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ᑕᑯᖅᑯᔾᔨᔾᔪᑦ | Preface 
ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᐃᓄᐃᑦ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᖏᓐᓃᖖᒑᖅᑐᖅ ᑐᓴᖅᓯᒪᔭᕋ ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᖅᑎᑦᑎᔨᐅᑎᓪᓗᖓ 
ᓱᕈᓯᕐᓂᒃ ᐃᖃᓗᖕᓂ. ᓱᕈᓯᕐᓄᑦ ᑐᓴᕐᓂᕆᔭᐅᑦᑎᐊᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ, ᖁᐃᓇᒃᓵᕆᓲᖑᓂᖓᓄᑦ ᑐᖁᒧᑦ. 
ᑕᑯᓐᓇᖖᒍᐊᖃᑦᑕᖅᑐᒃᓴᐅᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ ᓱᕈᓰᑦ ᖃᓄᖅ ᕿᒪᕉᑎᓇᓱᒃᑲᔭᕐᒪᖔᕐᒥᒃ ᑲᑎᓯᓐᓂᖅᐸᑕ 
ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋᒥᒃ. 

ᐱᖃᓐᓇᕆᔭᕋ ᐃᖅᑲᓇᐃᔭᖃᑎᒋᓪᓗᒍ, ᓃᓪ ᑯᕆᔅᑕᕗ, ᐱᒋᐊᖅᑎᑦᑎᒐᓐᓄᒃ ᐅᖃᓕᒫᒐᓕᐅᕐᓂᕐᒥᒃ 
ᓄᓇᕗᒻᒥ ᒪᕐᕉᖕᓂᒃ ᐅᖃᐅᓯᓕᖕᓂᒃ ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᕐᓂᕐᒥᒃ ᑲᑐᔾᔨᖃᑎᒌᒥᒃ, ᐅᖃᓕᒫᒐᕐᓂᒃ ᓴᖅᑮᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᒍᒃ 
ᐃᓕᓴᐃᔾᔪᑎᒃᓴᓂᒃ ᐃᓄᐃᑦ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᖏᓐᓃᖖᒑᖅᑐᓂᒃ ᖃᐅᔨᓇᓱᒃᓯᒪᔭᑦᑎᓐᓂᒃ ᐃᓐᓇᕐᓂᑦ. 
ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᖁᐃᓇᒃᓵᕆᔨ ᓯᕗᓪᓕᖅᐸᐅᓪᓗᓂ ᐅᖃᓕᒫᒐᖖᒍᖃᑕᐅᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ. ᑭᖑᓕᕇᑦ 
ᓴᖅᑭᑕᕗᑦ ᐱᐅᒋᔭᐅᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ ᓄᓇᕗᒻᒥ ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᕐᕕᖕᓂ. ᐃᓱᒪᒋᔭᕋᓕ ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᖅᑏᑦ 
ᑐᓴᕐᓂᕈᓱᒃᐸᓪᓚᐃᖃᑦᑕᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ ᐃᓕᖅᑯᓯᕐᒥᓐᓃᖖᒑᖅᑐᓂᒃ. 

ᐹᐸ ᑲᓪᓘᑉ ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒐᖅᓯᒪᔭᖓ ᐅᖃᓕᒫᒐᖅ ᑲᑎᑦᑎᓪᓗᓂ ᐃᓄᐃᑦ ᑕᑯᒥᓇᖅᑐᓕᐅᕈᓯᖏᓐᓂᒃ  
ᐊᑐᖅᑐᓂ ᓂᒋᕐᒥᐅᓪᓗ ᕿᒥᕐᕈᐊᒐᓕᐅᕈᓯᖏᓐᓂ. ᐅᒃᐱᕈᓱᒃᑐᖓ ᐹᐸ ᐃᔾᔪᐊᖅᑕᐅᔪᒪᓕᖅᑐᕕᓂᐅᓱᕆᓪᓗᒍ 
ᒪᒃᑯᒃᑐᒐᓚᖕᓄᑦ ᑕᑯᓐᓇᖖᒍᐊᖅᑐᓂ ᐱᖖᒍᖅᑎᑦᑎᓯᒪᓂᖓᓄᑦ ᐃᓄᐃᑦ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᖏᓐᓃᖖᒑᖅᑐᒥᒃ 
ᑕᑯᒥᓇᖅᑐᓕᐅᕈᓯᕐᒥᓄᑦ. ᑐᕌᒐᕆᓯᒪᒐᑦᑎᒍᑦ ᐃᓄᖕᓂᒃ ᓱᕈᓯᕐᓂᒃ ᒪᒃᑯᒃᑐᓂᒡᓗ ᐅᖃᓕᒫᖅᑎᑦᑎᔪᒪᓪᓗᑕ 
ᐃᓕᖅᑯᓯᕐᒥᓃᖖᒑᖅᑐᓂᒃ. 

ᑕᐃᔅᓱᒪᓂᑐᖃᕐᓕ, ᓈᓚᒃᑲᔭᖅᑐᕕᓃᑦ ᐊᑲᕐᕆᓗᑎᒃ ᐊᖏᕐᕋᕐᒥᓐᓂ ᐃᓚᒥᓄᑦ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᕈᔾᔭᐅᓗᑎᒃ. 
ᒫᓐᓇᓕ, ᒪᒃᑯᒃᑐᕗᑦ ᐊᕙᓗᔭᐅᓯᒪᓕᖅᑎᓪᓗᒋᑦ ᐊᔾᔨᒌᖖᒋᑦᑐᐊᓗᖕᓄᑦ ᑐᓴᐅᒪᔾᔪᑎᓄᑦ, ᐸᐃᑉᐹᑎᒍᑦ 
ᓴᖅᑭᑦᑕᕆᐊᖃᖅᑐᒋᓕᖅᑕᒃᑲ ᑐᓴᖅᑕᐅᓛᕐᒪᑕ ᑭᖑᕚᑦᑎᓐᓄᑦ ᑕᐃᒫᒃ ᐅᓂᒃᑲᐅᔾᔭᐅᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᒐᑦᑕᓕ. 

ᓴᖅᑮᔨᐅᓪᓗᑕ, ᐅᖃᓕᒫᖅᑎᑦ ᐃᓕᑦᑎᖁᒐᑦᑎᒍᑦ ᐃᓄᐃᑦ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᖏᓐᓂᒃ, ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᐃᓚᒋᔭᐅᔪᖅ. 
ᐊᑏᑐᖅ ᑐᓴᕈᒪᓂᐊᖅᐸᑦ ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅ ᑕᐃᒫᒃ ᓱᕈᓯᕗᑦ ᓄᓇᕗᒻᒥᐅᑦ ᑐᓴᕈᒪᓚᐅᕐᓂᖏᑐᑦ.

—ᓗᐃᔅ ᕝᓚᕼᐅᕐᑎ, ᐃᖃᓗᐃᑦ, ᓄᓇᕗ

Mahahaa is one of the Inuit traditional stories that I heard about when I taught children in Iqaluit. 
It fascinated the children, as the being can tickle you to death. What an image it must leave in the 
children’s minds when they imagine having to be creative to escape an encounter with a Mahahaa.

When a friend and colleague, Neil Christopher, and I started the Nunavut Bilingual Education 
Society, we published a series of educational resources inspired by Inuit traditional stories and informed 
by our research with Inuit Elders. Mahahaa the Tickler was one of the stories published in our first book. 
The series was popular in our Nunavut schools. I think the students loved these scary stories from their 
own culture. Babah Kalluk illustrated the series with a style that could be described as a fusion of Inuit art 
with a Southern comic book style. I believe Babah inspired many young Inuit artists with his imaginative 
interpretations of Inuit mythological beings and his unique art style.

It has been our goal to try to entice Inuit children and youth to read stories from their culture. 
Traditionally, they would have listened to traditional stories in the comfort of their homes with 
someone from their family sharing them orally. Now, with so much new media surrounding our youth, 
I feel we must print these stories to ensure they will be passed down to our future generations as they 
were shared with us orally. 

As publishers, we want readers to learn about our Inuit traditional stories, and Mahahaa is one of 
them. I hope you will be as captivated by the story of Mahahaa as our children in Nunavut are. 

