
Mari curls up between a campfire, windbreak and qamutik during the Miseks’ first family trip on the land since September 10.  

Out of Town  

 

Arctic Atmosphere 

 Another quiet week rolled by in Kugaaruk, but 

we managed to start it off with a break from the hamlet 

— and our routine.  

 Aine’s Journal ~ April 15, 2012, Sunday ~  
 John and I felt a bit giddy this morning. After 

spending eight weeks in Kugaaruk following our return 

from Nora’s birth in Yellowknife, we were finally going 

somewhere.  

 Our horizons broadened when some friends 

kindly offered to lend us their snowmobile and covered 

qamutik so we could get out on the land with the girls. 

 Initially, to our southern minds, the idea of taking 

a 2-month-old infant on such an outing 

seemed foolhardy, but we’ve gained 

enough confidence in the insulating 

properties of Nora’s carrier to make an 

attempt feasible. 

 Returning home from church at 

11 a.m., we swung into invigorating 

action, eating a quick lunch and pack-

ing up the essentials for our journey: 

blankets, sleeping bag, extra clothing, 

diaper bag (I really hoped it wouldn’t 

be needed given the conditions), igloo

-making kit, food, thermos of hot 

broth, matches, scrap wood for a fire, 

rifle and ammo. 

 I could have leapt into the air 

and clicked my heels with joy  — if I 

wasn’t atrophying from lack of exer-

cise — when I saw John pull up by the 

front door with the qamutik in tow. 

Mari danced a jig in her excitement 

and informed her sister about the out-

ing.  

 “It’s cold on the high tundra, 

Nora,” she said.  

 Be it in the Arctic or Ontario, I 

never cease to be amazed by the length 

of time it takes to prepare for an outing with small chil-

dren. After two hours of feeding, packing, bundling and 

trips to the bathroom, Mari and I climbed into the qamu-

tik and John passed Nora (tucked in her carrier) to me. A 

twin mattress provided a cushy seat for the three of us. 

John started the skidoo and we slid down the road on the 

south side of our house to the boat launch, where a well-

blazed path led to the bay’s surface.  

 I felt a bit apprehensive about getting over the 

shoreline’s bumpy edge, formed where the land meets 

the bay’s ice. The qamutik is simply a big sled and I 

hoped it wouldn’t slide into the brand new skidoo on 
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The Miseks drove approximately five miles across the frozen bay to Kiniktuq Island 
by snowmobile April 15. The water in this undated satellite image from Google is 
labeled Gulf of Boothia, but it is actually Pelly Bay — an offshoot of Boothia — and 
the water closest to Kugaaruk is called St. Peter Bay, named, presumably, by the 
area’s first missionary. For a topographic map of the region, including the location of 
both the Pelly Bay and Simpson Lake DEW Line sites (marked with black planes), 
visit http://www.canmaps.com/topomaps/nts250/jpg-50s-50q/057a_1_1.jpg. 

2 miles 

2 km 

Parking spot ►  
on ice beside  
Kiniktuq Island 

Bowhead ► 
whale beach ST. PETER  

BAY 

    PELLY BAY 

http://www.canmaps.com/topomaps/nts250/jpg-50s-50q/057a_1_1.jpg


Arctic Atmosphere                                                    April 22, 2012, Issue 38 
OUT OF TOWN CON’T. —  our descent. But John 

deftly towed us up, over and down to the relatively 

smooth bay.  

 Large chunks of sea ice from the Arctic Ocean 

often float down the Gulf of Boothia into Pelly Bay dur-

ing autumn and stay for the winter. I saw a photograph 

of the bay taken a couple of years ago and it was a 

rough, forbidding place, particularly in comparison to 

this winter’s smooth, inviting surface. Only a few pieces 

of sea ice showed up last September.   

 I imagine the frozen bay takes on a different ap-

pearance each year. In Ontario, Lake Huron’s shoreline 

never fails to mystify me with its winter metamorphosis, 

which varies dramatically from one winter to the next.   

 Smooth is a relative term. Even though we fol-

lowed a well-worn snowmobile path Sunday that even-

tually joined the “road” that’s been plowed across Pelly 

Bay in preparation to move a shop building by sled from 

the abandoned Simpson Lake DEW Line site to Kugaa-

ruk, the ride was quite bouncy.  

 Qamutiks don’t have any suspension, of course, 

so each little bump and dip gave us a jolt, but the mat-

tress turned what would have been a difficult ride into a 

fun one. Nora slept, Mari laughed and I enjoyed the 

view from the little windows. 

 As we headed southwest, I spotted a tiny orb-

topped tower and other structures clustered together on 

the mountains way beyond the spot we’d hiked to in 

September (Issue 9). As high as we’d climbed, we were-

n’t able to see the Pelly Bay DEW Line site and I didn’t 

realize it was visible from the bay. The place looks oth-

erworldly in this wilderness.   

 When researching the DEW Line, I found a blog, 

DEWLine Adventures, with anecdotes “from the Coldest 

Part of the Cold War” written by a fellow who worked 

on the line from 1960 to 1963. He has some good old 

photographs and tales about Pelly posted at http://

www.dewlineadventures.com under “Stories.” 

 The ice road led us between two islands and as 

we reached Pelly Bay, John veered left, abandoning the 

plowed trail for uncharted terrain, and pulled us around 

an island we later learned is called Kiniktuq.   

 The girls, who’d been as content as two peas in a 

pod during the journey, started crying in tandem as soon 

as the qamutik stopped moving. A piece of banana bread 

pacified Mari and Nora calmed down shortly, but it was 

almost comical how they took turns crying all afternoon. 

