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A
young Inuit woman sits quietly in the Gjoa Haven airport, waiting, like the

rest of us. It’s a small space, with no diversions, no coffee, no snacks, no

newspapers, not much for the stranded passengers to do. Our flight is 

delayed for hours — nothing unusual about this — northern travellers take it in

stride. We chat. We read our books. We wait.

A middle-aged Inuit man enters the airport waiting room from outside. We all

look up. He pushes back the hood of his parka, pulls warm hands from his fur

mitts and puts them up to his windblown, reddened cheeks, and then looks around

with a measure of uncertainty. With a slightly tentative air, he approaches the

young woman, the only one among the handful of waiting passengers. He seems

comforted that she looks like an Inuk, but questioning his own judgement

nonetheless. “Are you the lawyer?” he asks, with a hint of disbelief in his voice, like

“Are you the lawyer?” only not quite so disrespectful.

Lillian Aglukark, diminutive, pretty, in a striking sealskin coat, smiles at him

with understanding and greets him in Inuktitut: “Yes,” she says, “what’s your

name?” He sits down beside her, relieved, no longer wary, but still mildly anxious

about his purpose. He needs help with the application for compensation offered

to former Inuit students of residential schools. Lillian reassures him she can help.

Ten minutes later, he exits the airport, back into the cold winter darkness, his

face alight with new confidence and his spirit lifted by Lillian’s easy but professional

manner. An unusual lawyer-client encounter, to be sure, but for one of Nunavut’s

crop of new young lawyers, an important part of her job. “That’s the direction my

practice has taken. It’s hard at times, but I enjoy helping the clients.”

What, one wonders, would her great-grandmother think of all this.

ᒪᒃᑯᑦᑐᖅ ᐃᓄᒃ ᐊᕐᓇᖅ ᐃᑦᓯᕙᔪᖅ ᓂᖃᑐᓕᑦᓱᓂ ᐅᖅᓱᖅᑑᑉ ᒥᕝᕕᖓᑕ ᐅᑕᖅᑭᕕᖓᓂ, ᐅᑕᖅᑭᑦᓱᓂ, ᐅᑕᖅᑭᒐᑦᑕ. ᐃᓂᑭᑦᑐᖅ,
ᓱᓇᓕᕆᐊᑦᓴᖃᕋᓂ, ᑳᐱᖃᓐᖏᑦᑐᖅ, ᑕᒧᓗᒐᖃᓐᖏᑦᑐᖅ, ᐅᖃᓕᒫᕋᑦᓴᖅᑕᖃᓐᖏᑦᑐᖅ, ᓱᔭᑦᓴᖃᓗᐊᓐᖏᑦᑐᖅ ᐊᐅᓪᓚᕆᐊᓕᓐᓄᑦ
ᐊᐅᓪᓚᕈᓐᓇᐃᓕᖅᑲᔪᓄᑦ. ᐊᐅᓪᓚᕈᑎᒋᓚᖓᔭᕗᑦ ᑭᖑᕙᐅᖅᑲᔪᖅ ᐃᑲᕐᕋᕋᓴᓐᓂᒃ — ᑕᐃᒪᐃᒐᔪᑦᑐᖅ — ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᒥ ᐊᐅᓪᓚᐸᑦᑐᖅ

ᐅᑕᖅᑭᑦᓯᐊᑐᐃᓐᓇᖅᑐᑦ. ᐅᖃᓕᒪᔪᒍᑦ. ᐅᖃᓕᒫᖅᓱᑕᓗ ᐅᖃᓕᒫᒐᑦᑎᓐᓂᒃ. ᐅᑕᖅᑭᔪᒍᑦ. 
ᐃᓐᓇᕐᒥᒃ ᐊᖑᒻᒥᒃ ᐃᑎᖅᑐᖃᖅᑐᖅ ᐅᑕᖅᑭᕕᒻᒧᑦ ᓯᓚᒦᓐᖔᖅᓱᓂ. ᑕᑯᓴᖅᑕᐃᓐᓇᕗᑦ ᖁᒻᒧᑦ. ᓇᓴᐃᖅᓱᓂ, ᐊᒡᒐᐃᔭᒐᓛᓐᖏᑦᑐᓂᓪᓗ

ᐳᐊᓗᐃᖅᓱᓂ ᐊᑦᑐᐃᑦᓱᓂ ᐊᓄᕆᓯᐅᓕᓂᕐᒥᒃ ᑮᓇᕐᒥᓂᒃ, ᐊᐅᐸᖅᓯᓯᒪᔫᒃ ᐅᓗᐊᖏᒃ, ᕿᒥᕐᕈᓕᖅᓱᓂ ᓇᓗᒐᓚᕝᕙᓗᑦᑕᕋᓗᐊ. ᐅᐸᒍᑎᓕᖅᓱᓂ
ᒪᒃᑯᑦᑐᒧᑦ ᐊᕐᓇᒧᑦ, ᐃᓄᑐᖃᖅ ᐅᑕᖅᑭᔪᓂ ᐊᐅᓪᓚᓚᖓᔪᓂ. ᐊᑲᐅᓯᐅᒥᕙᓗᒻᒪᕆᑦᑐᖅ ᐃᓅᕙᓗᒻᒪᑦ, ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᖁᓚᑦᑕᕋᓗᐊ. “ᒪᓕᒐᓕᕆᔨᐅᕖᑦ?”
ᐊᐱᕆᔪᖅ, ᓱᓕᔪᖅᓴᑦᓯᐊᖅᕙᓗᒐᓂ, ᐊᐱᕆᔪᖅ “ᒪᓕᒐᓕᕆᔨᐅᕖᑦ?” ᓱᓇᕈᓘᑎᓐᖏᒃᑲᓗᐊᖅᓱᒍ.

ᓕᓕᐊᓐ ᐊᒡᓘᑲᒃ, ᐊᕐᓇᓪᓚᑐᕈᓗᒃ, ᐱᐅᔪᐸᕈᓗᒃ, ᓇᑦᓯᕋᔭᒻᒥᒃ ᐊᑎᒋᑦᓯᐊᕆᑦᓱᓂ, ᖁᖓᓯᔪᖅ ᑐᑭᓯᓕᖅᓱᓂ ᐃᓄᑦᑎᑐᓪᓗ ᐅᖃᕐᕕᒋᑦᓱᒍ: “ᐄ,”
ᐅᖃᖅᑐᖅ, “ᑭᓇᐅᒐᕕᑦ?” ᐃᖏᑦᑐᖅ ᓴᓂᐊᓄᑦ, ᖃᓲᒻᒥᑦᓱᓂ, ᖃᐅᔨᓵᖓᒍᓐᓃᖅᓱᓂ, ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᕿᓚᓈᕈᑎᓕᒃ ᐱᔾᔪᑎᒋᔭᒥᓂᒃ. ᐃᑲᔪᖅᑕᐅᒍᒪᔪᖅ
ᑎᑎᕋᕐᕕᒋᒋᐊᓕᓐᓄᑦ ᑮᓇᐅᔭᓅᖓᔪᓄᑦ ᒪᓂᒪᑎᑕᐅᔪᓄᑦ ᐃᓄᓐᓄᑦ ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᕆᐊᖃᖅᓱᑎᑦ ᐊᐅᓪᓚᖅᓯᒪᖃᑦᑕᖅᓯᒪᔪᓄᑦ. ᓕᓕᐊᓐ ᐃᑲᔪᕈᓐ -
ᓇᕐᓂᕋᖅᑕ. 