—Louise Flaherty, Iqaluit, Nunavut
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ᑖᓐᓇ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᖅ ᑲᓇᑕᐅᑉ ᖁᑦᑎᒃᑐᖓᓂᕐᒥᐅᑕᓂᙶᖅᑐᖅ 
ᐅᐱᕐᖓᒃᓵᒃᑯᑦ. ᑕᐃᒪᐃᓕᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᕐᒥ ᐊᓄᕆᖓ 

ᐆᓇᔪᒃᓯᕙᓪᓕᐊᓪᓗᓂ ᐅᓪᓗᖅᑐᓯᕙᓪᓕᐊᓕᖅᖢᓂᓗ ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᓱᓕ ᓄᓇ 
ᐊᐳᑕᐃᓐᓇᐅᓪᓗᓂ ᓯᑯᖃᖅᖢᓂᓗ.

ᑰᒑᓇᔪᖕᒥ ᒪᒃᑯᒃᑐᖅᑕᖃᓚᐅᖅᐳᖅ ᐊᕐᓇᕐᒥᒃ ᐊᑖᑕᒥᓃᑦᑐᕐᒥᒃ. ᐊᕐᓇᖅ 
ᐊᑎᖃᖅᖢᓂ ᐊᐅᓚᔮᕐᒥᒃ, 9-ᓂᒃ ᐅᑭᐅᖃᖅᑐᖅ. ᐊᑖᑕᖓ ᐊᑎᖃᖅᖢᓂ 
ᑲᓪᓗᖕᒥᒃ, ᐊᖑᓇᓱᒃᑎᑦᑎᐊᕙᐅᓪᓗᓂ ᐊᑖᑕᑦᑎᐊᕙᐅᓪᓗᓂᓗ. ᐊᐅᓚᔮᑉ 
ᐊᓈᓇᖓ ᐋᓐᓂᐊᓕᖅᖢᓂ ᐃᓅᔪᓐᓃᓚᐅᖅᑐᖅ ᐅᑭᐅᖓᓂ. ᐃᓚᒌᓄᑦ 
ᓄᒫᓇᖅᑐᐊᓘᓪᓗᓂ ᐊᒃᓱᕈᕐᓇᓚᐅᖅᑐᖅ ᐅᑭᐅᖓᓂ. ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ 
ᑭᓯᕐᒥᐅᒐᔪᓚᐅᖅᑐᖅ ᐊᑖᑕᖓ ᓂᕿᒃᓴᖅᓯᐅᕆᐊᖅᓯᒪᕙᓚᐅᕐᒪᑦ ᐃᒻᒥᖕᓄᑦ 
ᕿᒻᒥᒥᖕᓄᓪᓗ. ᑕᐃᒪᙵᑦ ᐊᑖᑕᖓ ᐊᖑᓇᓱᒋᐊᕌᖓᑦ, ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ 
ᑕᐃᒪᓐᓇᔅᓴᐃᓐᓇᖅ ᐅᖃᐅᑎᕙᓚᐅᖅᑕᖓ: “ᐅᔾᔨᖅᓱᑦᑎᐊᕐᓂᐊᖅᐳᑎᑦ 
ᐊᐅᓪᓚᖅᓯᒪᓂᓐᓂ. ᓄᓇᑦᑎᓐᓂ ᐆᒪᔪᖅᑕᖃᕐᒪᑦ ᐅᓗᕆᐊᓇᖅᑐᓂᒃ. 
ᕿᒻᒥᑦ ᖃᓂᑦᑐᒦᑏᓐᓇᕐᓗᒋᑦ ᓈᓚᒡᓗᒋᓪᓗ, ᐅᕙᑦᑎᓐᓂᑦ 
ᖃᐅᔨᑲᐅᖅᑐᓲᖑᓂᖅᓴᐅᖕᒪᑕ.”

This story begins in the High Arctic of Canada, in the early spring. 
This is the time in the Arctic when the wind is getting warmer and 

the days are growing longer, but the ground is still blanketed with snow 
and ice.

Somewhere on Somerset Island there lived a young girl and her father. 
The girl’s name was Aulaja and she was nine years old. Her father’s name 
was Kudloo and he was a good hunter and father. Aulaja’s mother had 
become sick and died during the winter. It was a very sad and hard winter 
for the family. Aulaja spent much of her time alone because her father 
had to find food for them and the dogs. Every time her father left to go 
hunting, he told Aulaja the same thing: “Be careful and cautious while I 
am gone; there are things that live on this land that would do you harm. 
Keep the dogs close by and listen to them, for they can sense more than 
we can.”



ᕿᒻᒥᖓᑦ ᓯᑯ ᓴᖖᒋᔪᐊᓘᓪᓗᓂ. ᓂᐊᖁᖓ ᐊᖏᔪᐊᓘᓪᓗᓂ ᖁᖓᓯᖓᓗ 
ᓴᖖᒋᔫᓪᓗᓂ; ᐃᔨᖏᒃ ᑕᖅᓴᑭᓗᐊᕐᓂᑯᒧᑦ ᖃᑯᖅᑰᔨᑲᓴᒃᖢᑎᒃ. ᓯᑯ 
ᕿᓕᕈᖃᐅᖅᖢᓂ ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᕐᒥ ᐊᖑᓇᓱᖃᑦᑕᖅᓯᒪᒐᒥ. ᕿᒻᒥᐊᕐᔫᑎᓪᓗᒍ, 
ᐊᓯᐅᖅᑲᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᓯᑯᒥ. ᖃᐅᔨᒪᔪᖃᕋᓂ ᖃᓄᐃᓐᓂᕐᒪᖔᑦ 
ᓄᓇᖓᓐᓄᑦ ᐅᑎᑕᐃᓐᓇᕐᒪᑦ, ᕿᓕᕈᖃᐅᓕᖅᖢᓂ ᐸᒥᐅᖓᓗ 
ᓇᐃᑦᑑᓕᖅᖢᓂ. ᓯᑯ ᐆᒪᓂᕐᒥᓂ ᐊᒃᓱᕈᕐᓇᖅᑐᒃᑰᖃᑦᑕᖅᓯᒪᒐᓗᐊᕋᒥ, 
ᑐᙵᓇᑦᑎᐊᖅᑐᖅ, ᐊᐅᓚᔮᕐᒧᓪᓗ ᐅᖓᓪᓗᓂ.

ᑲᓪᓗᒃ ᖃᐅᔨᒪᓪᓗᓂ ᓯᑯ ᐊᐅᓚᔮᕐᓗ ᖃᓄᐃᔾᔮᙱᓐᓂᖏᖕᓂᒃ 
ᐱᙳᐊᖃᑎᒌᒐᔪᒃᖢᑎᒡᓗ. ᑲᓪᓗᒃ ᐅᔾᔨᕈᓱᒃᖢᓂ ᓯᑰᑉ ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ 
ᖃᐅᔨᓴᐃᓐᓇᐅᔭᖅᑕᖓ, ᑕᐃᒪᐃᒻᒪᑦ ᐊᐅᓪᓚᕌᖓᒥ ᓯᑯ ᐸᓂᖕᒥᓄᑦ 
ᕿᒪᒐᔪᒃᐸᓚᐅᖅᑕᖓ ᓇᐅᑦᑎᖅᓱᕐᓂᐊᕐᒪᑦ.

ᑕᐃᔅᓱᒪᓂ ᐅᓪᓛᖓᓂ, ᑲᓪᓗᒃ ᐸᕐᓇᒃᑐᖅ ᐊᖑᓇᓱᒋᐊᕐᓂᐊᕋᒥ 
ᑕᐃᒪᐃᖃᑦᑕᖅᓯᒪᐃᓐᓇᕋᒥ. ᐊᐅᓪᓚᙱᓐᓂᕐᒥᓂ, ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᑕᐃᒫᔅᓴᐃᓐᓇᖅ 
ᐅᖃᐅᑎᔭᖓ: “ᐅᔾᔨᖅᓱᑦᑎᐊᕐᓂᐊᖅᐳᑎᑦ ᐊᐅᓪᓚᖅᓯᒪᓂᓐᓂ. ᓄᓇᑦᑎᓐᓂ 
ᐆᒪᔪᖅᑕᖃᕐᒪᑦ ᐅᓗᕆᐊᓇᖅᑐᓂᒃ. ᓯᑯ ᖃᓂᒌᓐᓇᕐᓗᒍ ᓈᓚᒡᓗᒍᓗ 
ᐃᓕᖕᓂᒃ ᖃᐅᔨᓴᕋᐃᓐᓂᖅᓴᐅᖕᒪᑦ.” ᐅᖃᕇᕋᒥ ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᑭᒪᒃᐸᐅᒃ 
ᐃᒡᓗᒦᑦᑐᖅ.

