
John posts a giant homemade sign to lure more customers to the living room of Unit 555 where the Miseks held a sale April 28.  
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 It’s official: we won’t be returning to Kugaaruk 

for the next school year. If John and I were newlyweds 

without children and a house, we’d be tempted to stay 

another year or two, but as it is, we feel it is best for us 

to go.  

 We can’t forego the opportunity for John to re-

gain a teaching position in London, Ontario, where we 

have our home and extended family, and we want to 

take the girls back to a warmer climate.  

 Aine’s Journal ~ April 28, 2012, Saturday ~ 

 I like to browse neighborhood garage sales on 

summer Saturday mornings, but I’ve never been moti-

vated to turn cashier in my own driveway.  

 Today that changed. 

 John and I sold nearly all of our goods from the 

comfort of our living room — for lack of a driveway or 

garage — during a “Blowout Sale,” as our posters plas-

tered through town advertised. 

 We arrived in July with 10 suitcases, three boxes 

and six small bags. A moving company delivered 2,000 

pounds of household goods in August and a ship 

brought our 1.5 tons of food in September.  

 The journey up was an all-expenses-paid venture, 

but the tab for the trip down is ours alone so on May 25 

we hope to squeeze our remaining possessions into two 

suitcases, four plastic tubs and four small bags — the 

luggage limits for our flights south. The narwhal tusk, 

packaged in an 8-foot long piece of PVC pipe, has to be 

sent via airline cargo.   

 My Kugaaruk retail experience started a couple 

of weeks ago when I began selling excess diapers by 

posting advertisements around the hamlet.  

 Yesterday morning, a young couple stopped by 

the house to purchase a box of diapers and when they 

heard about our upcoming sale they asked if the play-

pen, in which Nora was resting while gazing happily at 

her mobile, was up for grabs … we sold it right out from 

under her, and I am so glad we did.  

 During the first hour of our sale, we experienced 

a “bigger rush than Walmart on Boxing Day,” to quote 

John, and we didn’t have an inch of space to spare.  

 I’d heard stories about sales in Kugaaruk, but 

even so, I wasn’t quite prepared for the onslaught. We’d 

told people the door would open at 1 p.m., but when 

John looked out the window at 12:50 p.m. and saw more 

than 20 people in line, he decided he’d better get things 

moving.  

 I’d arranged the rented furniture into a U-shaped 

shopping area and as people flowed through the front 

door, the U filled and gridlock ensued as folks squeezed 

their way to the kitchen table where our friend Kim and 

I served as cashiers. John monitored the door and our  

friend Lori ran crowd control in the hallway. I couldn’t  

even see the wall across the room because the crowd 

was so large. I think we had nearly thirty people  

Ups & Downs  April 28 – May 4, 2012 
 
 

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

              Mostly clear and moderately cold; some light snow fall 
               Wind chill -24/-11 [May 5 at 11 p.m., -17˚C/1˚F] 
                  May 5 Sunrise = 2:28 a.m. Sunset = 9:24 p.m. 

Aine calls it a night Friday after she and John stay up late trans-
forming the living room into a store stocked with most of their 
possessions and leftover groceries from the barge. 
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SUPER SALE CON’T. — standing in that minuscule 

space at any moment during the first hour of the sale.  

 I believe the mad dash at these sales occurs for a 

few reasons. First, there’s only one store in town with 

limited selection. Second, few Inuit have credit cards so 

that limits their online shopping opportunities. Third, 

it’s a good chance to acquire items at a significant dis-

count, relatively speaking.  

 During the sale, Mari and Nora were tucked in 

the kitchen and washroom area, well out of the crowd’s 

way, but they still had company — no surprise there. 

Babies are like kid magnets here.  

 In the midst of the rush, I had time to chat with 

two girls, both about 12 years old, who were playing 

with Nora. I almost missed one girl’s answer to a ques-

tion I’d asked in the midst of the hubbub because she 

answered with the customary lifting of both eyebrows. 

 As a southerner, I’m so accustomed to people 

audibly saying “yes” or nodding that I often fail to no-

tice the Inuit eyebrow affirmation.   

 Nora had a slight case of the sniffles this week, 

but I haven’t attempted to remedy her runny nose with a 

local custom recommended today by a customer  

whereby the mother of an infant places her mouth over 

the child’s nose and sucks the mucus out. I can see how 

practical such a tactic would be historically in a habitat 

so desolate of materials, but I’ll stick with my Kleenex.  

 When the rush came to an abrupt end exactly an 

hour after John first opened the door, we were left with 

half a dozen shoppers browsing the aftermath. A handful 

of people trickled in and out until the final customers 

left at 4:20 p.m. after picking over the remaining canned 

foods, dried kidney beans, barley, rejected clothes and 

couple dozen miscellaneous items.  

  John, Mari and I don’t consume nearly as much 

food as I estimated when placing our barge order last 

May. We ate about half of everything. I’m glad we over 

estimated, though. We sold almost all the leftover food 

and didn’t need to buy much at the Co-op’s higher 

prices.  

 It will be strange to do normal grocery shopping 

again. John jokingly asked me if we could get a barge 

order in London for the coming year and I can see his 

point: it makes life simpler by eliminating choices and 

countless trips to the grocery store. 