10-ᒥᓂᑦᔅ ᐊᓂᒍᕐᒪᑕ, ᐊᓂᔪᖅ ᐅᑕᖅᑭᕕᒻᒥᒃ, ᑕᖅᑲᐅᖓ ᑖᑦᑐᒧᑦ ᐅᑭᐅᒧᑦ ᐊᓂᒃᑲᓐᓂᖅᓱᓂ, ᑮᓇᖓ ᖃᐅᒻᒪᐅᒥᓯᒪᓕᖅᓱᓂ ᒪᑭᐅᒥᓚᕆᑦᓱᓂ
ᐆᒻᒪᐅᒥᑎᑕᖓ ᓕᓕᐊᓐ ᐃᑲᔪᕆᐊᑭᓐᓂᖓᓄᑦ ᑲᒪᑦᓯᐊᖅᓱᓂ. ᑕᐃᒫᒃ ᑲᓲᑎᒐᔪᐃᑦᑐᖅ ᐃᑲᔪᖅᑕᐅᒋᐊᓕᓪᓗ-ᒪᓕᒐᓕᕆᔨᓗ, ᑕᐃᒪᐃᓪᓚᕆᑦᑐᖅ, ᑭᓯᐊᓂ
ᐃᓚᒋᔭᐅᔪᖅ ᒪᒃᑯᓐᓄᑦ ᓄᓇᕗᒻᒥ ᒪᓕᒐᓕᕆᔨᓄᑦ, ᐱᒻᒪᕆᐊᓗᖅ ᐃᖅᑲᓇᐃᔮᖓᑕ ᐃᓚᖓ. “ᑕᐃᑯᖓ ᐃᖅᑲᓇᐃᔮᕋ ᐃᖏᕐᕋᓯᒪᔪᖅ. ᐃᓚᖓᓂ
ᐊᑦᓱᕈᕐᓇᖅᑐᑦ, ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᖁᕕᐊᑦᑐᖓ ᐃᑲᔪᕆᐊᑦᓴᖅ ᐃᑲᔪᕆᐊᓕᓐᓂᒃ.”

ᖃᓄᑭᐊᕐᖓᐃᑦ, ᐃᓱᒪᓇᒻᒪᕆᑦᑐᖅ, ᓯᓚᐱᕈᖓ ᖃᓄᖅ ᐃᓱᒪᒐᔭᕐᒪᖔᖅ ᑕᒪᑦᓱᒥᖓ. 
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Tahiuq
& Three Generations On

Strength and wisdom endures through the years
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by David F. Pelly
ᑎᑎᕋᖅᑕᖏᑦ ᑕᐃᕕᑦ ᐊᕝ. ᐸᓕ

Tahiuq, near Padlei, NWT, March
1950.  Photo by Richard Harrington.
ᑕᕼᐅᖅ, ᐹᓪᓕᐅ ᓴᓂᐊᓂ, ᓄᓇᑦᓯᐊᖅ, ᒫᑦᓯ 1950.
ᐊᔾᔨᓕᐅᖅᑕᒥᓂᖓ ᕆᑦᓱᑦ ᕼᐃᐅᕆᖕᑕᓐ. 
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ᒫᑦᓯ, 1950-ᖑᑎᓪᓗᒍ, ᐊᔾᔨᓕᐅᕆᔨ ᖃᓪᓗᓈᑦ ᓄᓇᖓᓐᓃᓐᖔᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ, ᕆᑦᓱᑦ
ᕼᐃᐅᕆᖕᑕᓐ, ᕿᒧᑦᓯᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᖃᐅᔨᒪᓕᑕᖃᖅᓱᓂ ᑯᒪᒻᒥᒃ ᓄᓇᓕᐊᖅᓯᒪᑦᓱᑎᒃ
ᐊᕐᕕᐊᑦ ᓯᓚᑖᓂ, ᐱᖓᓐᓇᖓᓂ ᑕᓯᐅᔭᕐᔪᐊᑉ ᓯᓈᖓᑕ. ᒫᑦᓯ 10-ᖑᑎᓪᓗᒍ
ᑎᑎᕋᖅᑐᒥᓂᖅ ᑎᑎᕋᕐᕕᒻᒥᓂ:

ᐃᑲᕐᕋᕋᓴᐃᑦ ᐃᖏᕐᕋᕗᒍᑦ…ᑖᕙᓂ, ᐅᖓᓯᑦᑐᒥ, ᐃᓄᖃᓐᖏᑦᑐᒥ ᓄᓇᒥ, ᐊᖑᒻᒥᒃ

ᐱᓱᑦᑐᖃᖅᐳᖅ. ᕿᒻᒦᓪᓗ ᐸᖓᓕᓕᖅᓱᑎᒃ. ᑯᒪᒃ ᐊᓪᓛᑦ ᖁᖓᔪᒍᓕᖅᑐᑦ. ᐊᖑᑦ

ᓱᓇᐅᕝᕙ ᓂᒐᐅᑉ ᓄᓇᖓᓐᓃᖔᖅᑐᖅ. ᐃᑲᕐᕌᓐᓂᒃ ᒪᕐᕉᓐᓂ-ᐱᖓᓱᓂ ᑎᑭᑦᑐᒍᑦ

ᑕᐃᑯᖓ. ᐊᓪᓛᑦ ᑯᒪᒃ ᓈᒻᒪᓈᕋᔭᓚᐅᖅᑐᖅ ᑲᔪᓯᓗᓂ.

ᓂᒐᐅᑉ ᓄᓇᓕᖓ 40-ᒪᐃᓕᓂᒃ ᐅᖓᓯᓐᓂᓕᒃ (64-ᑭᓗᒦᑕᐃᑦ) ᐅᐊᓐᓇᖅᐸᓯᖓᓂ
ᓂᒋᖅᐸᓯᖓᓂ ᐹᓪᓕᐅᑉ, ᓂᐅᕕᖅᑎᒃᑯᑕᖃᕐᓱᓂ ᐊᕐᕕᐊᓂ. ᓂᖏᐅᖅᑕᖃᔪᒻᒪᑦ ᓄᓇᓕᓐᓂ
ᑕᑯᓪᓗᓂᐅᓪᓗ ᕼᐃᐅᕆᖕᑕᓐ. ᐊᔾᔨᑦᓯᐊᕙᒻᒪᕆᐊᓗᓐᓂᒃ ᐊᔾᔨᓕᐅᕆᖃᑦᑕᖅᑐᒥᓂᐅᑦᓱᓂ
ᑕᕿᐅᕐᒥᒃ. ᐅᐱᒍᓱᕝᕙᓗᑦᑐᖅ ᐊᑦᓱᕈᖅᓯᒪᕙᓗᒃᑲᓗᐊᖅᓱᓂ ᐃᔨᖏᑦᑎᒍᑦ. ᖃᓄᖅ,
ᐃᓱᒪᓇᖅᑐᖅ, ᐃᓱᒪᓐᓂᕐᒪᖔᖅ. 