Siku was a very strong dog. She was large with a huge head and muscular 
neck, and her eyes were so light in colour they almost looked white. Siku 
had many scars from living and hunting in the North. When she was a pup, 
she got lost for several days on the ice. No one knew what had happened 
to her, but when she finally found her way back to the camp she had many 
scars and had lost most of her tail. Even though Siku had had a tough life, 
she was very gentle and she loved Aulaja.

Kudloo knew that Siku and Aulaja were good friends who often played 
together. Kudloo noticed that Siku kept a close eye on Aulaja, and that is 
why he often left Siku to watch over his daughter when he was hunting.

On this particular morning, Kudloo was preparing for a hunt as he had 
done many times before. Before he left, he gave Aulaja the same warning 
as always: “Be careful and cautious while I am gone, there are things that 
live on this land that would do you harm. Keep Siku close by and listen to 
her, for she can sense more than you can.” And with that, he left Aulaja 
alone in the iglu.
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ᑲᓪᓗᒃ ᐊᐅᓪᓚᖅᓯᒪᓕᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ ᕿᒧᒃᐸᓚᑦᑎᔪᑦ ᐅᖓᓯᒃᓯᒐᒥᒃ 
ᑐᓴᖅᓴᐅᔪᓐᓃᖅᖢᑎᒃ, ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐃᓐᓇᖅᖢᓂ ᓯᓂᓕᖅᑭᒃᐳᖅ. ᐃᖅᑯᒻᒪᕋᒥ, 
ᐊᓄᕌᖅᐸᓚᑦᑎᙱᑦᑎᐊᖅᖢᓂ; ᑭᓱᓕᒫᑦ ᐃᒡᓗᒥ ᓂᖃᑑᓪᓗᑎᒃ. 
ᐊᓂᕗᖅ ᓯᓚᑦᑎᐊᕙᐅᖕᒪᖔᑦ ᖃᐅᔨᒋᐊᖅᖢᓂ. ᓯᓚᑦᑎᐊᕙᐅᔪᖅ. 
ᓯᕿᓐᓂᖅᖢᓂ ᐊᓄᕆᖃᙱᑲᓴᑦᑎᐊᖅᖢᓂ. ᓯᑯ ᐃᖅᑯᒪᔪᖅ ᐊᐅᓚᔮᕐᒥᒃ 
ᐃᖅᑯᒻᒪᖅᓰᑦᑎᐊᖅᑐᖅ. ᐊᐅᓚᔮᑉ ᓯᑯ ᐃᐲᖅᖢᓂᐅᒃ ᑕᓯᓕᐊᖅᐴᒃ 
ᐃᒥᕆᐊᖅᑐᖅᖢᑎᒃ. 

ᐃᒥᖅᑕᖅᐸᒃᑐᑦ ᓯᑯᒥ ᐊᒡᓗᐊᕐᒥᑦ ᐊᒥᕐᒧᑦ ᐅᓕᒃᓯᒪᔪᒥᒃ. ᐊᒡᓗᐊᖅ 
ᐊᒥᕐᒧᑦ ᐅᓐᓄᐊᒃᑯᑦ ᖁᐊᔾᔭᐃᒃᑯᑦᑎᖅᑕᐅᓯᒪᔪᖅ. ᐊᐅᓚᔮᑉ ᐊᒥᖅ 
ᓴᓂᕐᕙᒃᖢᓂᐅᒃ ᖃᓗᓯᕗᖅ ᐃᕐᖑᓯᕐᒧᑦ. ᐃᒥᐊᓪᓚᓚᐅᖅᖢᓂ, ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ 
ᐊᐅᓚᓴᕆᐊᕈᒪᓕᖅᐳᖅ. 

After Kudloo left and the sounds of the sled dogs had faded into the 
distance, Aulaja went back to bed and slept for a few more hours. When 
she woke up she could not hear the wind blowing; everything was still and 
quiet in the iglu. She crawled outside to see if it was a nice day. It was. The 
sun was shining and there was almost no wind. Siku was awake and waiting 
patiently for Aulaja to get up. Aulaja untied Siku and the two of them went 
to the lake to get some water. 

The family got water from a hole in the lake ice that was covered by a 
caribou skin.  The caribou skin helped prevent the hole from freezing over 
during the night. Aulaja removed the caribou skin and scooped out some 
water with an old cup. After she drank her fill, Aulaja decided it was a good 
day to go jigging for fish.
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ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐅᑎᒧᑦ ᐅᓪᓚᒃᐳᖅ ᓯᑯ ᐃᐱᖅᖢᓂᐅᒃ ᐃᒡᓘᑉ ᓴᓂᐊᓄᑦ. 
ᓯᑯ ᐊᐅᓚᓴᖅᑐᓂᒃ ᐃᕿᐊᓱᖕᒪᑦ. ᕿᓄᓕᖅᖢᓂ ᐊᐅᓚᔮᕐᒥᒃ 
ᐱᙳᐊᖃᑎᖃᕈᒪᓕᖅᐸᒃᑐᖅ. ᑭᓯᐊᓂᓕ ᐅᓪᓗᒥ ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᕿᒻᒥᒥᓂᒃ 
ᐱᙳᐊᖃᑎᖃᕈᒪᙱᑦᑐᖅ; ᐃᖃᓗᒐᓱᒍᒪᒐᒥ. ᓯᑯ ᐃᐱᐊᓪᓚᓚᐅᖅᖢᓂᐅᒃ 
ᐊᐅᓚᓴᐅᑎᓂ ᐱᓪᓗᓂᐅᒃ, ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᑕᓯᕐᒧᑦ ᐅᑎᓕᖅᐳᖅ. 

ᐃᖃᓗᒐᓱᒡᕕᑦᑎᐊᕙᐅᓛᖑᔪᖅ ᑕᓯᐅᑉ ᐊᑭᐊᓂ ᑰᒃᑑᑉ ᖃᓂᒋᔭᖓᓂ. ᑕᐅᕙᓂ 
ᑕᓯᖅ ᐊᕙᓗᓯᒪᓪᓗᓂ ᓄᓇᑐᔪᒥᒃ ᖃᖅᑲᔮᓂᒡᓗ ᐊᓄᕆᒧᑦ ᐅᖅᑯᐊᖅᓯᒪᓪᓗᓂ. 
ᐅᓪᓗᒥᓕ, ᑭᓯᐊᓂ, ᐊᓄᕌᙱᑲᓴᑦᑎᐊᖅᖢᓂ ᓯᕿᓂᕐᓗ ᐆᓇᔪᑦᑎᐊᖅᖢᓂ.

ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᓰᖅᑯᖅᐳᖅ ᐊᒡᓗᐊᑐᖃᕐᒧᑦ. ᓇᒡᔪᖕᒧᑦ ᐅᓐᓄᐊᖅ ᓯᑯᐊᖅᑐᕕᓂᖅ 
ᑑᖅᖢᓂᐅᒃ. 

ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᑕᐅᓄᖓ ᐊᒡᓗᐊᒃᑯᑦ ᑕᑯᒋᐊᖅᐳᖅ. ᑕᑯᔪᓐᓇᖅᖢᓂ ᐊᒥᓱᓂᒃ 
ᐊᖏᔪᓂᒃ, ᑕᕐᕋᖃᖅᑐᓂᒃ ᑕᓯᕐᒦᑦᑐᓂᒃ. ᐃᖃᓗᒃ! ᐃᖃᓗᒃ ᐊᖏᔪᐊᓗᒃ, ᐃᒻᒥᓄᑦ 
ᐃᓱᒪᕗᖅ, ᓂᒃᓯᑲᖅᑕᐅᑎᓂᓗ ᐃᒫᖅᖢᓂᐅᒃ ᐊᐅᓚᓴᓕᖅᐳᖅ. 

ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐊᑯᓂᐊᓗᒃ ᐊᐅᓚᓴᖅᖢᓂ. ᑕᐅᑐᒃᐸᒃᖢᓂ ᑕᕐᕋᐃᑦ 
ᐊᖅᑯᓵᑐᐃᓐᓇᖅᐸᒃᑐᑦ ᓂᒃᓯᑲᖅᑕᐅᑎᖓᓐᓂᒃ ᑮᒋᐊᕐᓇᑎᒃ. ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ 
ᐊᐅᓚᓴᐃᓐᓇᕋᓗᐊᖅᖢᓂ ᑮᔭᐅᓚᐅᕋᓂ ᓂᒃᓯᑲᖅᑕᐅᑎᖓ.

