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ᓯᕗᒧᐊᒃᑎᑕᖅ Foreword

ᔨᕐᒪᐃᓐ ᐊᕐᓇᑦᑕᐅᔫᑉ ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒐᑦᑎᐊᕚᓗᖏᓐᓂᒃ ᑕᑯᖃᑦᑕᕆᐊᙵᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖓ 
ᒪᑯᒃᑎᓪᓗᖓ ᐃᓕᓴᐃᔨᒃᓴᕈᖅᐸᓪᓕᐊᑎᓪᓗᖓ. ᑕᐃᒃᓱᒪᓂ ᕿᑭᖅᑖᓗᖕᒥᑦ 
ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᖅᑐᓕᕆᔨᕐᔪᐊᒃᑯᑦ ᐅᖃᓕᒫᒐᓕᐅᖅᐸᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᖕᒪᑕ ᔨᕐᒪᐃᓐᓗ 
ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒐᖅᓯᒪᔭᖏᓐᓂᒃ ᐱᑕᖃᓚᐅᓪᓚᒃᐸᒃᑐᓂ. ᐃᓕᓴᐃᔨᕈᖅᑎᓪᓗᖓ, 
ᐅᖃᓕᒫᕆᐊᖓ ᖁᕕᐊᒋᓪᓚᑦᑖᖅᐸᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᒐᒃᑯ ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᖅᑎᖁᑎᓐᓄᑦ 
ᐅᖃᓕᒫᖅᐸᒃᑐᒋᓪᓗ ᖄᖓᓂᑦ ᑐᓄᐊᓄᑦ ᐊᕐᕌᒍᓕᒫᒥᓪᓗ ᐅᖃᓕᒫᒐᐃᑦ 
ᓈᕙᒃᑐᑎᒍᓪᓗ. ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᖅᑏᑦ ᖁᕕᐊᑦᑕᒃᐸᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᖕᒪᑕ ᑭᓇ 
ᐅᖃᓕᒫᒐᓕᐅᕐᓂᕐᒪᖔᑦ ᐊᒻᒪ ᑭᓇ ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒐᕐᓂᕐᒪᖔᑦ ᔨᕐᒪᐃᓐᓗ ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒐᖏᓐᓂᒃ 
ᐃᓕᓴᖅᓯᔪᓐᓇᖅᓯᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᖕᒪᑕ. ᔨᕐᒪᐃᓐ ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒐᖏᑦ ᓱᕈᓰᑦ ᑕᑯᓕᒪᔭᖏᓐᓂᒃ 
ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒐᖅᓯᒪᕙᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᖕᒪᑕ. ᑮᓇᖏᑕ ᑕᒃᑯᖏᑦ ᐊᓐᓄᕌᙳᐊᖏᓪᓗ ᓱᕈᓯᕐᓄᑦ 
ᐃᓕᙵᔭᐅᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ.

I was first exposed to Germaine Arnaktauyok’s wonderful illustrations 
when I was a young teacher trainee. Books published by the Baffin 
Divisional Board of Education occasionally featured Germaine’s 
illustrations. She quickly grew to be my favourite artist. When I 
became a teacher, I loved reading Inuktitut books to my students, 
and we read all the board’s Inuktitut books from cover to cover in a 
school year. The children would get excited about who had written 

and illustrated the books, and they became familiar with Germaine’s 
work through these books. Germaine’s illustrations contained 
characters that the children recognized. All the features and the 
attire of the characters were what the children were familiar with. 

	 ᐅᐊᑦᑎᐊᕈᒃᑲᓐᓂᐅᓕᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ, ᐊᖏᔪᕐᖑᕋ ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒐᖅᓯᒪᔪᓂᒃ 
ᐊᑭᓐᓇᕐᒥᐅᑕᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᖕᒪᑦ ᔨᕐᒪᐃᓐ ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒐᖅᑕᕕᓂᖏᓐᓂᒃ. ᔨᕐᒪᐃᓐ 
ᓄᑲᕆᖕᒪᒍ. ᐱᑖᕆᐊᖃᓕᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖓ ᐱᐅᒋᒧᑦ ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒐᐃᑦ. ᔨᕐᒪᐃᓐ 
ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒐᖅᓯᒪᔭᖏᓐᓂᒃ ᓄᐊᑦᑎᖃᑦᑕᓕᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᒋᕗᖓ ᓴᓇᓯᒪᔪᓂᒃ 
ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᓂᒃ ᑐᓵᖃᑦᑕᖅᓯᒪᔭᒪ ᐃᓚᖏᓐᓂᒃ. ᒪᕐᕉᒃ ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒑᒃ 
ᐱᐅᒋᓂᖅᐹᕐᔪᐊᒃᑲ ᓄᓇᐅᑉ ᕿᑐᕐᖓᖏᑦ ᐊᒻᒪ ᐅᐃᓂᒍᒪᓇᓂ ᐅᔭᕋᕈᖅᑐᕕᓂᖅ.