ᑕᕼᐃᐅᖅ ᓕᓕᐊᓐ ᐊᒡᓘᑲᐅᑉ ᓯᓚᐱᕈᖓ. 
ᕼᐃᐅᕆᖕᑕᓐ ᐊᔾᔨᓕᐅᕆᔪᖅ ᕿᓚᐅᔾᔭᖅᓱᑎᒃ ᑕᐃᑲᓂ ᐅᓐᓄᖓᓂ ᐃᒡᓗᒥ,

ᐅᖃᐅᓯᕆᓪᓗᓂᐅᓪᓗ “…ᐊᖏᓂᖃᖅᑐᖅ 12-ᓂᒃ ᐃᑎᒐᓪᓗᐊᓂᒃ ᓴᓂᒧᑦ ᑐᑭᒧᓪᓗ, 12
ᐃᓄᐃᑦ ᑲᑎᒪᔪᑦ, ᐃᖏᖅᑐᑦ….” ᓂᐅᕐᕈᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᐅᖓᓯᑦᑐᐊᓗᒻᒥᑦᑑᔮᓕᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ
ᓄᓇᕐᔪᐊᕐᒥᓂᒃ, ᖃᓄᑐᐃᓐᓈᓗᒃ.

…ᕿᓚᐅᔾᔭᖅᑐᖅ ᑲᐃᕙᑦᓱᓂ, ᐊᐅᓚᑦᑎᑦᓱᓂᐅᑉ ᑎᒥᓂ ᓴᓂᒧᑦ, ᓂᓪᓕᐊᕿ -

ᖃᑦᑕᖅᓱᓂ…. ᐊᖑᑏᑦ ᐊᑭᑦᑕᐅᑎᔪᑦ.  ᒪᕐᕉᒃ ᒪᒃᑯᓂᖅᓵᒃ ᐊᕐᓈᒃ, ᓯᕗᓪᓕᕐᒥ

ᑲᓐᖑᓱᑲᐃᓐᓇᕋᓗᐊᖅᓱᑎᒃ, ᓂᐱᖅᑯᖅᑐᓯᕙᓪᓕᐊᔫᒃ ᐃᓐᖏᖅᓱᑎᒃ. ᐊᖑᑎᓗ,

ᐅᑯᖓᑦᓱᓂ, ᕿᓚᐅᑎᓪᓗ ᐊᐅᓚᑕᐅᓪᓗᓂ ᓄᓇᒧᑦ ᑐᓐᖓᓐᖏᑐᐃᓐᓇᖅᓱᓂ,

ᕿᒡᒋᖅᑕᖅᓱᓂ ᑕᕝᕙᓂᑦᓴᐃᓐᓇᖅ ᐊᒻᒪᓗᖅᑐᒥ, ᑮᓇᓕᒫᑦᓯᐊᖓ ᖃᐅᓯᓕᖅᓱᓂ

ᐅᖅᑰᒧᑦ. 

ᕼᐃᐅᕆᖕᑕᓐ ᐊᔾᔨᓕᐅᖅᓯᒪᔭᖏᓐᓂ ᐃᒡᓘ ᐃᓗᐊᓂ ᐃᓚᖓᑦ ᕿᓚᐅᔾᔭᖅᑏᑦ, ᐊᒑᖅ,
ᓄᓕᐊᕇᒃ ᐃᑭᖅᑕᒃᑯᒃ, ᐊᒫᖅᑐᖅ ᐱᐊᕋᕐᒥᒃ ᐊᖑᒻᒥᒃ ᐊᒪᐅᑎᒥᓄᑦ. ᐊᔾᔨᓃᓐᖏᑦᑐᖅ, ᑭᓯᐊᓂ
ᑕᐃᑲᓂ ᓄᓇᓕᓐᓃᖃᑕᐅᔪᒥᓂᖅ ᑕᐃᑦᓱᒨᓇ, ᓂᕕᐊᖅᓯᐊᕈᓗᖅ ᐊᕐᕌᒍᓕᒃ ᑕᓪᓕᒪᓂ -
ᐅᔪᑦᓴᐅᔪᖅ, ᐊᑎᓕᒃ ᑕᖅᑐ. ᐊᓈᓇᖓ ᐃᑭᖅᑕᖅ ᐅᕙᓂ ᐃᓚᒌᓂ ᐊᔾᔨᖃᖃᑕᐅᔪᖅ
ᐊᔾᔨᓕᐅᖅᑕᒥᓂᖏᑦ ᕆᑦᓱᑦ ᕼᐃᐅᕆᖕᑕᓐ. ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᓂᕕᐊᖅᓯᐊᖑᑦᓱᓂ ᑕᖅᑐ ᐱᓯᒪ -
ᔭᐅᖏᓐᓇᔪᔪᖅ ᐊᓈᓇᑦᓯᐊᒥᓄᑦ, ᑕᕿᐅᕐᒧᑦ. “ ᐅᕙᓐᓂᒃ ᐱᓯᒪᑦᓯᖃᑦᑕᔪᔪᖅ. ᓯᓚᑐᓂᕐᒥᒃ

In March of 1950, a photographer from southern Canada, Richard 

Harrington, was travelling by dog-team with his guide Kumok in the region 

inland from Eskimo Point (now Arviat), on the west coast of Hudson Bay. On

March 10, he wrote in his journal:

Hour after hour we travel... There, in the far distance, in this apparently 

uninhabited country, a man walks. The dogs break into a wild gallop. Even

Kumok can’t conceal his happiness. It turns out to be a man from Negak’s

camp. In 2-3 hours, we’re there. In fact, Kumok would have struck it by going on. 

Negak’s camp was 40 miles (64 km) northwest of Padlei, a satellite post for

the HBC trader in Eskimo Point. There was an old woman in the camp who

caught Harrington’s eye. He took some remarkable photographs of Tahiuq. She

looks proud though strained in his images. What, one wonders, is she thinking.

Tahiuq is Lillian Aglukark’s great-grandmother.

Harrington records a drum dance held that evening in the iglu, which he 

described as “... a pin-point of 12 feet in diameter, 12 people crowded together, 

chanting...” The visitor felt very far removed from his own world, in more ways

than one.

...the drummer stamped in a small circle, swaying his body, letting out

shrieks.... The men spelled each other off. The two younger women, at first

shy, became louder in their chant. And the man, bent at hips, the drum 

flipping back & forth just above the ground, hopped in same circle, his whole

face beaded with perspiration.