Aulaja ran back and tied Siku up near the iglu. Siku had no patience for fishing.  
She always whined and tried to make Aulaja play with her. But today Aulaja was 
not in the mood to play with her dog; she just wanted to fish. So, after she tied up 
Siku and found her fishing line and lure, Aulaja headed back to the lake. 

The best place to fish was at the far end of the lake where the river ran out of 
it. There the lake had high banks and surrounding hills that protected the area 
from the wind. Today there was barely any wind and the sun was strong and 
warm.

Aulaja knelt down on the ice beside an old fishing hole. She used a piece of 
caribou antler to break the thin layer of ice that had formed during the night.

Aulaja stared down into the fishing hole. She could see many large, dark shadows 
swimming deep in the lake. CHAR! Huge Arctic char, she thought. And with 
that, she dropped in her lure and hook and began to jig. 

Aulaja jigged for many hours. She watched as the dark shadows swam around her 
lure uninterested. Aulaja jigged and jigged, but the fish would not bite.
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ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᖁᔭᓈᕐᓂᐊᓕᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ, ᐅᔾᔨᕈᓱᓕᖅᐳᖅ ᐊᓄᕌᓕᖅᑐᕕᓂᖅ. 
ᐊᓄᕌᖅᐸᓚᑦᑎᔪᒃᑯᑦ ᓯᑯ ᕿᓗᒃᐸᓚᑦᑎᔪᖅ ᑐᓵᓪᓗᓂᐅᒃ, ᑲᒪᓇᖅᖢᓂ 
ᓯᑯ ᕿᓗᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᙱᑲᓴᑦᑎᐊᕐᒪᑦ. ᓈᓚᑦᑎᐊᒃᑲᓐᓂᕋᒥ, ᑐᓵᓕᖅᐳᖅ 
ᐊᓄᕆᐅᑉ ᐊᓯᐊᓂᒃ... ᐃᒡᓚᖅᑐᒥᒃ, ᐃᒡᓚᑦᑎᐊᙱᑦᑐᐊᓗᖕᒥᒃ. 
ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐱᑕᖃᙱᑦᑐᒥᒃ ᑐᓵᓇᓱᒋᓪᓗᓂ, ᓇᖏᖅᓯᓪᓗᓂ ᓂᐊᖁᓂ 
ᐃᓕᕿᓴᒫᑲᐅᖅᑐᖅᖢᓂᐅᒃ ᓈᓚᒐᓱᒃᑲᓐᓂᓕᖅᐳᖅ. ᑭᓯᐊᓂᓕ ᑐᓵᔭᑐᐊᖏᑦ 
ᐊᓄᕌᖅᑐᖅ ᓯᑯᓗ ᕿᓗᒃᐸᓚᑦᑎᔪᖅ. 

Just as Aulaja was about to give up, she noticed that the wind had picked 
up. Over the sound of the wind she heard Siku barking angrily, which 
was strange because Siku almost never barked. As she listened closer, she 
noticed another sound on the wind . . . it was laughter, wicked laughter. 
Aulaja thought she was imagining things, so she stood up and shook her 
head and tried to listen again. But this time all she could hear was the sound 
of wind and Siku barking in the distance. 
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ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᖃᐅᔨᓪᓗᓂ ᖃᓄᐃᑦᑐᖃᕐᓂᖓᓐᓂᒃ. ᑲᑉᐱᐊᓱᓕᓕᖅᖢᓂ, 
ᐱᖁᑎᓂ ᑎᒍᓪᓗᓂᒋᑦ ᑕᓯᐅᑉ ᐊᑭᐊᓄᑦ ᐃᒡᓗᒥᓄᑦ ᐅᑎᕋᓱᓕᖅᐳᖅ. 
ᖃᐅᔨᒪᒐᒥ ᐃᒡᓗᒧᐊᕈᓂ ᓯᑯᓗ ᐅᐸᒃᑯᓂᐅᒃ ᑲᑉᐱᐊᓱᙱᓐᓂᖅᓴᐅᓂᐊᕋᒥ. 
ᐊᐅᓚᔮᑉ ᓯᑯ ᑕᐅᑐᖃᑦᑕᖅᓯᒪᔭᖓ ᓇᓄᕐᓂᒃ, ᐊᒪᖅᑯᓂᒃ, ᐊᓯᖏᓐᓂᒡᓗ 
ᐆᒪᔪᓂᒃ ᕿᒫᑎᑦᑎᔪᖅ. ᑲᑉᐱᐊᓱᒃᐸᙱᑦᑎᐊᖅᑐᖅ ᕿᒻᒥᓂ 
ᖃᓂᒋᔭᕌᖓᒥᐅᒃ.

ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᑐᐊᕕᖅᖢᓂ ᓯᑯ ᐃᑳᕋᓱᒃᖢᓂᐅᒃ ᐅᔾᔨᕈᓱᓕᖅᐳᖅ 
ᐊᓄᕌᓕᖅᐸᓪᓕᐊᔪᖅ ᐱᖅᓯᔪᓕᖅᖢᓂᓗ. ᓱᔪᐊᓗᒡᓕ, ᑐᓴᒃᑲᓐᓂᖅᐸᐅᒃ... 
ᐃᒡᓚᖅᑐᖅ, ᑕᒪᑐᒪᓂᓕ ᓯᐅᑎᖓᓄᑦ ᐃᓯᔾᔪᒃᐸᓚᑦᑎᔪᖅ. ᓄᔭᖏᑦ 
ᖁᖓᓯᖓᓐᓂᑦ ᐃᒃᐱᒋᓪᓗᓂᒋᑦ, ᖄᓕᖅᑭᐊᓪᓗᓂᓗ. ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᑭᖑᒧᑦ 
ᕿᕕᐊᑲᐅᖅᑐᖅᐳᖅ, ᐃᒡᓚᖅᐸᓚᑦᑎᔪᖅ ᑕᑯᒋᐊᖅᖢᒍ. ᑭᓱᑕᖃᙱᓚᖅ 
ᐱᖅᓯᔪᒃᑐᑉ ᐊᓯᐊᓂᒃ.

As Aulaja walked quickly across the lake, she noticed that the wind 
was getting stronger and snow was beginning to blow around. All of a 
sudden, she heard it again . . . laughter, and this time it sounded as if it was 
whispered into her ear. The hairs on the back of her neck stood up, and she 
felt a shiver run down her spine. Aulaja spun around, looking for the source 
of this laughter. But all she could see was snow moving across the ice.

Aulaja knew that something was wrong. She was beginning to feel afraid, so 
she quickened her pace across the lake.  She knew that she would feel safer 
near the iglu and Siku. Aulaja had seen Siku scare off polar bears, wolves, 
and other animals. She always felt safe when she was near her dog.

14



ᐊᐅᓚᔮᑉ ᓂᒃᓯᑲᖅᑕᐅᑎᓂ ᐊᐅᓚᓴᐅᑎᓂᓗ ᑲᑕᐃᓪᓗᓂᒋᒃ ᐃᒡᓗᒧᑦ 
ᐅᓪᓚᒃᓯᕗᖅ, ᑕᑯᒡᒐᓕᖅᖢᓂᐅᒃ ᐊᐳᒻᒧᑦ ᐱᖅᓯᔪᒃᑐᒧᑦ. 

ᑕᓯᖅ ᐃᑳᕌᓂᑲᓴᑦᑎᐊᖅᖢᓂᐅᒃ ᓱᓕ ᐃᒡᓚᖅᐸᓚᑦᑎᔪᖅ ᑐᓵᓪᓗᓂᐅᒃ, 
ᑭᓯᐊᓂᓕ ᐅᖓᓯᒃᐸᓚᑦᑎᓂᖅᓴᐅᓕᖅᖢᓂ. ᐃᒡᓗᒧᑦ ᑎᑭᐅᑎᔪᓐᓇᕐᓂᐊᖅᑐᖅ. 
ᖃᐅᔨᒪᓪᓗᓂ ᓯᑯ ᐅᐸᖕᓂᐊᕋᒥᐅᒃ ᖃᓄᐃᑦᑐᓐᓃᕐᓂᐊᖅᖢᓂᓗ.

