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Hanningayurmiut Speak:
Part II Memories evoke the power of the land

Translated by Hattie Mannik
Edited and Photos by David F. Pelly

Hanningayuq, meaning “that which lies across,” is the section of the Back River flowing through

Pelly and Garry Lakes, 300 kilometres northwest of the community of Baker Lake. In this context,

Hanningayurmiut refers to those who formerly lived, travelled and hunted extensively in the area

of Hanningayuq (Hanningajuq, in the standardized writing system). In 2003, the Hunters &

Trappers Organization in Baker Lake asked me to conduct interviews with these people. It is a

large and ongoing project, a rich experience for all involved, and it offers a moving statement on

the power of the land.  What follows, continuing on from the previous edition of above&beyond,

are brief excerpts from some of the informants’ statements,* presented here unadorned, left to

speak for themselves. I need say no more. — D.F.P.

            



Annie Kasaluak
When I was living with my parents, I had a brother,
whom my mother had adopted. He died of 
starvation and froze. My parents were going out
to a lake to go fishing, spending some nights out
there. It was cold outside, and cloudy, because
it was wintertime, in the month of December. I
was to stay behind with other families, but I so
longed to be with my parents, that I waited until
they disappeared behind a hill, then I started
following them. I didn’t have any mittens, so I
tied sinew around my sleeve cuffs. I remember
following my parents after they went behind a
hill. When I got tired, I would kneel on the snow
and rest. I followed them all day. The days were
short. It was starting to get dark. As I was climbing
another hill, along the way, I thought to myself:
“I hope they will be building an iglu, just below
this hill, because it’s getting dark.” When I went
on top of the hill, there they were, just about to
finish building an iglu when I arrived. 

We left that area when we were going through starvation. If we were not starving, we would
still be living there. I don’t want to see anything going on around there. I cannot support a
tourism area or mining development — that I cannot support. I don’t mind if the people of
Baker Lake go there to hunt. Other than that I don’t want anything going on at Hanningayuq.
Even the people from Rankin Inlet also go to Hanningayuq to hunt musk ox. Even people who
are not our relatives go there to hunt, because wildlife belongs to anybody. If there is hunting of
wildlife for survival, that’s fine with me, but I don’t want any kind of development going on at
Hanningayuq. That’s my thought. My parents and their grandparents travelled around there, so
I would be happy if it were not touched.
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Paul Atutuvaa
During the wintertime I was born, and that same spring my father
drowned, so I don’t remember him. When my father drowned, my
uncle Pamiuhungnaq drowned too. They were trying to cross the
river using caribou-skin floats. All through that summer, we were
alone — my late sister, my mother and myself. My mother was carrying
me on her back. All through that spring and summer I was fed only
eggs, because there was no caribou. My mother tried to go caribou
hunting. I think [and she thought] she was following a caribou, but
not a real caribou — it looks like a caribou, but it will make you get
lost. She saw it really close, and then it disappeared. When it’s far,
she sees it and starts to follow it, but when she could not see it, she
starts to head home, then sees it again and follows it. So she didn’t
catch it. All through the summer and early fall, we were alone.



Annie Taipana
My baby son is buried there at Hanningayuq. Like here is
the river and we were on the higher ground, on the south
side. We buried him there at Illiviat, right on the top. At
Illiviat, there’s open water. We were there, right on top of
the hill, beyond a lake. We wrapped him with skins and
buried him with rocks, just me and my husband Jimmy.
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Mary Qablu
Anawak

My father had two wives. We used to go hungry
in the wintertime, when it was cold. My father
and his other wife went out to go caribou
hunting somewhere by walking. My father
didn’t have dogs, so they went on foot in
search of caribou. At that time, my mother
could not eat anything, could not drink tea
and probably could not drink water either.
She tried breastfeeding the baby. Our iglu
had been covered with snow from a blizzard, so
our entrance was completely covered. We could
not go out, so we were just waiting inside our
iglu for those two who were out hunting to
come back. My mother tried desperately to
go out, but could not. We had an ice window.
We heard sounds from outside the iglu, and
on a small area where there was no snow on
the window, my father yelled. They had come
back from a hunt. He asked if all of us were
still alive. They had caught caribou and brought
[some meat], carrying it on their backs. We
were so happy, because we were going to eat,
and because we hadn’t had anything to eat
for some time. At that time, I was still a child.



Winnie Tayyak Ikinilik
Inuit knew, and knew well. If there’s enough animals
around, there isn’t going to be any next year. That’s how
Inuit knew about this. If any lake has plenty of fish, there
will be nothing next year. There could be a few, but
there will be nothing like it was before. Animals go
everywhere, they are not like us humans, they do not
stay in one place like us. Inuit knew about that. If there
was lots of caribou around, there will be nothing next
year. So while there are enough caribou around, they
would hunt and cache meat as much as they can. All
through summer, every day, they walk a long distance to
hunt caribou, to dry meat.

One particular time that I will never forget is when
my father could not walk anymore, and we were hungry.
My mother, with him on the sled, she pulled the sled,
then made a hole in the ice for him to jig, while we were
still sleeping. We woke up in the morning, when she
came back. She told us to go out and get my father with
the sled. So my brother and I went out there to get him
with the small sled, to pull him back to our iglu. And
here he was coming back, crawling, because he could
not walk, because of his feet. He was trying to come back
to the iglu. We made him go on the sled. Then we
pulled the sled. This, I will never forget for the rest of
my life. If he didn’t go through this, I would not have
been alive. Inuit went through hard times. They only
walked. They got tired and couldn’t go any further.

When there was noise of airplanes or trucks in those
years, the caribou could not stand any small noise.
Maybe that’s why all the caribou left. I know how the
caribou were. I seem to understand how the caribou are
now, because noise of any kind doesn’t bother the caribou
anymore. Long ago caribou didn’t even like to smell the
footprints of man, but now they follow them instead.
And years ago, they could not stand any noise, and there
wasn’t any sound in those days. Maybe when the white
people first started working up there, that’s why all the
caribou left the area of Hanningayuq, and now when
there is no one up there, there’s lot of caribou.

I have used and travelled all around that area, from
Illiviaq to the other side, and all around it, as a child,
and after I start living with my husband, and after I got
children. That is why it is very important to me, the area
of Hanningayuq. I may not recognize all the areas where
we had our iglus and tents, but I sometimes imagine seeing
those places. We walked, with no ski-doos. The places
where we used to go with my parents, sometimes we
would go hungry there, and survive there. The other
land where I grew up doesn’t really affect me much
compared to Hanningayuq. I don’t know why.
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Regular contributor David Pelly has been engaged in oral-history work in
Nunavut for more than 20 years. His most recent book, Sacred Hunt, was
based entirely on Inuit Qaujimajatuqangit, traditional knowledge. His previous
book, Thelon – A River Sanctuary, provides an extensive account of the natural
and human history of the central barrens. The Hanningajuq Project acknowledges
the assistance of World Wildlife Fund Canada, Kivalliq Inuit Association, Inuit
Heritage Trust and First Air.

* All of the quotes are printed here with the explicit permission of the informants.
In fact, as usual, these informants were eager to share their stories with the
general public across Nunavut..