In a Harrington photo taken inside the iglu there is one of the drummers,

Agaaq, with his wife Ikiqtaq, who has a baby boy in her amautiq. Not in the

photos, but present in the camp at the time, was a little girl about five years old,

by the name of Taqtu. Her mother is Ikiqtaq in this family photo by Richard

Harrington. But as a young girl Taqtu stayed primarily with Tahiuq, her grand-

mother. “She looked after me. She gave me her wisdom. I’m proud of her,” says

Taqtu recently. That strength and wisdom has endured in the family line. Today

30 arcticjournal.ca September/October 2010

Agaaq, with his wife Ikiqtaq, who has Evano, a baby boy, in her amautiq, by Richard Harrington, near Padlei, NWT, March 1950.
ᐊᒑᖅ, ᓄᓕᐊᕇᒃ ᐃᑭᖅᑕᒃᑯᒃ, ᐱᓯᒪᑦᓱᑎᒃ ᐃᕙᓄᒥᒃ, ᐊᖑᑎᐅᑦᓱᓂ ᐱᐊᕋᖅ, ᐊᒪᐅᑎᒥᓂ, ᐊᔾᔨᓕᐅᒐᖓ ᕆᑦᓱᑦ ᕼᐃᐅᕆᖕᑕᓐ, ᐹᓪᓕᐅᑉ ᓴᓂᐊᓂ, ᓄᓇᑦᓯᐊᕐᒥ, ᒫᑦᓯ 1950. 
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ᑐᓂᓯᓯᒪᕚᖓ. ᐅᐱᒋᔭᕋ,” ᐅᖃᕋᑖᔪᔪᖅ ᑕᖅᑐ. ᑕᐃᓐᓇ ᓴᓐᖏᓂᖅ ᐊᓂᒍᐃᒍᓐᓇᕐᓂᕐᓗ ᓱᓕ
ᐃᓚᒌᓐᓃᑉᐳᖅ. ᐅᓪᓗᒥ ᑕᖅᑐ ᖃᐅᔨᒪᔭᕗᑦ ᑐᐊᕋᖠ ᐊᒡᓘᑲᒃ, ᐊᓈᓇᖓ ᓕᓕᐊᓐ ᐊᒡᓘᑲᐅᑉ,
ᒪᓕᒐᓕᕆᔨᐅᑉ, ᓲᓴᓐ ᐊᒡᓘᑲᐅᑉ ᐃᓐᖏᖅᑎᐅᑉ, ᐊᓯᖏᓪᓗ ᑲᔪᓯᓂᖃᑦᓯᐊᖅᑐᐊᓗᐃᑦ ᕿᑐᕐᖓᖏᑦ. 

* * *

ᐅᓪᓗᒥ ᑐᐊᕈᖠ ᐅᐃᖓᓗ ᑕᐃᕕᑦ ᐊᒡᓘᑲᒃ ᓄᓇᓖᒃ ᐊᕐᕕᐊᒥ, ᕿᑐᕐᖓᒥᓂᓪᓗ 7-ᓂᒃ ᑕᐃᑲᓂ
ᐱᕈᖅᓴᐃᓚᐅᖅᓱᑎᒃ. ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᒥᑭᔫᓪᓗᓂ ᓄᓇᖃᓚᐅᖅᑐᖅ ᐃᓗᐃᓕᕐᒥ ᓄᓇᒥ, ᐹᓪᓕᐅᑉ ᒥᑦᓵᓂ.
ᐃᖅᑲᐅᒪᑦᓯᐊᖏᑦᑐᖅ ᑕᐃᑦᓱᒪᓂᑕᕐᓂᒃ, ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᐃᓕᑕᖅᓯᔪᖅ ᐃᓚᖏᑦ ᐊᑦᓱᕈᖅᑐᒥᓂᐅᒋᐊᖏᑦ
ᐊᓐᓇᒐᓱᐊᖅᓱᑎᒃ. “ᒥᑭᔫᓪᓗᑎᑦ, ᐃᓅᓯᖅ ᖃᓄᐃᑦᑑᔮᓐᖏᒻᒪᑦ, ᖃᓄᐃᑦᑑᒐᓗᐊᖅᐸᑦ, ᓇᓪᓕᒋᔭᐅᓚᐅᕈᕕᑦ.”
ᐃᓅᓯᖓᑦ, ᓱᓇᐅᕝᕙ ᖃᓄᐃᓐᓇᖅᑐᒥᓂᖅ ᐅᓪᓗᒥ ᑕᑯᓐᓇᓕᖅᓱᒍ. ᐃᓚᒥᓄᓪᓗ, ᑐᐊᕋᖠ
ᑲᓲᒪᔾᔪᑕᐅᕗᖅ ᐊᑯᕐᖓᓐᓂ ᑕᐃᑦᓱᒪᓂᑕᐃᑦ ᐃᓄᐃᑦ, ᐅᓪᓗᒥᓂᑕᐅᓕᖅᑐᓪᓗ ᐃᓅᓯᓕᕆᓕᑦᑕᑎᓐᓂ. 

“ᐅᓪᓗᐃᑦ ᐃᓚᖓᓐᓂ  ᑳᑦᓱᑕ ᑐᑦᑐᐃᕈᓯᒪᑎᓪᓗᒍ (1950 ᕿᑎᖏᓐᓂ) — ᐃᖃᓗᐃᑦ ᐊᓪᓛᑦ,
ᐱᑕᖃᑦᓯᐊᕈᓐᓃᖅᓱᑎᒃ.” ᐊᖑᒻᒥᒃ ᑎᑭᑦᑐᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᓄᓇᓕᓐᓄᑦ ᓯᓈᓃᖔᖅᓱᓂ ᓇᑦᓯᒥᓂᒡ -
ᒋᖅᓱᓂ, ᓂᕿᒋᔭᐅᑲᐃᓐᓇᓕᖅᓱᑎᒃ ᐅᓪᓗᓂᒃ ᖃᑦᓯᒐᓛᓂᒃ. ᐃᓚᒌᑦ ᐱᓱᒋᐊᓯᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ,
ᐃᑲᔪᖅᑎᑦᓴᖅᓯᐅᕆᐊᓕᖅᓱᑎᒃ. ᕿᒧᑦᓯᖅᑐᒥᓃᑦ ᐃᓄᐃᓴᑦᑐᓄᑦ, ᕿᒻᒦᑦ ᐱᖓᓱᑦ ᓯᑕᒪᓪᓗᑭᐊᖅ,
ᑲᓕᓐᓂᐊᖅᑐᓂᒃ ᖃᒧᑏᓐᓂᒃ ᐅᓯᔪᓂᒃ ᐱᒐᓚᖏᓐᓂᒃ. ᑐᐊᕋᖠᑎᒍᑦ, 10-ᓂᒃ 11-ᓂᓪᓗᑭᐊᖅ
ᐊᕐᕌᒍᖃᖅᑐᖅ ᑕᐃᑦᓱᒪᓂ, ᐱᖅᔪᐊᖅᑎᑦᑑᔮᓐᖏᑕᖓ ᐅᖃᐅᓯᕆᓪᓗᓂᐅᒃ ᐅᓪᓗᒥ, ᓇᓗᓇᓐᖏᑦᑐᖅ
ᐊᑦᓱᕈᕐᓂᐅᓚᐅᖅᑐᖅ ᐊᓐᓇᒋᐊᕈᑕᐅᓯᑦᓱᓂ. 