ᐊᒥᖅ ᐊᒡᓗᐊᕐᒥᒃ ᐅᓕᒃᓯᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᐊᓪᓗᖅᖢᓂᐅᒃ. ᐊᖏᕐᕋᑦᑎᐊᓕᖅᑐᖅ. 
ᐆᒻᒪᑎᖓ ᖄᕐᓂᐊᖅᑰᔨᓕᖅᖢᓂ. ᐊᓂᖅᓵᖅᑐᓗᐊᕐᓂᑯᒧᑦ ᓂᒡᓚᓱᖕᒧᑦ 
ᐃᒡᒋᐊᖓ ᐆᖅᑰᔨᓕᖅᖢᓂ.

Aulaja dropped her hook and line and ran towards the iglu, which she could
barely see because of the wind and snow blowing into her eyes. 

She was almost across the lake and still she could hear the laughing, but now 
it seemed to be farther away. She was going to make it to the iglu. She knew 
that she would soon be close to Siku and everything would be all right.

She jumped over the caribou skin that covered the drinking hole. She was 
almost home. Her heart felt like it was going to explode. She was breathing so 
hard the cold air made her throat burn.
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ᑕᑯᓕᖅᐳᖅ ᐃᒡᓚᖅᑐᖅ ᓇᑭᙶᕐᒪᖔᑦ... ᐆᒪᔪᕐᓗᒃ, ᖁᖓᑦᑕᕌᖓᒥ 
ᐃᐱᒃᑐᐊᓗᖕᓂᒃ ᑭᒍᑎᓂᒃ ᓴᖅᑭᑦᑎᕙᒃᑐᖅ, ᓇᖏᖅᑐᖅ ᐊᐅᓚᔮᑉ 
ᐃᒡᓘᓪᓗ ᐊᑯᓐᓂᖓᓂ. ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ—ᖁᐃᓇᒃᓵᕆᔨ. ᐊᑖᑕᑦᑎᐊᖓᑕ 
ᐅᓂᒃᑲᐅᓯᕆᖃᑦᑕᖅᓯᒪᔭᖓ. ᑕᐃᔅᓱᒪᓂᓂᓵᓗᒃ ᐃᓅᖅᑰᔨᔪᖅ 
ᑐᖑᔪᐊᖓᓪᓗᓂ, ᓲᕐᓗ ᓂᓚᒃᑎᑐᑦ, ᐊᒻᒪ ᓴᓗᒃᑐᒻᒪᕆᐅᓪᓗᓂ. ᐆᒪᔪᕐᓗᒃ 
ᐊᓐᓄᕌᖃᙱᑲᓴᑦᑎᐊᖅᑐᖅ, ᑭᓯᐊᓂᓕ ᕿᐅᖅᑰᔨᓇᓂ. ᐃᔨᖏᒃ ᖃᑯᖅᑑᒃ 
ᓄᔮᓗᖕᒥᑎᒍᑦ ᑖᖅᑐᒥ ᑕᑯᔪᓐᓇᖅᑑᒃ. ᐊᒡᒐᖏᑦ ᑕᑭᓪᓗᑎᒃ ᓴᓗᒃᖢᑎᒃ 
ᐃᐱᒃᑐᓂᒃ ᑯᑭᖃᖅᖢᑎᒃ. ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᐃᒡᓚᖅᓯᕗᖅ ᐊᒡᒐᓂ ᐊᐅᓚᑎᖦᖢᒋᑦ, 
ᓲᕐᓗᓕ ᓂᒥᕆᐊᑦ ᐊᒡᒐᖓᓄᑦ ᐊᑕᔪᑦ.

And then she saw where the laughter was coming from . . . a strange 
creature, which showed off many sharp teeth as it smiled, stood between 
her and the iglu. It was Mahahaa  the tickler. Her grandfather had told her 
stories about this creature. This ancient, manlike demon was light blue in 
colour, like old ice, and very thin. The creature had barely any clothes on, 
but it did not seem to feel the cold. Its white eyes peered through the dark, 
stringy hair that hung in front of its face. Its fingers were long and bony 
with sharp fingernails. Mahahaa began to laugh and wiggle its long fingers, 
which moved like eels attached to its hands.

19



ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᑲᐸᓗᐊᒧᑦ ᐊᐅᓚᔾᔭᒍᓐᓇᐃᓪᓕᓪᓗᓂ. ᐃᓅᓯᓕᒫᕐᒥᓂᒃ 
ᑲᑉᐱᐊᓇᖅᑐᐊᓗᖕᒥᒃ ᑕᑯᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᙱᑦᑎᐊᕋᒥ.

Aulaja was frozen with fear. She had never seen anything so frightening in  
all her life.
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ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᐅᐸᒃᑐᓕᖅᐳᖅ, ᐸᖓᓕᒃᖢᓂ ᕿᒻᒥᖅᑎᑐᑦ, ᓱᒃᑲᓕᔪᐊᓘᓪᓗᓂ. 
ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐅᓪᓚᒃᓯᒋᐊᕋᓗᐊᕋᒥ, ᐆᒪᔪᕐᓗᒃ ᑎᑭᐅᑎᐊᓂᒃᑐᖅ, 
ᒪᓂᕋᕐᒧᓪᓗ ᐅᕐᕈᑎᖦᖢᓂᐅᒃ. ᓱᓕᓘᓐᓃᑦ ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᓯᑯᒧᑦ ᑐᓚᐅᕐᓇᓂ, 
ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋᑉ ᑯᑭᒥᓄᑦ ᐊᓐᓄᕌᖏᑦ ᐊᓕᒃᑐᓕᐊᓂᒃᑕᖏᑦ. ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋᖅ 
ᐊᐅᓚᔮᑉ ᓈᖓᑕ ᐅᕕᓂᖓᓂᒃ ᐃᒃᐱᖕᓂᕋᒥ ᖁᐃᓇᒃᓵᓕᖅᐸᐅᒃ. 
ᐊᒃᓱᕈᓕᖅᐸᓪᓕᐊᑐᐃᓐᓇᖅᖢᓂ ᖁᐃᓇᒃᓵᖅᑕᖓ, ᑯᑭᖏᓐᓄᑦ ᓈᖓ 
ᕿᑦᑐᑳᒃᓯᒪᓕᖅᖢᓂ. ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐋᓐᓂᐊᖅᑐᐊᓘᒐᓗᐊᖅᖢᓂ, ᑭᓯᐊᓂ 
ᐃᒡᓚᖅᓯᓕᒑᑦᑎᐊᓕᖅᐳᖅ. ᐊᓱᐃᓛᒃ, ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐃᒡᓚᖅᓯᕗᖅ... 
ᐃᕆᐊᓛᕐᓂᖅᓴᐅᕙᓚᑦᑎᓪᓗᓂ ᐃᒡᓚᕐᓂᖓ... ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᓄᖅᑲᕈᓐᓇᕐᓇᓂ. 
ᐃᒡᓚᖅᓯᕙᓪᓕᐊᓪᓗᓂ, ᐋᓐᓂᕐᓇᖅᓯᕙᓪᓕᐊᔪᖅ ᐊᒻᒪ ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ 
ᐊᓕᐊᓇᐃᒍᓱᓕᖅᐸᓪᓕᐊᖅᑰᔨᓪᓗᓂ. ᐱᖀᓴᒡᔪᐊᕋᓗᐊᕋᒥ ᖁᐃᓇᒃᓵᖅᓯᔪᖅ 
ᓄᖅᑲᖅᑎᑦᑐᓐᓇᕋᓂᐅᒃ, ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᐃᓄᖕᓂᒃ ᓴᙱᓂᖅᓴᒻᒪᕆᐅᖕᒪᑦ.

Mahahaa ran towards her, hunched over on all fours like a dog, moving 
with unbelievable speed. Aulaja turned to run, but the creature was already 
upon her, knocking her to the ground. Even before Aulaja landed on the 
lake ice, Mahahaa was on top of her, using its nails to rip into her clothing. 
When Mahahaa’s nails found the soft flesh of Aulaja’s stomach, it began to 
tickle her. Harder and harder it tickled, the sharp nails scratching into her 
stomach. Aulaja was in great pain, but she could not stop the laughter that 
was building inside her. Finally, Aulaja started to laugh . . . it was more like 
a scream than a laugh . . . but she could not stop. The more she laughed, the 
more it hurt—and the happier Mahahaa seemed to get. No matter how hard 
she fought she could not stop the tickling, as Mahahaa was much stronger 
than any human.
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ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐊᓂᖅᓵᕈᓐᓇᐃᓪᓕᓪᓗᓂ. ᐃᒡᓚᓗᐊᕐᓂᑯᒧᑦ ᓂᐅᕈᓐᓇᐃᓪᓕᓪᓗᓂ. 
ᖃᐅᔨᒪᔪᓐᓃᖅᐸᓪᓕᐊᓕᖅᐳᖅ. ᖃᑯᖅᑐᖅ ᐊᐳᒻᒧᑦ ᓯᑯᒧᓪᓗ 
ᐱᑕᖃᕈᓐᓃᖅᐸᓪᓕᐊᓕᖅᐳᖅ ᑖᖅᑐᒧᐊᖅᐸᓪᓕᐊᓕᖅᖢᓂ.