	 Later on, my angijurnguq (sister-in-law) at the time, who is 
Germaine’s sister, put up framed prints of Germaine’s work in her 
house. I wanted to get some prints for myself, as I loved her work. 
I started collecting Germaine’s art, especially the work that draws 
inspiration from the oral legends that I grew up listening to. My two 
favourite pieces are depictions of the earth children and the woman 
who turned to stone because she did not want to marry. 



	 ᖁᕕᐊᓱᑦᑎᐊᖅᑯᖓ ᐅᓇ ᐅᖃᓕᒫᒐᖅ ᓴᓇᔭᐅᑎᓪᓗᒍ ᐱᖃᑕᐅᔪᓐᓇᓚᐅᕋᒪ. 
ᖁᕕᐊᒋᓂᐊᖅᐸᑎᑦᑐᖅ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᑦ ᐅᕙᑦᑎᓐᓄᑦ ᑐᓴᖅᑕᐅᑎᑕᑦ. ᐅᓂᒃᑳᑦ 
ᓇᐃᓪᓕᑎᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ ᖁᕕᐊᒋᓂᐊᖅᐸᑎᑦᑐᖅ ᑐᑭᓯᓂᐊᕋᕕᑦ ᐃᓄᐃᑦ 
ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᖏᓐᓂᒃ ᐊᒻᒪᓗ ᖁᕕᐊᒋᓗᒋᑦ ᑎᑎᖅᑐᒐᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ ᑖᒃᑯᓂᖓ 
ᐱᙳᖅᑎᑦᑎᔪᑦ.

	 I am so excited to have been involved in the creation of this 
book. I hope you will enjoy the short glimpse of each story shared. 
These stories will help you to understand our rich Inuit oral tradition. 
I also hope you enjoy the drawings themselves, as they make these 
stories come to life.

ᖁᕕᐊᒋᓂᐊᖅᐸᑎᑦᑐᖅ
Qujannamiik,

ᓗᐃᔅ ᕝᓚᕼᐅᕐᑎ
Louise Flaherty

Inuktitut Pronunciation Guide
angijurnguq — Older brother-in-law or older sister-in-law, 
pronounced “ang-nee-yo-nook.”

ataata — Father, pronounced “a-ta-ta.”

atii — A term meaning “let’s go,” or “let’s do it,” pronounced 
“a-tee.”

iglu — A traditional snow house, pronounced “ig-loo.”

igluit — Many iglus, pronounced “ig-loo-eet.”

kuluit — A term of endearment meaning “dear ones,” pronounced 
“koo-loo-eet.”

nanurluk — A giant polar bear, pronounced “nan-oor-look.”

ningiuq — Grandmother or old woman, pronounced “ning-yook.”

qulliq — A seal-oil lamp, pronounced “koo-lik.”

Tuniit — The people who lived in the Arctic 
before Inuit, pronounced “too-neet.”
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“ᐊᑖᑖᒃ, ᓯᓂᒍᓐᓇᐃᓪᓕᒐᑦᑕ. ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᕇᑦ?” ᒪᒃᐸ ᐊᐱᕆᕗᖅ.
	 “ᐊᑏ, ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓚᒃᓯᐅᑎᙳᐊᓂᒃ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᓚᐅᕆᑦ,” ᓇᐃᓚ 
ᐊᐱᕆᕗᖅ.
	 “ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓚᒃᓯᐅᑎᓃᒃ? ᖃᓄᖅ, ᓄᑲᑉᐱᐊᑯᓘᑎᓪᓗᖔ?” ᑲᓪᓗᒃ 
ᐊᐱᕆᕗᖅ.
	 “ᐋᒃᑲ,” ᓇᐃᓚ ᑭᐅᓪᓗᓂ. “ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓚᒃ ᖃᖅᑳᓗᐃᑦ 
ᐊᖏᔪᐊᓘᑎᓪᓗᒋᑦ ᐊᒻᒪ ᓄᓇᕐᔪᐊᖅ
ᑕᐸᓇᐃᑦᑐᐊᓘᑎᓪᓗᒍ.”