“ᓯᓚᕐᓂᕐᓗᓕᖅᑐᐊᓘᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ. ᓂᕿᖃᑦᓯᐊᕋᑕᓗ. ᐊᒃᑲᒐᓗ ᐃᓪᓗᑦᓱᓂ. ᑕᓯᕐᒨᖅᓱᑕ ᐊᒃᑲᒐ
ᑭᓚᐃᒐᓱᐊᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ (ᐃᖃᓪᓗᒐᓱᐊᕐᕕᑦᓴᒥᒃ) ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᐊᔪᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ. ᐅᑎᓕᖅᓱᑕ ᐃᒡᓗᒧᑦ. ᐊᒃᑲᒐ
ᐱᑦᓱᓂ ᕿᔪᑦᑖᓂᒃ, ᐃᑯᐊᓚᑦᓯᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ, ᐆᓇᖅᓯᑎᑦᓯᑦᓱᓂ ᐃᒥᕐᒥᒃ. ᐅᕙᓐᓄᑦ ᐃᒥᖅᑕᐅᖁᓕᖅᑕᖓ.
ᐃᑎᖅᓱᖓᓗ ᐃᒡᓗᒧᑦ. ᐅᔾᔨᕆᓕᖅᑕᕋ ᐊᓈᓇᑦᓯᐊᕋ (ᑕᕼᐃᐅᖅ) ᐊᒡᒍᐃᑎᓪᓗᒍ ᐸᓂᖅᑐᓂᒃ
ᐃᕙᓗᑦᓴᓂᒃ, ᒥᖅᓱᕈᑕᐅᕙᑦᑐᓂᒃ ᐃᓱᒪᓕᖅᑐᖓ, ᓱᔪᖃᓕᕋᓗᐊᖅᑲ, ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᓂᓪᓕᖏᑦᑐᖓ. ᐅᕙᓐᓄᑦ
ᐅᖃᑦᑕᖅᑯᖅ, “ᓂᕆᒍᒃ ᐅᓇ.” ᐃᓱᒪᑦᓯᑦᓴᐅᑎᒋᔪᖓ ᐅᕙᓐᓄᐃᓐᓇᖅ, ᓂᕿᖃᓐᖏᓚᖃᐃ ᐃᒡᓗᒥ.
ᓂᕆᓪᓗᖓ ᒥᑭᔫᑎᕈᓗᓐᓂᒃ. ᐃᒥᖅᑎᑲᓐᓂᖅᓱᓂᖓᓗ ᓂᕈᒥᑦᑐᒥᒃ ᐃᒥᕐᒥᒃ ᐊᒃᑲᒻᒪ ᐆᓇᖅᑐᓕᐊ -
ᕆᖅᑲᐅᔭᖓᓂᒃ. ᐃᖅᑲᐅᒪᔪᖓ ᕿᐊᒍᒪᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖓ. ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᐃᓱᒪᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖓ, ᐊᑦᓱᕈᖅᑎᒃᑲᓐ -
ᓂᑐᐃᓐᓇᓚᖓᔭᒃᑲ. ᓱᓕ ᑕᑯᒍᓐᓇᖅᑕᕋ ᑕᐃᓐᓇ ᐃᒡᓗ. ᓯᓂᒐᓱᐊᓕᖅᓱᑕ ᑐᑦᑐᕋᔭᓂᒃ
ᐊᐅᒻᒥᑎᖃᖅᓱᖓ. ᐊᒦᑦ ᐊᑖᓂ, ᕿᐊᓕᖅᑐᖓ —ᖃᐅᔨᖁᓐᖏᓇᒃᑭᑦ ᕿᐊᒐᒪ.

we know Taqtu as Dorothy Aglukark, mother of Lillian Aglukark

the lawyer, Susan Aglukark the singer, and a host of other successful

children.

* * *

Today Dorothy lives with her husband David Aglukark in

Arviat, where they raised their seven children. But she spent her

earliest years several miles inland, in the Padlei area. She remembers

very little from those years, though she recognizes that her family

struggled to survive. “When you are a child, your life seems normal,

whatever it is, and all you care about is that someone loves you.”

Their life, of course, was anything but normal by today’s measure.

And for her family, Dorothy is the bridge between that extraordinary

time for Inuit, and the modern world in which we all live today.

“One day we were hungry during the time there was no caribou

[mid-1950s] — even fish, there was hardly any.” A man arrived in

camp from the coast with some seal meat, which kept them going

for a few days. Then the family struck out to walk, hoping to find

help. They had a small dog-team, with three or four dogs, to pull

the qamutik loaded with their belongings. Though Dorothy, 10 or

11 at the time, downplays the drama in her telling today, it was

clearly a desperate push for survival.

“It got really stormy. We did not have much food. My uncle was

snow-blinded. We went to a lake and my uncle tried to make a hole

[for fishing] but he couldn’t. We went back to the iglu. My uncle

got some branches, made a fire, and warmed some water. He told

me to drink it. I got into the iglu. I noticed my grandmother

[Tahiuq] cutting up dried sinew, used for sewing. I wondered,

what’s happening, but I didn’t say anything. She said to me, ‘Eat

this.’ Right away I thought to myself, maybe there is no food in the

iglu. I ate very small pieces. She gave me another drink of the warm

water my uncle made. I remember I wanted to cry. But I thought,

maybe I’m going to make it harder for them. I can still see that iglu.

I went to sleep in the caribou skin blankets. Under the skins, I cried

— I didn’t want them to know I was crying.

“When we woke up, same thing: some little bits of sinew and

warm water. We got ready to go to Arviat. Then it got whiteout.

My uncle said, ‘I can hardly see any more, so you have to be my

eyes — watch for tracks.’

“My grandmother said ‘Just leave me here — try to find some-

body so you might not starve.’ I thought to myself, I don’t want to

leave her.

“My uncle said, ‘Mother, I’m not going to leave you here. Stay

on the qamutik. Taqtu and I are going to walk.’ Then I saw some

tracks. He told me to follow the tracks and walk in front of the

Their life, of course, was anything but normal
by today’s measure. And for her family, Dorothy
is the bridge between that extraordinary time
for Inuit, and the modern world in which we
all live today.

ᐃᓅᓯᖓᑦ, ᓱᓇᐅᕝᕙ ᖃᓄᐃᓐᓇᖅᑐᒥᓂᖅ ᐅᓪᓗᒥ
ᑕᑯᓐᓇᓕᖅᓱᒍ.  ᐃᓚᒥᓄᓪᓗ, ᑐᐊᕋᖠ ᑲᓲᒪᔾᔪᑕᐅᕗᖅ
ᐊᑯᕐᖓᓐᓂ ᑕᐃᑦᓱᒪᓂᑕᐃᑦ ᐃᓄᐃᑦ,  ᐅᓪᓗᒥᓂᑕᐅᓕᖅᑐᓪᓗ
ᐃᓅᓯᓕᕆᓕᑦᑕᑎᓐᓂ. 

Dorothy Aglukark on the land. 
ᑐᐊᕋᖠ ᐃᑭᑦᓯᔪᖅ ᖁᓪᓕᕐᒥᒃ
ᓇᓪᓕᐅᓂᖅᓯᐅᕈᑕᐅᔪᒥᒃ.  
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dogs. I saw something moving up ahead in the whiteout. It

was a person in camp with their family. They had lots of

caribou. So we had food and tea. My uncle made an iglu for

us to stay overnight. When we woke up in the morning, it

was a big storm. This family gave us everything we needed.

We stayed for three days, not moving.”

By the time the weather cleared, dogs and humans alike

were revived and ready to travel. The dogs were so strong

now they could pull the qamutikwith all three people sitting

on top of the load. Suddenly the trip seemed a pleasure.

Taqtu’s uncle even suggested she try to shoot a ptarmigan.

Before long, they arrived in Arviat.

Re-supplied, the family moved back out on the land,

near Maguse Lake, not so far inland from Arviat. That fall,

an airplane flew in, doing a circuit of the camps, picking up

children for the new school near Arviat, at the mouth of the

Maguse River. A missionary said that Dorothy and her

younger brother (Evano, the little boy in the amautiq in 

Harrington’s photo) must come in for school, so they

“ᑐᐸᒃᑲᑦᑕ, ᓱᓕ ᑕᐃᒫᑦᓴᐃᓐᓇᖅ: ᒥᑭᔫᑎᕈᓗᐃᑦ ᐃᕙᓗᑦᓴᐃᑦ ᓂᕈᒥᑦᑐᕐᓗ ᐃᒥᖅ. ᐸᕐᓇᓕᖅᓱᑕᓗ
ᐊᕐᕕᐊᓕᐊᕆᐊᒥᒃ. ᐱᖅᓯᓕᖅᑐᐊᓘᑦᑕᖅᑯᖅ ᑕᑯᕕᑦᓴᐃᕈᑦᓱᓂ. ᐊᒃᑲᒐ ᐅᖃᖅᓱᓂ, “ ᑕᐅᑐᒡᒐᐃᓐᓇᓕᖅᑐᖓᓕ, ᐃᔨᒋᒍᑦᓯ
ᑭᓯᐊᓂ — ᖃᐅᔨᓴᕆᑦᓯ ᑐᒥᓂᒃ.”

ᐊᓈᓇᑦᓯᐊᕋ ᐅᖃᖅᓱᓂ, “ᒪᐅᖓ ᕿᒪᑦᑕᐅᓕᕐᓚᖓ — ᐃᓄᓐᓂᒃ ᕿᓂᓕᕆᑦᓯ ᐱᕐᓕᕐᓂᐊᖏᓐᓇᑦᓯ.”
ᐃᓱᒪᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖓ, ᕿᒪᒍᒪᓐᖏᑕᕋ. 

ᐊᒃᑲᒐ ᐅᖃᖅᓱᓂ, “ᐊᓈᓈᒃ, ᕿᒪᔾᔮᖏᑦᑕᒋᑦ ᑕᒪᐅᖓ. ᖃᒧᑏᓐᓃᖏᓐᓇᕆᑦ. ᑕᖅᑐᕐᓗ ᐱᓱᓚᖓᔪᒍᒃ.”
ᑕᑯᓕᖅᓱᖓᓗ ᑐᒥᓂᒃ. ᒪᓕᖁᓪᓗᓂᖓ ᑐᒥᓂᒃ ᐱᓱᓪᓗᖓ ᕿᒻᒦᑦ ᓯᕗᓂᖓᓂ. ᑕᑯᓪᓗᖓᓗ ᐊᐅᓚᔪᒥᒃ ᓯᕗᓂᑦᑎᓐᓂ
ᐱᖅᑐᐊᓗᒻᒥ. ᐃᓄᒃ ᓄᓇᓕᖃᖅᑐᑦ ᐃᓚᒌᑦ, ᑐᑦᑐᒥᓂᓕᐊᓘᑦᓱᑎᒃ. ᓂᕿᖃᓕᖅᓱᑕ ᑏᒥᓪᓗ. ᐊᒃᑲᒐ ᐃᓪᓗᓕᑦᓱᓂ
ᓯᓂᑦᑕᕕᑦᓴᑎᓐᓂᒃ. ᑐᐸᒃᑲᑦᑕ ᐅᓪᓛᒃᑯᑦ, ᐱᖅᓯᖅᑐᐊᓗᒃ. ᑖᒃᑯᓄᖓ ᐃᓚᒌᓄᑦ ᐱᒋᐊᓕᓕᒫᑦᑎᓐᓂᒃ ᐱᑎᑕᐅᔪᒍᑦ.
ᐅᓪᓗᓂᒃ ᐱᖓᓱᓂᒃ ᑕᐃᑲᓃᑦᓱᑕ. ᓅᓚᐅᕋᑕ.” 

ᓯᓚ ᐱᐅᓯᒻᒪᑦ, ᕿᒻᒦᓪᓗ ᐃᓄᐃᓪᓗ ᐆᒻᒪᖅᓱᑎᒃ ᐊᐅᓪᓚᕆᓐᓇᐅᓕᖅᑐᑦ. ᕿᒻᒦᑦ ᓴᓐᖏᔪᐊᓘᓕᖅᓱᑎᒃ
ᑲᓕᒍᓐᓇᒻᒪᕆᓕᖅᓱᑎᒃ ᖃᒧᑎᓐᓂᒃ ᐅᓯᓕᓐᓂᒃ ᐱᖓᓱᓂᒃ ᐃᓄᖃᖅᓱᑎᒃ. ᐃᖏᕐᕋᓂᖓᑦ ᖁᕕᐊᓇᖅᓯᔫᔮᑲᓪᓚᑦᓱᓂ.
ᑕᖅᑑᑉ ᐊᒃᑲᖓ ᐊᓪᓛᑦ ᐅᖃᖅᓱᓂ ᑕᖅᑐᒧᑦ ᐊᕿᒡᒋᕋᓱᐊᖁᓪᓗᒍ ᖁᑭᐅᒻᒧᑦ.ᐊᑯᓂᐅᓐᖏᑦᑐᖅ, ᑎᑭᑦᑐᑦ ᐊᕐᕕᐊᓄᑦ, 