Aulaja could not breathe. She was laughing so hard she could not take in 
any air. She felt herself slipping into unconsciousness. The white world of 
ice and snow was disappearing as she slipped into blackness.
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ᐃᓅᔪᓐᓃᙱᓐᓂᖓᓂ, ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᓄᖅᑲᖅᐳᖅ. ᐅᔾᔨᓕᕋᒥ, ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ 
ᑐᓵᕗᖅ ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᐃᕆᐊᓛᖅᑐᐊᓗᒃ ᓯᑯᓗ ᖃᓕᖑᓛᖅᑐᖅ.

ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐊᒃᓴᑲᑲᐅᖅᑐᖅᖢᓂ ᑕᑯᒋᐊᖅᐳᖅ, ᓱᓇᐅᕝᕙ ᓯᑯ ᐃᐲᓐᓂᖅᖢᓂ  
ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋᒥᒃ ᐹᓕᖅᑐᖅ. 

ᕿᒻᒥᕐᒥᒃ ᑕᐃᒪᓐᓇ ᐹᑎᒋᔪᐊᓗᖕᒥᒃ ᑕᑯᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᙱᑦᑐᖅ. ᓯᑯᑉ 
ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᖁᖓᓯᖓᒍᑦ ᑮᓪᓗᓂᐅᒃ ᐊᒃᓴᓕᒃᑕᖓ. ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᕿᒻᒥᕐᒥᒃ 
ᑎᒍᓯᓇᓱᒃᑲᓗᐊᕋᒥ ᐊᔪᖅᖢᓂ. ᕿᒻᒥᖅ ᐸᒥᐅᖓᒍᑦ ᑎᒍᒋᐊᕋᓗᐊᕐᒪᒍ, 
ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᓯᑯ ᐸᒥᐅᑭᑦᑑᖕᒪᑦ ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᑎᒍᔭᒃᓴᖃᑦᑎᐊᖖᒋᖦᖢᓂ.

ᓲᕐᓗ ᖃᐅᔨᒪᓪᓗᓂ, ᓯᑯᑉ ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᐊᒡᓗᐊᓕᐊᕈᑎᓕᖅᑕᖓ. ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ 
ᐱᖀᓴᓕᕌᖓᑦ, ᓯᑰᑉ ᑮᑦᑎᐊᒃᑲᓐᓂᖅᐸᒃᖢᓂᐅᒃ, ᐅᓂᐊᖅᖢᓂᐅᒃ 
ᐊᔭᐅᖅᖢᓂᐅᒡᓗ, ᓯᑰᑉ ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᐊᒡᓗᐊᕐᒧᐊᕈᑎᕙᐅᒃ. ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ 
ᖃᐅᔨᙱᑦᑐᖅ ᖃᓄᐃᑕᐅᖕᒪᖔᕐᒥ ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᑭᖑᕙᓗᐊᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ.

But just before her life slipped away completely, Mahahaa stopped. As she 
began to regain her senses, Aulaja heard Mahahaa screaming and the deep 
throaty growls of Siku.

Aulaja quickly rolled over to see what was happening, and to her surprise 
she found that Siku had broken her rope and was fighting with Mahahaa. 

Never had she seen a dog fight with such fury. Siku grabbed Mahahaa 
behind the neck and was shaking the creature back and forth in a frenzy. 
Mahahaa tried to get hold of the dog but couldn’t. It reached for the 
dog’s tail, but Siku did not have much of a tail, so there was little for 
Mahahaa to grasp.

As if by instinct, Siku forced Mahahaa towards the water hole. The more 
Mahahaa fought, the harder Siku bit down until finally, by dragging and 
pushing, Siku got Mahahaa to the hole. Mahahaa did not know what was 
happening until it was too late.
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ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᓯᑯᐊᑉ ᖁᓛᓃᓕᖅᖢᓂ, ᓯᑰᑉ ᓴᒃᑯᒻᒪᒍ, ᐃᖏᕐᕋᓂᕐᒧᑦ ᐃᒪᕐᒧᑦ 
ᓄᓱᒃᑕᐅᓪᓗᓂ ᐆᒪᔪᕐᓗᐊᓗᒃ.

ᐊᓂᒍᑲᐅᖅᑐᖅᐳᖅ. ᐃᒡᓚᖅᑐᖃᕈᓐᓃᖅᖢᓂ. ᓯᑯ ᖃᓕᖑᓛᕈᓐᓃᖅᖢᓂ 
ᐊᓂᖅᑎᕆᓂᖓ ᐊᓄᕆᓗ ᑐᓴᖅᓴᐅᔪᑑᓕᖅᖢᑎᒃ, 
ᐊᓄᕌᖅᐸᓚᑦᑎᓗᐊᕈᓐᓃᓕᖅᖢᓂᓗ.

ᓯᑯᑉ ᐱᖃᓐᓇᕆᔭᓂ ᐊᓐᓇᒃᑎᑕᖓ ᐆᒪᔪᕐᓗᖕᒥᑦ. ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᓯᑯᒧᐊᖅᖢᓂ 
ᐊᒃᓱᕈᑦᑎᐊᖅᖢᓂ ᐃᕿᑉᐸᐅᒃ. ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐊᓕᐊᓇᐃᒍᓱᓗᐊᒧᑦ ᑮᓇᓂ 
ᐳᑉᐸᐅᒃ ᓯᑯᑉ ᒥᖅᑯᖓᓄᑦ. ᓯᑯ ᓴᐃᓪᓕᕐᒪᑦ ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐃᓱᒪᓕᖅᖢᓂ 
ᖃᓄᖅ ᕿᒻᒥᖓ ᖃᐅᔨᒪᖅᑲᐅᖕᒪᖔᑦ ᖃᓄᐃᑦᑕᕆᐊᖃᕐᓂᕐᒥᓂᒃ 
ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᑕᑯᒐᒥᐅᒃ. ᓯᑰᑉ ᐆᒪᔪᕐᓗᒃ ᑕᑯᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᖕᒪᒍᖃᐃ? ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ 
ᐃᒻᒥᓄᑦ ᐃᓱᒪᕗᖅ.

With Mahahaa right over the hole, Siku released her hold, and the strong 
current took the creature under the ice.

And suddenly it was over. The laughter was gone. Siku stopped growling 
and only her panting and the whistling of the wind was left, and even 
that was growing quieter.

Siku had saved her friend from this demon. Aulaja ran to Siku and 
hugged her dog with all her might. Aulaja was so relieved she buried her 
face into Siku’s thick fur. Siku was calm now, and Aulaja wondered how 
her dog had known exactly what to do when she saw Mahahaa. Had Siku 
met a creature like this before? Aulaja thought.
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ᓯᑯᒥᒃ ᐃᓱᒪᒋᔭᖓ ᓄᖅᑲᑳᓪᓚᒃᐳᖅ ᑐᓵᓕᕐᒥᒐᒥ ᓯᑰᑉ ᐊᑖᓂᑦ 
ᐃᒡᓚᖅᐸᓚᑦᑎᔪᒥᒃ. ᐊᐅᓚᔮᑉ ᐆᒪᑖ ᐅᖁᒪᐃᓪᓕᕗᖅ. ᓂᐱᖓ ᐊᒡᓗᐊᕐᒧᑦ 
ᐅᑎᖅᐸᓚᑦᑎᓕᖅᑐᖅ. ᓯᕿᓪᓗᓂ ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋᑉ ᑕᓕᖓ ᐃᒪᕐᒥᑦ ᓄᐃᕗᖅ 
ᐃᒻᒥᓂᒡᓗ ᖃᑭᑉᐸᓪᓕᐊᓕᖅᖢᓂ. ᓯᑰᑉ ᐆᒪᔪᕐᓗᒃ ᐅᐸᒃᑐᑲᐅᖅᑐᕋᓗᐊᕐᒪᒍ, 
ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᐅᐸᓗᖅᑕᐅᖏᓐᓇᒥ ᕿᒻᒥᖅ ᓴᓂᖓᒍᑦ ᑭᓕᖅᖢᓂᐅᒃ. 
ᓯᑰᑉ ᐊᒥᑦᑎᐊᕚᓗᖓ ᖃᑯᖅᑐᖅ ᐊᐅᐸᖅᓯᓕᖅᖢᓂ. ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ 
ᐃᕆᐊᓪᓚᒃᐳᖅ ᕿᒻᒥᖓ ᐋᓐᓂᕐᒪᑦ.

