
John and Mari make snow angels May 5 beside igloos built on St. Peter’s Bay last month. Both structures crumbled by May 10.   

Glorious Thaw  

 

Arctic Atmosphere 

 No longer able to resist rising temperatures and 

long hours of sunlight, the pristine crunchy snow that 

formed our world for the past eight months turned into a 

dull mushy substance during the past week. 

 Nora is three months old today and she’s finally 

experiencing a bit more of the great outdoors, though we 

didn’t venture outside much this weekend. Winds gust-

ing up to 55 kilometers an hour combined with air 

dampened by the melting snow made it rather chilly.      

 Aine’s Journal ~ May 5, 2012, Saturday ~ 

 This must be the warmest Saturday in Kugaaruk 

since October. Sunny skies and a temperature of -6°C/ 

21°F invited us outdoors this afternoon.  

 John and I donned our fleeces and windbreakers 

and opted not to wear windproof pants. Our down par-

kas are far too warm to wear on a 

walk when it’s this mild. We bun-

dled Nora and Mari into the sled.  

 The snow isn’t squeaky dry 

anymore, but still retains some of 

its Styrofoam qualities. I’ve never 

seen snow like this anywhere else, 

except in Yellowknife.  

 Another igloo was under 

construction just beyond the igloos 

built during the Easter weekend 

festivities; we headed over to 

watch the progress. Mari and I 

hadn’t yet seen an igloo in the 

works.  

 The spiraling structure was 

halfway complete. After chatting 

for a few minutes with the three 

builders, we headed toward our 

new favourite hideaway, a rela-

tively wind-free indentation on the 

mountain north of Kugaaruk with 

an excellent view of the bay, 

which is now dotted with half a dozen igloos. Mari fell 

asleep while sitting upright during the sled ride, her head 

bobbing like a cork in the sea.  

   Our mountainside perch was warm enough to 

venture taking Nora out of her carrier — a first for the 

wee one — and she seemed quite content with the 

change of pace. 

 The tiny leaves of a few plants peaked through 

the glistening blanket of snow, thrilling all of us with 

our first glimpse of plant life since we were in Yellow-

knife.    

 We spent nearly one and half hours outside in our 

jeans and we didn’t get cold. John and Mari took advan-

tage of the amazing toboggan run and slid most of the 

way down the mountain while Nora and I brought up the  
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Nora makes her debut in the open Arctic air (after riding up a mountain north of Kugaaruk 
in her carrier) as temperatures rose to a balmy -6°C/21°F and the wind died out May 5.  
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GLORIOUS THAW CON’T. — rear. One of the Easter 

igloos has begun to crumble, but the other is still intact 

so Mari played in it for a while.  

 Traditionally, the Inuit lived in structures with 

snow walls and skin roofs during this transitional spring 

weather before moving into their summer tents, which 

served as homes until enough snow accumulated in the 

autumn to build igloos.  

 One of the elders, Sam Inaksajak, told us he was 

born in a summer tent. Sam stopped by for a visit the 

other day and told us some interesting stories. His par-

ents were main participants in the National Film Board’s 

1960s The Netsilik Film Series and had roles in Disney’s 

Never Cry Wolf, a 1983 movie based on a controversial 

book by Canadian author Farley Mowat.  

 It’s fascinating to hear the stories of the elders. 

The North won’t be the same once their generation has 

passed away.  

 Aine’ Journal ~ May 8, 2012, Tuesday ~ 
 Mari and I made chocolate chip cookies this 

morning for a special afternoon outing: a trip to the new-

est igloo with our friend Kim and her Kugaaruk-born 

puppy named Nuna (pronounced noo-nah), which means 

“Land” in Inuktitut. Turns out the poor pup I shoved off 

our front porch in mid-March found a wonderful home.   

 Cloud cover turned the bay into a land without 

shadows, making the igloos hard to see, but our tea party 

in the snowy dome turned the gloomy day into a bright 

spot in our week.  

 Aine’ Journal ~ May 10, 2012, Thursday ~ 

 I clicked refresh on the computer and held my 

breath as the Environment Canada website flickered. 

The temperature registered 0°C — zero has never been 

so exciting. To celebrate the momentous occasion, the 

girls and I walked up to the school to meet John just as 

midday bell rang so we could walk him home for a 

lunch of caribou soup and fresh bread.     

 Carpe diem became our motto when John arrived 

home at the end of the school day. “This might be our 

last chance to cross the river,” he said. “Things are melt-

ing fast.” I toted Nora in the BABYBJÖRN carrier and 

John led the way, pulling Mari in the sled, to the river 

where friends assured us it was still safe to travel. Pools 

of light blue water dotted both sides of the waterway. 

 We stuck to snowmobile paths and climbed the 

steep slope to the mountaintop cross. Mari and I hadn’t 

been up there since Sept. 3; today marks our final trip. 

 No photograph can capture the immense beauty 

of this land. I hope it never fades from my memory.   

Ups & Downs  May 5 – May 11, 2012 
 
 

Maximum = -2.0˚C/28.4˚F Minimum = -18.0˚C/-0.4˚F   
Source: Environment Canada, Station Kugaaruk A, Nunavut [May 7,8,9] 

Mostly overcast; high winds Friday 
Wind chill -6/21 [May 12 at 7 p.m., 0˚C/32˚F] 

May 12 Sunrise = 1:49 a.m. Sunset = 10:02 p.m. MDT 

Mari discovers some hints of spring on the mountainside May 5. 
“I see grass!” she said. “I touched a plant, Mom.” By May 10, 
huge patches of snow melted to reveal boulders and vegetation. 

Mari relishes the warmer weather and opportunity to play house 
in an igloo while John pacifies Nora (tucked in her carrier) by 
pulling her in the sled Saturday, May 5.   

The Miseks spot water pooling on top of the ice near the river’s 
mouth just beyond the stone church and school Thursday, May 
10, during their last hike to the cross. 