The night was growing late, and Kudlu’s children were not yet 
sleeping. So he sat down beside them on the sleeping platform 
and whispered, “Kuluit, why are you still awake?” 
	 “We cannot sleep, Ataata. Please tell us a story!” Makpa 
asked. 
	 “Yes, please tell us about what things were like long ago,” 
Nyla added.
	 “A story about long ago? Do you mean when I was a 
boy?” Kudlu asked.
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ᑲᓪᓗᒃ ᕿᑐᕐᖓᓂ ᕿᕕᐊᖅᐸᐃᑦ, ᖁᖓᖦᖢᓂ ᐅᖃᖅᐳᖅ. 
“ᐅᓂᒃᑲᐅᔾᔭᐅᔪᒪᕕᓰ ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓚᒃᓯᐅᑎᙳᐊᓂᒃ? ᐊᑏ, 
ᐃᖅᑲᖅᓴᕈᓘᔭᕐᓂᐊᖅᐸᒃᑲ ᓂᖏᐅᕐᒪ
ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᐸᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔭᖏᑦ ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓚᒃᓯᐅᑏᑦ.”
	 ᑕᖅᑲᖕᓇ ᐊᓄᕆᕙᓚᑦᑎᒐᓗᐊᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ ᐊᒻᒪ 
ᓂᒡᓚᖅᐸᓪᓕᐊᑐᐃᓐᓇᕋᓗᐊᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ,
ᐃᒡᓗᒥᑕ ᐃᓗᐊᓂ ᐅᖅᑰᔪᖅ ᐊᒻᒪ ᑲᔾᔮᕐᓇᖅᖢᓂ. 
ᖁᓪᓕᐅᑉ ᖃᐅᒪᖓ ᐃᒡᓘᑉ ᐊᑭᓐᓇᖓᓂ ᖃᐅᒻᒪᒃᓯᕗᖅ 
ᑕᕐᕋᖃᖅᑎᑦᑎᓪᓗᓂᓗ. ᕿᑐᕐᖓᖏᑦ ᕿᐱᑦᑎᐊᒃᑲᓐᓂᕐᒪᑕ, ᑲᓪᓗᒃ 
ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᓯᒋᐊᖅᐳᖅ.

“No, Ataata,” Nyla answered. “I want to hear about when 
the mountains were giants and there was lots of magic in the 
world.”
	 Kudlu looked at his two children and smiled. “Oh, you 
want a story about way back then? Atii, I will try to remember 
the stories my ningiuq used to tell about that time.”
	 Although the wind could be heard whistling outside 
and the temperature was dropping, it was warm and cozy 
inside the iglu. The qulliq’s soft light danced across the snow 
walls of their home. The children pulled their blankets close, 
and Kudlu began his story.
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ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓛᓘᑎᓪᓗᒍ ᓱᓕ ᓄᓇᕐᔪᐊᖅ ᓄᑖᖑᑎᓪᓗᒍ, ᑭᓱᓕᒫᑦ 
ᐊᔾᔨᒋᓚᐅᙱᑕᖏᑦ ᐅᓪᓗᒥᑎᑐᑦ. ᑕᐅᑐᙳᐊᕐᓇᙱᑦᑐᕐᓘᓐᓃᑦ 
ᖃᓄᐃᑦᑑᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᓂᖓ, ᐅᓐᓄᐊᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᙱᒻᒪᑦ ᐅᓪᓗᖅᑐᖃᙱᖢᓂᓗ.
	 ᓯᓚ ᓱᕐᕋᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᙱᖦᖢᓂ ᐊᕐᔮᖓᐃᓐᓇᐅᔭᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ.
	 ᑎᕆᒐᓂᐊᑯᓗᒃᑕᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᑖᖅᓯᖃᑦᑕᖁᔨᔪᒥᒃ ᐊᓯᒥᓂ 
ᑎᒡᓕᒐᖃᑦᑕᕈᒪᒐᒥ ᑕᑯᔭᐅᙱᓪᓗᓂ. ᑖᓐᓇ ᑎᕆᒐᓂᐊᖅ ᐊᖓᒃᑯᑯᓘᒐᒥ ᓯᓚ 
ᑖᖅᓯᖁᕚ, ᑕᐃᒪᐃᓕᖕᒪᓪᓗ ᓯᓚ ᑖᖅᓯᕗᖅ ᐅᓐᓄᒃᖢᓂᓗ. ