside her, perfectly content. 

 We decided to relish the lovely day and walked 

to the school to surprise John and accompany him home 

for lunch — the school closes each day from noon to 1 

p.m.  

 Raising a toddler without the ability to have a 

daily play session outside is a true trial. The low tem-

peratures since our return from Yellowknife have also 

hampered John’s outings. Hikes aren’t appealing when 

the wind makes it feels like -50°C/-58°F.  

 So our family walk did us all good. John and 

Mari took additional advantage of the day by squeezing 

in some sledding on a shoreline slope before sunset. 

 That 40-minute morning walk was the turning of 

the tide for me. Spring is in the air, even here near the 

North Pole, and I am not going to lose my marbles be-

fore it arrives!  

 ~ Later in the day ~ 

 Mari scrambled out from under the kitchen table. 

 “Look, Mom,” she said, pointing a finger toward 

a black spot on the floor. “It’s a beetle.” 

 I leaned over for a closer look and was startled to 

discover a fly feebly twitching a leg in what appeared to 

be its dying moments.  

 “Incredible,” I thought. “How can a live fly be up 

here at this time of year and how did it get into our 

house?” 

 I’ve been told flies aren’t native to Kugaaruk; the 

only ones here are brought in with freight. They survive 

during the warm months (we saw a fair few in August) 

and disappear when temperatures drop.  

 Some Inuit find flies and cats quite foreign, 

strange and disturbing, which they certainly are in this 

part of the Canadian Arctic. I can’t imagine having a cat 

in Kugaaruk, and, in fact, I haven’t seen a feline in the 

flesh since July.  

 Mari’s become a true Kugaarukite — she’s for-

gotten flies it seems, insisting she’d discovered a beetle. 

 I’ll never know how a live fly arrived on our 

kitchen floor after six months of Arctic winter weather.   

 Perhaps it was riding in the attire of the mainte-

nance man who stopped by the house yesterday ... he 

recently returned from a vacation in Cuba.  

 How long do flies live anyway? 

Ups & Downs March 24 – March 30, 2012 
 
 

     Maximum = ˚C/˚F Minimum = ˚C/˚F   
            Source: Environment Canada, Station Kugaaruk A, Nunavut [DATA UNAVAILABLE ] 

Mostly cold & clear; storm March 29 with milder temps  
Wind chill -30/-22 [March 31 at 9 p.m., -23˚C/-9˚F] 

March 31 Sunrise = 5:10 a.m. Sunset = 6:57 p.m. MDT 

TOP & BOTTOM: John and Mari try out a favourite sledding hill 
near the bay Saturday morning, March 31.  