ᓱᓇᖃᑦᓯᐊᓕᖅᓱᑎᒃ, ᐃᓚᒌᑦ ᐅᑎᓕᕐᒥᔪᑦ ᓄᓇᒧᑦ, ᒪᒎᓯ ᑕᓯᐅᑉ ᓴᓂᐊᓄᑦ, ᐅᖓᓯᓗᐊᓐᖏᑦᑐᖅ ᓄᓇᒥ ᐊᕐᕕᐊᓂᒃ.
ᑕᐃᑲᓂ ᐅᑭᐊᖓᓂ, ᖃᖓᑕᔫᒥᒃ ᑎᑭᑦᑐᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ, ᓄᓇᓕᓐᓄᑦ ᐳᓚᕋᑦᓱᑎᒃ, ᐊᐃᑦᓯᖃᑦᑕᖅᓱᑎᒃ ᓱᕈᑦᓯᓂᒃ
ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᕕᑦᑖᖅᑲᐅᒧᑦ ᐊᕐᕕᐊᑉ ᓴᓂᐊᓃᑦᑐᒧᑦ, ᓴᓂᐊᓂ ᒪᒎᓯ ᑕᓯᐅᑉ. ᐊᔪᕆᖅᑐᐃᔨ ᐅᖃᕐᓂᕐᒪᑦ ᑐᐊᕋᖠᒃᑯᑦ
ᐊᓂᕋᓛᕇᒃ (ᐃᕙᓄ, ᓱᕈᓯᕈᓗᒃ ᐊᒫᖅᑕᖅ ᐊᒪᐅᑎᒧᑦ ᕼᐃᐅᕆᖕᑕᓐ ᐊᔾᔨᓕᐅᒐᖓᓂ) ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᕆᐊᕆᐊᖃᕆᐊᖏᒃ,
ᖃᖓᑕᔫᒧᑦ ᐃᑭᑦᓱᑎᒃ ᐊᐅᓪᓚᖅᐳᑦ. ᐊᔾᔨᐅᖏᑦᓯᐊᖅᑐᖅ ᐃᓱᒪᖓᓂ ᐊᕐᕕᐊᓕᐊᕐᓂᕆᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔭᑦᑕ
ᑕᑯᓐᓇᓐᖑᐊᕈᓐᓇᖏᑦᑕᕗᓪᓘᓐᓃᑦ ᐅᓪᓗᒥ ᐃᓛᑎᒍᑦ. ᐃᖅᑲᐅᒪᑦᓯᐊᖅᑕᖓ; ᑕᐃᑲᓂ ᐅᓐᓄᖓᓂ ᓯᕗᓪᓕᖅᐹᑦᓯᐊᒥ
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Dorothy lights a
ceremonial qulliq. 
ᑐᐊᕋᖠ ᐊᒡᓘᑲᒃ ᐊᓯᓃᑦᑐᖅ.  



boarded the plane and flew away. The contrast in her mind

with the previous trip to Arviat is unimaginable to most of

us today. She remembers it well; that night was the first she

ever spent inside a house. And she did not want to stay. So

after all was quiet, she left and walked into the darkness.

Once out of sight, she stopped, and slept against a big rock

on the land. In the morning, Dorothy continued walking

toward a familiar looking hill. From the hilltop, she saw her

family’s camp. When she arrived, her grandmother Tahiuq

asked simply, “How did you come here?”

“I answered, ‘I walked,’ and she told me, ‘Don’t ever do

that again.’” But that was the end of Dorothy’s school career.

She stayed with Tahiuq. The extended family, including 

Ikiqtaq and Agaaq, moved to Rankin Inlet, attracted by the

opportunity of employment at the new nickel mine. Tahiuq

died there when her granddaughter was 16.

Some years later, Dorothy married David Aglukark. And

despite her brief and rather negative experience with school,

they were determined that their children would get the best

education possible – that became one of the most important

goals in their life. Looking at the array of family photos in

the living room of their Arviat home today, one sees ample

evidence of the success which came from that decision.

They are justly proud. Imagine, then, what Tahiuq might

think.

At the very least, it is a maternal lineage of significance:

Tahiuq — Ikiqtaq — Taqtu, aka Dorothy — Lillian, aka

Agaaq.

“For a long time,” explains Lillian, “I did not understand

why my mother named me after her stepfather Agaaq, but

she finally explained to me that he had taken her and Tahiuq

into their family and provided for them through the harsh,

starvation period. She was very grateful to him for providing

them with shelter and food. So she wanted to name one 

of her children after him.” Lillian, apparently, has the 

compassion of her namesake.

Regular contributor David Pelly (www.davidpelly.com)

wishes to thank both Dorothy and Lillian Aglukark for their

assistance in gathering the information for this article, as well

as the National Archives, the Stephen Bulger Gallery, and the

estate of Richard Harrington for their co-operation in tracking

down the old photographs from Padlei, 1950.

ᐃᓪᓗᒦᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ. ᑕᐃᑲᓃᒍᒪᓇᓂᓗ. ᓂᖃᑐᓕᓕᕐᒪᑕ, ᐊᓂᔪᒥᓂᖅ ᑖᖅᑐᐊᓘᑎᓪᓗᒍ. ᑕᕐᕆᒐᒥ ᓄᖅᑲᖅᓱᓂ,
ᓯᓂᓕᖅᑐᖅ ᐅᔭᕋᓱᔾᔫᑉ ᑭᓪᓕᖓᓂ ᓄᓇᒥ. ᐅᓪᓛᕈᕐᒪᑦ ᑐᐊᕋᖠ ᐱᓱᐃᓐᓇᖅᓱᓂ ᐃᓕᑕᕐᓇᖅᑑᔮᖅᑐᒧᑦ ᖃᖅᑲᒧᑦ.
ᖃᖅᑲᐅᑉ ᖄᖓᓂᒃ ᑕᑯᓕᖅᓱᓂ ᐃᓚᒥ ᓄᓇᓕᖓᓐᓂᒃ. ᑎᑭᒻᒪᑦ, ᐊᓈᓇᑦᓯᐊᖓᑕ ᐊᐱᕆᓪᓗᓂᐅᒃ, “ᖃᓄᖅ ᖃᐃᒐᕕᑦ?”

ᑭᐅᔭᕋ, “ᐱᓱᑦᓱᖓ,” ᐅᕙᓐᓄᓪᓗ ᐅᖃᓕᖅᓱᓂ, “ᑕᐃᒪᐃᒃᑲᓐᓂᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᓂᐊᓐᖏᓚᑎᑦ.” ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᑕᐃᑦᓱᒪᓂ
ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᕆᐊᑦᓵᕐᓂᖏᑦᑐᖅ ᑐᐊᕋᖠ. ᑕᕿᐅᕐᒦᓕᖅᓱᓂ. ᐃᓚᖏᑦ, ᐱᖃᓯᐅᑎᑦᓱᑎᒃ ᐃᑭᖅᑕᖅ ᐊᒻᒪᓗ ᐊᒑᖅ,
ᓄᑦᑎᓕᖅᑐᒥᓃᑦ ᑲᖏᖅᖠᓂᕐᒧᑦ, ᐃᖅᑲᓇᐃᔮᑦᓴᓂᒃ ᐱᔾᔪᑎᖃᖅᓱᑎᒃ ᐅᔭᕋᓐᓂᐊᕐᕕᑦᑖᖅᑲᐅᒥ. ᑕᕼᐃᐅᖅ ᑕᐃᑲᓂ
ᐃᓅᒍᓐᓃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᐃᕐᖑᑕᖓ 16-ᓂᒃ ᐊᕐᕌᒍᖃᓕᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ. 