ᓯᑯᓘᓐᓃᑦ ᓂᓪᓕᙱᑦᑐᖅ. ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋᑉ ᑕᓕᖓ ᑮᓪᓗᓂᐅᒃ 
ᐃᒫᖅᑎᒃᑲᓐᓂᖅᐸᐅᒃ. ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᑕᒪᑐᒪᓂ, ᓯᑰᑉ ᑕᓕᖓ ᓴᒃᑯᓐᓇᓂᐅᒃ 
ᐃᒫᖃᑕᐅᕗᖅ. 

ᓯᕿᖅᑕᖅᐸᓚᑦᑎᔪᓐᓃᖅᖢᑎᒃ, ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐃᓄᑑᓕᖅᐳᖅ 
ᐊᓄᕆᔪᓐᓃᖅᐸᓚᑦᑎᓕᖅᑐᖅ ᑐᓴᖅᓴᑑᓕᖅᖢᓂ.

ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᕿᐊᓯᕗᖅ. ᕿᒻᒥᓐᓇᕆᓛᖓ ᓇᐅᙳᖅᑐᖅ. ᓯᑯ ᑐᖁᔪᖅ 
ᓴᐳᔾᔨᓪᓗᓂ, ᐃᓄᑑᓕᖅᐳᕐᓕ. 

ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐃᒡᓗᒧᑦ ᐅᑎᖅᖢᓂ ᕿᐊᓪᓗᓂ ᓯᓂᓕᖅᐳᖅ.

Her thoughts about Siku were suddenly interrupted by the sound of muffled 
laughter beneath the ice. Aulaja’s heart sank. The sound was moving towards 
the open hole. With a splash, Mahahaa’s arm came up out of the water and 
the creature began pulling itself out. Siku instantly sprang towards the 
creature, but this time, Mahahaa was ready and it slashed deep cuts into the 
dog’s side. Siku’s beautiful dark fur began to turn red. Aulaja screamed at the 
sight of her dog’s injury.

Siku did not even whimper. She grabbed Mahahaa’s arm and drove it  
back into the water. But this time, Siku did not let go of the arm and  
she went into the water too. 

After the sound of splashing had subsided, Aulaja was left with only the 
fading sound of wind.

Aulaja broke down and began to cry. Her favourite dog was gone. Siku had 
died saving her, and now Aulaja was alone. 

Aulaja stumbled back to the iglu and cried herself to sleep.
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ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᖃᐅᔨᒪᓇᓂ ᖃᓄᖅ ᓯᓂᒃᑎᒋᖕᒪᖔᕐᒥ, ᑭᓯᐊᓂ ᐃᖅᑯᒻᒪᕋᒥ, 
ᐃᒡᓘᑉ ᓯᓚᑖᓂᑦ ᐊᐅᓚᔪᖃᖅᐸᓚᑦᑎᕗᖅ. ᐊᐅᓚᔾᔭᒍᓐᓇᐃᓪᓕᓪᓗᓂ. 
ᑭᓱᑭᐊᖅ, ᐃᒡᓗᒧᑦ ᐃᓯᓕᖅᑐᖅ. 

ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐊᓂᖅᓵᖅᑕᐃᓕᓕᖅᖢᓂ. ᑲᑉᐱᐊᓱᒃᑲᒥ; ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᐃᓄᑑᓗᓂ 
ᓵᓚᒋᔪᓐᓇᔾᔮᙱᑕᖓ.

ᐊᖑᒻᒥᒃ ᖁᓕᑦᑕᖅᓯᒪᔪᒥᒃ ᐃᓯᖅᑐᖃᖅᐳᖅ. ᓱᓇᐅᕝᕙ ᐊᑖᑕᖓ. 
ᑕᑯᑐᐊᕋᒥᐅᒃ ᐅᓪᓚᒃᓯᕕᒋᓪᓗᓂᐅᒃ ᐃᕿᑉᐸᐅᒃ. ᐅᓂᒃᑳᕋᓱᒃᑲᓗᐊᕋᒥ ᓯᑯ 
ᖃᓄᐃᖅᑲᐅᓂᖓᓂᒃ ᕿᐊᑐᐃᓐᓇᖅᐳᖅ. 

“ᖃᓄᐃᓐᓇᕕᑦ ᐸᓂᒃ?” ᐊᑖᑕᖓᑕ ᐊᐱᕆᑲᑕᒃᐸᐅᒃ. “ᓇᐅᒡᓕ ᓯᑯ?” 

ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᓴᐃᓪᓕᖅᖢᓂ, ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᐳᖅ ᖃᓄᐃᖅᑲᐅᓂᖏᓐᓂᒃ. ᐊᑖᑕᖓᑕ 
ᓈᓚᑐᐃᓐᓇᖅᐸᐅᒃ. ᐅᓂᒃᑳᕌᓂᖕᒪᑦ, ᐊᑖᑕᖓᑕ ᐊᓕᒃᑐᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ 
ᐊᓐᓄᕌᖏᑦ ᑭᕕᒃᑲᒥᒋᑦ ᓈᖓ ᕿᑦᑐᑳᒃᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᑕᑯᓪᓗᓂᐅᒃ.

ᑲᓪᓗᒃ ᓂᐅᕐᔪᐊᓚᐅᖅᖢᓂ ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐅᖃᐅᑎᕙᐅᒃ 
ᐊᓐᓇᒃᑎᑕᐅᓯᒪᓂᖓᓂᒃ. “ᖃᐅᔨᒪᒐᒪ ᓯᑯ ᕿᒻᒥᑦᑎᐊᕙᐅᖕᒪᑦ 
ᓴᐳᒻᒥᓇᔭᖅᖢᓂᑎᓪᓗ. ᑕᐃᒪᓐᓇ ᐃᓕᖕᓄᑦ ᕿᒪᒃᐸᒃᐸᕋ,” ᐅᖃᖅᐳᖅ. 

“ᐃᖅᑲᐅᒪᕕᑦ ᓯᑯ ᕿᒻᒥᐊᕐᔫᑎᓪᓗᒍ ᓯᑯᒥ ᐊᓯᐅᖅᑲᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᖕᒪᑦ?” ᑲᓪᓗᒃ 
ᐊᐱᕆᕗᖅ.

“ᐄ,” ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᑭᐅᕗᖅ. ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᓄᑕᕋᐅᓗᐊᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᒐᓗᐊᕋᒥ 
ᑕᐃᒪᐃᑎᓪᓗᒋᑦ, ᐃᖅᑲᐅᒪᕗᖅ ᕿᒥᐊᕐᔪᒃ ᑐᖁᓕᒑᓕᖅᑐᖅ 
ᓇᓂᔭᐅᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᓂᖓᓂᒃ.
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Aulaja had no idea how long she had slept, but when she woke she heard 
the sound of something moving outside her iglu. She froze. Whatever it 
was, it was coming into the iglu. 

Aulaja held her breath. She was afraid; she could not fight Mahahaa on her 
own.

A man in a parka crawled into the iglu. It was her father. As soon as she 
saw him, she ran and hugged him. She tried to explain what had happened 
to her and Siku, but only sobs came out. 

“What is wrong, daughter?” her father asked again and again. “And 
where is Siku?” 

When Aulaja calmed down, she explained what had happened. Her father 
listened silently. When she finished explaining, he lifted her torn parka 
and looked at the scratches that covered her stomach.

Kudloo took a deep breath and told Aulaja that she was lucky to be alive. 
“I knew Siku was a good dog and that she would protect you. That is why 
I left her with you,” he explained. 

“Do you remember when Siku was a pup and we lost her on the ice?” 
Kudloo asked.

“Yes,” Aulaja answered. Even though Aulaja had been very young when 
it happened, she remembered how close to death the little pup was when 
they found her.