 Ninety-five percent of our goods sold today and 

our house is considerably emptier. It’s a good feeling — 

after spending so much time inside with all of this stuff, 

I was ready to chuck it out into the snow.  

 As the month draws to a close, I’ll have to figure 

out what to do with the final odds and ends that won’t fit 

in our luggage.  

 I guess I’ll do a mock packing job in order to 

determine what makes the final cut.  

 Aine’s Journal ~ April 29, 2012, Sunday ~  
 My throat constricted as the choir at St. Peter’s 

sang one of my favourite Inuktitut hymns this morning.  

John and Mari combine efforts and create a poster April 28 to 
hang above the entranceway to the kitchen.  

An antique dresser John and Aine purchased in London for the 
trip to Kugaaruk heads to its new home via qamutik April 28. 

The big sale out of the way, the Miseks celebrate Aine’s thirty-
third birthday April 30. Aine made the chocolate cake; John 
bought the 1.5 litres of vanilla ice cream — the first the Miseks 
have purchased in Kugaaruk — for a steep $14.99.  



This decade-old church 
is the fourth to hold St. 
Peter’s parish family. 

APRIL 29 CON’T. — The lilting melody filled the 

church; tears caught me by surprise.  

 I’m going to miss Kugaaruk.  

 I glanced at all the faces that have become so 

familiar during the past nine months, particularly those 

of Zachary Oogark, Bartholemy Nirlungayuk and Sido-

nie Nirlungayuk. They lead our Sunday services in the 

absence of the pastor. Little Martha, who just turned 

seven, sits with her parents and brother two rows in 

front of us. Sometimes she wanders back to ask us ques-

tions. Leonardo and Charlene, Otto and Nicole, the 

twins Childrick and Roman, Childrick Sr. and Aloysia, 

Jesse and Beatrix, Paul and Tanya, Theresa, Dominic, 

Lucy, Stephen and  Margaret … the list goes on.  

 A woman’s bright yellow amauti parka caught 

my eye and I admired the giant flowered butterflies bor-

dering the bottom of it. Nearly every person in town is 

identifiable by their winter gear, particularly the amauti-

wearing women. The colourful handcrafted amauti par-

kas are splashes of colour in this world of white.  

 Amauti hoods aren’t lined with fur, but nearly 

every other hood sports the most beautiful of furs. I 

think wolverine is the most stunning. As someone re-

cently told me, the sewing needle certainly made human 

life possible in the Arctic.   

 Ironic how things tend to work — now that 

we’ve reached our final month in Kugaaruk, I’m starting 

to feel at home. The ice, so to speak, has finally broken 

and we’re becoming more accepted by the community. 

It makes me wish we could stay longer and form better 

friendships.   

 After Mass there was a potluck. Yes, we had 

Mass today because Fr. Louis Legaré, OMI, traveled up 

from Saskatchewan and is staying in Kugaaruk from 

April 23 until May 3. He speaks Inuktitut fluently. 

 I felt teary again as I glanced around at everyone 

eating their food in the giant circle and realized we were 

probably enjoying our final St. Peter’s potluck.  

 Alas, one cannot visit and greet, let alone inhabit 

and meet, all the interesting places and people on this 

fascinating Earth.  

 Aine’s Journal ~ May 3, 2012, Thursday ~   

 Little changes outside my kitchen window, but 

every now and then I spot something memorable.   

 A couple of weeks ago I peered out and saw a 

man chopping a frozen seal into chunks with an ax, 

holding it down with a booted foot just the way loggers 

used to do. I’m sure the meat made some dog happy.  

 Several days ago, Mari and I noticed a couple 

dozen people swarming around Bartholemy and Sido-

nie’s house, examining its nooks and crannies. Treasure 

hunts are often part of festivities here and I bet they 

were celebrating a birthday during the noon lunch hour. 

 This week I spotted John and Mari putzing home 

from a short snowmobile trip they took out on the bay 

and up the north mountain. They looked like true Ku-

gaarukites, though their cruising speed was noticeably 

slower than popular pace.  

 I usually dash to the window when I hear a plane 

takeoff. The runway is about 300 metres south of our 

house so we can easily see the planes as soon as they are 

airborne.   

 Today I saw two I’d 

never seen before. One appeared 

to be a Twin Otter (turns out it 

was a plane searching for Domi-

nique Inutuinaq, a 77-year-old 

who left town Saturday on a 

caribou hunting trip but was re- 

ported missing Tuesday when he  

still hadn’t returned) and a Buffalo Airways 1950s-era 

Lockhead L-188 Electra, which now delivers the Co-

op’s groceries. 

 Low clouds put the kibosh on the search efforts 

from the air, but the good news is that a search and res-

cuer on the ground found Dominique alive and well this 

afternoon about 70 kilometers from the hamlet. His 

snowmobile had broken down and he was walking 

home, pulling a sled loaded with his hunting and camp-

ing gear.  

 People get lost in Nunavut every year. Kugaaruk 

search and rescuers never found Bernard, the young man 

who disappeared in December.    
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John takes advantage of the brilliant sunshine to dem-
onstrate the properties of a converging lens to his stu-
dents. The standard 8.5x11-inch piece of printer paper 
displays an inverted image of the scene outside the front 
of Kugaaruk school. The school year is rapidly coming 
to a close — the last instructional day is May 11.  