As soon as one would cease, the other would begin until 

they miraculously fell asleep simultaneously for about 

30 glorious minutes.  

 John and I shouldn’t have expected any other 

outcome. In order to take advantage of the warmest part 

of the day, we’d disrupted routine afternoon naptime.   

 Even though the crying chorus and child pacify-

ing made it was hard to enjoy the outing fully, John and 

I still relished the three hours in the huge white  

     

  

Parked beside Kiniktuq Island and warmed from the exercise of 
building a windbreak to shelter the family and fire, John sets his 
Canada Goose parka aside and braves the breeze in a fleece.  

A mattress and other padding smooth the jolts for Mari and Nora 
during their first ride in a qamutik. Most traditional Inuit sleds are 
uncovered, but cabs are sometimes added.  

Mari escapes the wind and campfire smoke by curling up under 
dad’s parka inside the qamutik for a short but sweet nap. John 
keeps a watch in the clear pocket on his sleeve; it’s much easier 
to check than digging under his cuff and mitten for a wristwatch.   

http://www.dewlineadventures.com/
http://www.dewlineadventures.com/


OUT OF TOWN CON’T. — landscape.  

 While the girls were sleeping, I even got a chance 

to try a little target practice with John’s rifle for the first 

time. Never know when a little fox foaming at the 

mouth might come trotting along...  

 The temperature today was more moderate than it 

had been most of the week, -17°C/1.4°F out at the air-

port at 5 p.m.; with the wind it felt like -20/-4. Maybe it 

was warmer from 1 p.m. to 4 p.m. when we were out-

side. John took his parka off for about an hour while 

standing beside the fire. I had no such inclination. 

 The death of our campfire heralded the end of 

our stay. We woke Mari (she was sleeping under John’s 

parka and he’d begun to freeze, otherwise we wouldn’t 

have dreamt of disturbing a sleeping child), threw our 

gear into the qamutik and retraced our tracks.  

 Mari complained of cold, hunger and smoke in 

her eyes for most of the afternoon, but as soon as we 

headed home, she started singing a repetitious ditty, 

“laughin’ in a qamutik,” and upon arrival in the kitchen, 

John asked if she’d enjoyed the trip. 

 “I had fun!” she replied with a big grin. Her fa-

vourite part? “The bumpin’ [in the qamutik].” 

 Wide-eyed, Nora gazed at the qamutik ceiling for 

the entire ride home. Nora’s now old enough to become 

frustrated when she can’t see her surroundings so I did-

n’t cover her face with a blanket as I always do out-

doors. Sheltered from the wind by the plywood cab, I 

knew from the colour of Mari’s face and the feeling of 

my own skin that Nora’s wasn’t in danger of freezing.  

 The tiny puffs of condensation rising from her 

little lips in the cold air made me chuckle. I think the 

rejuvenating, healthy dose of fresh air will help us all 

sleep a bit better tonight.  

 Aine’s Journal ~ April 16, 2012, Monday ~ 

 Today marked two milestones: Mari’s third birth-

day and the first successful use of my indoor amauti.  

 This morning Nora decided she’d cry inconsola-

bly for a while, causing me to ponder — yet again — 

how I could get her onto my back inside the amauti.  

 Inspiration struck: I asked Mari for assistance.  

 I lowered Nora over my shoulder and Mari pulled 

the amauti pouch outward while tucking Nora’s legs into 

it. Nora’s arm caught on the edge, causing me to halt her 

descent, but Mari carefully tucked that limb inside too.  

 I cheered and my little helper smiled proudly as 

Nora settled down for an hour-long nap. Teamwork does 

make the dream work.  

 ~ Later ~ 
 A knock sounded on the front door while Mari 

unwrapped her birthday presents this evening.  

 A young woman named Maria and her daughter 

Alison stood on the step. I was touched to discover 

they’d stopped by to deliver a homemade birthday card 

and a small brown teddy bear holding a red heart.  

 Maria passed me the pink card and urged 3-year-

old Alison to give Mari the bear. As the bear passed 

hands, John encouraged Mari to give Alison a hug in 

thanks. To our surprise, Mari stepped close to our little 

visitor, leaned forward and rubbed her nose against Al-

ison’s, giving her a kunik, an Inuit-style kiss.   

 Nora likes “kooni kisses” as we call them at 

home, but for the past nine months, Mari has under-

standably shunned rubbing noses with the many children 

who attempt to invade her personal space, so I was 

amazed by her self-initiated, nonchalant response to 

Alison, a child she’d never met until tonight.  

 Perhaps Mari’s heart, like mine, was moved by 

the unexpected visitors and their sweet birthday gift.  
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For More Information                     

●Watch the seven-part BBC documentary Frozen Planet, 

produced by the creators of Planet Earth and Blue Planet. 

Four years in the making, the series premiered in the UK last 

fall and aired on the Discovery Channel in Canada this 

spring. Be sure to see the original version, narrated by David 

Attenborough, for the “ultimate portrait of Earth’s polar 

regions: the last great wilderness on the planet.”  

Ups & Downs April 14 – April 20, 2012 
 
 

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

Mostly cold with clear blue skies  
Wind chill -25/-13 [April 21 at 10 p.m., -21˚C/-6˚F] 

April 21 Sunrise = 3:36 a.m. Sunset = 8:20 p.m. MDT 

Mari celebrates her third birthday April 16 with an almond 
flavoured confetti cake after a dinner of homemade pineapple 
and bacon pizza. 