33
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“ᐃᓛᒃ,” ᐊᑖᑕᖓ ᐅᖃᓪᓚᓕᖅᐳᖅ, “ᓇᓂᒐᑦᑎᒍᑦ, ᓇᐅᒃᑯᓕᒫᖅ 
ᕿᓱᒃᑕᐅᓯᒪᓚᐅᖅᑐᖅ ᑕᖅᑭᒐᓴᖕᓄᓪᓗ ᓯᑯᒥ ᑭᓯᕐᒥᐅᓚᐅᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ, 
ᓯᑯ ᖃᓕᖑᓛᖏᓐᓇᐅᔭᓚᐅᖅᑐᖅ ᐃᒡᓚᖅᑐᖃᓕᕌᖓᑦ. ᖃᓄᐃᒻᒪᑦ 
ᑕᐃᒪᐃᒻᒪᖔᑦ ᐃᓱᒪᒌᓐᓇᐅᔭᓚᐅᖅᑕᕋ. ᐃᒻᒪᖄ ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᓯᑯᒥ 
ᐊᓯᐅᖅᑲᑎᓪᓗᒍ ᑕᑯᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᒐᒥᐅᒃ ᑕᐃᒪᓐᓇᖃᐃ ᐹᔭᐅᓯᒪᓗᐊᓚᐅᖅᐸ 
ᐸᒥᐅᖃᕈᓐᓃᖅᖢᓂᓗ. ᖃᓄᖅ ᖃᐅᔨᒪᓇᔭᕐᒪᑦ ᐆᒪᔪᕐᓗᐊᓗᒃ 
ᖃᓄᐃᑦᑕᕆᐊᖃᕐᒪᖔᕐᒥᐅᒃ?”

ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᐊᑖᑕᒥᓂᒃ ᐃᔨᒋᓚᐅᖅᖢᓂ ᕿᐊᓯᒃᑲᓐᓂᖅᐳᖅ ᐃᓱᒪᒋᓪᓗᓂᐅᒃ 
ᕿᒻᒥᓐᓇᕆᓛᒥᓄᑦ ᓴᐳᑎᔭᐅᓯᒪᒐᒥ. ᐊᐅᓚᔮᖅ ᖃᐅᔨᒪᕗᖅ ᓯᑯᑉ ᐊᓯᐊᓂᒃ 
ᐱᖃᓐᓇᕆᔭᖃᒃᑲᓐᓂᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔾᔮᙱᓐᓂᕐᒥᓂᒃ. 

“Well,” her father began, “when we found her she had scratches all over 
her, and for a few months after her experience alone on the ice, Siku always 
growled at people when they laughed. I always wondered why that was. 
Maybe she had met Mahahaa on the ice when she was lost and that is why 
she was so beaten up and without a tail. How else could she have known 
what to do with such a creature?”

Aulaja stared at her father and once again began to cry at the thought of 
her favourite dog dying to save her. Aulaja knew that she would never 
have another friend like Siku.
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ᐅᓪᓛᒃᑯᑦ ᑲᓪᓗᒃ ᐃᒥᖅᑕᕐᕕᓕᐊᖅᐳᖅ ᓂᓚᖕᓄᑦ ᐊᖏᔫᑎᓄᑦ ᐊᐳᑎᒧᓪᓗ 
ᓯᒥᒃᖢᓂᐅᒃ. ᐱᖁᑎᖏᑦ ᐸᕐᓇᒃᖢᒋᑦ ᖃᒧᑎᖏᖕᓄᑦ, ᕿᒻᒥᓕᒫᖏᓪᓗ, 
ᐊᐅᓪᓚᖅᐳᑦ. 

ᐊᐅᓪᓚᙱᓐᓂᕐᒥᓂᒃ, ᐃᓄᒃᓱᓕᐅᖅᐳᒃ ᓵᑦᑐᓂᒃ ᐅᔭᖅᑲᓂᒃ 
ᓇᓗᓇᐃᖅᓯᔾᔪᑎᒋᓪᓗᓂᔾᔪᒃ ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋᑉ ᐊᒡᒑᓗᖏᓐᓂᒃ. 
ᐃᓂᖅᑎᖅᓯᔾᔪᑕᐅᔪᖅ ᑕᒡᕙᓂ ᑕᓯᕐᒥᒃ ᐃᖃᓗᒐᓱᒋᐊᖃᙱᓐᓂᖓᓂᒃ 
ᒪᕼᐊᕼᐋ ᓯᑯᑉ ᐊᑖᓂ ᐊᔪᖅᓯᓯᒪᖕᒪᑦ.

In the morning, Kudloo went to the drinking hole and filled it in with 
large pieces of ice and blocks of snow. Then Kudloo and Aulaja packed 
their belongings onto the qamutiik and with their dogs, they left that 
place. 

But before they left they built an inuksuk with many thin rocks to 
represent Mahahaa’s long fingers. This was to warn others not to stop and 
fish at this lake, for Mahahaa was trapped beneath the ice.
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ᑖᓐᓇ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᖅ ᑲᓇᑕᐅᑉ ᖁᑦᑎᒃᑐᖓᓂᕐᒥᐅᑕᓂᙶᖅᑐᖅ 
ᐅᐱᕐᖓᒃᓵᒃᑯᑦ. ᑕᐃᒪᐃᓕᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᕐᒥ ᐊᓄᕆᖓ 
ᐆᓇᔪᒃᓯᕙᓪᓕᐊᓪᓗᓂ ᐅᓪᓗᖅᑐᓯᕙᓪᓕᐊᓕᖅᖢᓂᓗ ᑭᓯᐊᓂ 
ᓱᓕ ᓄᓇ ᐊᐳᑕᐃᓐᓇᐅᓪᓗᓂ ᓯᑯᖃᖅᖢᓂᓗ.

This story begins in the high North of Canada in the early 
spring. This is the time in the Arctic when the wind is getting 
warmer and the days are growing longer but the ground is still 
blanketed with snow and ice.

ᐹᐸ ᑲᓪᓗᒃ ᐃᓅᒃ ᑕᑯᒥᓇᖅᑐᓕᐅᖅᑎ ᖃᐅᓱᐃᑦᑐᕐᒥᐅᑕᐅᓪᓗᓂ ᓄᓇᕗᒻᒥ. 
ᐊᕐᕌᒍᓂᒃ ᐊᕙᑎᑦ ᑕᓪᓕᒪᓪᓗ  ᐹᐸ ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒐᖃᑦᑕᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᓱᕈᓯᖅᓯᐅᑎᓂᒃ 
ᐅᖃᓕᒫᒐᕐᓂᒃ ᓴᖅᑭᑎᑦᑎᕙᒃᑐᓂᓗ ᑕᑯᒥᓇᖅᑐᓂᒃ ᑕᕐᕆᔭᐅᓯᐅᖑᓂᐊᖅᑐᓄᑦ. 
ᑕᑯᒥᓇᖅᑐᓕᐅᕈᓯᖓ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖑᒋᐊᕈᓂ ᐅᖃᐅᓯᐅᒐᔭᖅᑐᖅ ᑲᑎᑦᑎᓯᒪᓂᕋᖅᑕᐅᓗᓂ 
ᓂᒋᕐᒥᐅᑦ ᕿᒥᕐᕈᐊᒐᓕᐅᕈᓯᖏᑎᑐᑦ ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᒥᐅᓪᓗ ᑕᑯᒥᓇᖅᑐᓕᐅᕈᓯᖏᓐᓂᒃ, 
ᐃᓄᖕᓄᑦ ᒪᒃᑯᒃᑐᓄᑦ ᐃᓕᓴᕆᔭᐅᔪᓐᓇᑦᑎᐊᖅᑐᖅ. ᐹᐸᐅᑉ ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒐᖅᓯᒪᔭᖏᑦ 
ᐃᓄᐃᑦ ᐅᒃᐱᕆᔭᖏᑕ ᖃᓄᐃᑦᑑᓂᖖᒍᐊᖏᑦ ᖃᐅᔨᒪᔭᐅᑦᑎᐊᖅᑐᑦ, ᓴᖅᑭᑦᑕᕌᖓᒋᓪᓗ 
ᓴᓇᖖᒍᐊᖅᑎᓄᑦ ᐃᓱᒻᒥᕈᑕᐅᓲᑦ ᑕᑯᒥᓇᖅᑐᓕᐅᖅᑎᓄᓪᓗ ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᒥ 
ᓴᖅᑭᑦᑎᓪᓗᑎᒃ. ᐹᐸᐅᑉ ᐱᓕᕆᐊᖏᑦ ᑐᖖᒐᕕᖃᖅᑐᑦ ᐊᑐᖅᓯᒪᔭᖏᓐᓂᒃ 
ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑑᑉ ᖁᑦᑎᑦᑐᖓᓂ.
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