ᐊᕐᕌᒍᐃᑦ ᖃᑦᓯᒐᓛᑦ ᐊᓂᒍᕐᒪᑕ, ᑐᐊᕋᖠ ᐅᐃᓂᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᑕᐃᕕᑦ ᐊᒡᓘᑲᕐᒥᒃ. ᑮᑕᑲᐃᓐᓈᓗᒃ
ᖁᕕᐊᓇᓐᖏᑦᑐᒥᒃ ᐊᑑᑎᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᒐᓗᐊᖅᓱᓂ ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᕕᒻᒥ, ᑲᑦᓱᖓᐃᓐᓂᖃᖅᓯᒪᔫᒃ ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᖅᓯᒪᖁᔨᓪᓗᑎᒃ
ᕿᑐᕐᖓᒥᓂᒃ ᐱᕕᓕᒫᒃᑯᑦ ᐱᐅᓂᖅᐹᓂᒃ — ᑖᓐᓇ ᐱᒻᒪᕆᐅᓂᖅᐸᐅᓕᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᐃᓅᓯᖓᑦᑕ ᑐᕌᒐᖏᓐᓂ.
ᑕᑯᓐᓇᖅᓱᒋᑦ ᐊᔾᔨᖁᑎᖏᑦ ᐳᓛᕐᕕᖓᓂ ᐊᕐᕕᐊᒥ ᐅᓪᓗᒥ ᐃᓪᓗᖓᓂ, ᑕᑯᑦᓴᐅᑦᓯᐊᖅᑐᑦ ᐱᔭᕆᐅᖅᓯᒪᑦᓯᐊᖅᑐᖅ
ᑕᐃᑲᓐᖔᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ ᐋᖅᑭᑦᓯᒪᔭᖓᓐᓂᒃ. ᐅᐱᑦᑐᑦᓴᐅᒐᒥᒃ ᐅᐱᓐᓂᖃᖅᐳᑦ. ᖃᓄᕐᓕᑭᐊᕐᖓᐃ, ᖃᓄᖅ ᑕᕼᐃᐅᖅ
ᐃᓱᒪᒐᔭᓕᖅᑲ. 

ᑖᒃᑯᐊ ᐊᕐᓇᐃᑦ ᑭᖑᕚᕇᑦ ᐊᓚᒡᒐᐃᑦᑐᑦ: ᑕᕼᐃᐅᖅ — ᐃᑭᖅᑕᖅ — ᑕᖅᑐ, ᐊᑎᒃᑲᓐᓂᖓ ᑐᐊᕋᖠ — ᓕᓕᐊᓐ,
ᐊᑎᒃᑲᓐᓂᖓ ᐊᒑᖅ. 

“ᐊᑯᓂᐊᓗᒃ” ᑐᑭᓯᑎᑦᓯᒋᐊᖅᑐᖅ ᓕᓕᐊᓐ, “ᑐᑭᓯᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᓐᖏᑦᑐᖓ ᓱᒻᒪᑦ ᐊᓈᓇᒪ ᐊᑦᓯᖅᓯᒪᒻᒪᖔᕐᒪᐊ -
ᖑᑎᑦᓴᒥᓂᒃ ᐊᒑᕐᒥᒃ, ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᑐᑭᓯᑎᓕᑕᐃᓐᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔮᖓ ᐸᐸᑦᓯᓯᓴᒋᐊᖓ ᐊᓈᓇᓐᓂᒃ ᑕᕿᐅᒥᓪᓗ ᐃᓚᒥᓐᓅᖅ -
ᑎᒍᑦ ᐱᔭᑦᓴᖃᖅᑎᑦᓯᓱᓂᒋᑦ ᐊᑦᓱᕈᕐᓇᖅᑦᑐᐊᓗᒃᑯᑦ, ᐱᓕᕋᖅᑐᖃᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ. ᖁᔭᒋᓯᒪᒻᒪᐅᒃ ᐊᖏᕐᕋᖃᖅ ᑎᑦᓯᓯᒪᒻᒪᑦ
ᓂᕿᑦᓴᖃᖅᑎᑦᓯᓯᒪᑦᓱᓂ. ᕿᑐᕐᖓᒥ ᐃᓚᖓᓐᓂᒃ ᐊᑦᓯᕈᒪᓯᒪᔭᒐ. ᓕᓕᐊᓐ ᑕᕝᕙ ᐊᑎᑯᓗᒻᒥ ᓇᓪᓕᓐᓂᖃᕐᓂᖓᓂᒃ
ᐱᓯᒪᔪᖅ. 

ᑎᑎᕋᖅᑎᐅᒐᔪᑦᑐᖅ ᑕᐃᕕᑦ ᐸᓕ (www.davidpelly.com) ᖁᔭᓐᓇᒦᕈᒪᔪᖅ ᑕᒪᒃᑮᓐᓂᒃ ᑐᐊᕋᖠ ᐊᒻᒪᓗ ᓕᓕᐊᓐ

ᐊᒡᓘᑲᒃ ᐃᑲᔪᖅᓯᒪᓂᖏᓐᓄᑦ ᑲᑎᖅᓱᐃᑦᓱᑎᒃ ᑐᓴᕋᑦᓴᓂᒃ ᐆᒧᖓ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᒧᑦ, ᐊᒻᒪᓗ ᑲᓇᑕᒥ ᐃᑦᓴᕐᓂᑕᓂᒃ ᐸᐸᑦᓯᔪᑦ,

ᓯᑏᕙᓐ ᕗᓪᔪ ᑕᑯᔭᒐᖃᕐᕕᒃ, ᐊᒻᒪᓗ ᓇᒻᒥᓂᖃᕐᕕᒋᔭᖏᑦ ᕆᑦᓱᑦ ᕼᐃᐅᕆᖕᑕᓐ ᑲᑐᔾᔨᖃᑕᐅᑦᓯᐊᕐᓂᖏᓐᓄᑦ

ᕿᓂᖅᓱᑎᒃ ᐊᔾᔨᑐᖃᕐᓂᒃ ᐹᓪᓕᒥᔭᓂᒃ 1950.  
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I saw something moving up ahead in 
the whiteout. It was a person in camp
with their family. They had lots of caribou.
So we had food and tea.

ᒪᓕᖁᓪᓗᓂᖓ ᑐᒥᓂᒃ ᐱᓱᓪᓗᖓ ᕿᒻᒦᑦ 
ᓯᕗᓂᖓᓂ. ᑕᑯᓪᓗᖓᓗ ᐊᐅᓚᔪᒥᒃ ᓯᕗᓂᑦᑎᓐᓂ
ᐱᖅᑐᐊᓗᒻᒥ. ᐃᓄᒃ ᓄᓇᓕᖃᖅᑐᑦ ᐃᓚᒌᑦ,
ᑐᑦᑐᒥᓂᓕᐊᓘᑦᓱᑎᒃ.  ᓂᕿᖃᓕᖅᓱᑕ ᑏᒥᓪᓗ.

Lillian Aglukark on the day in
2009 when she was called to 
the Nunavut bar as a lawyer.  
ᓕᓕᐊᓐ ᐊᒡᓘᑲᒃ 2009-ᒥ ᓄᓇᕗᒻᒥ
ᒪᓕᒐᓕᕆᔨᓐᖑᑎᓪᓗᒍ.  
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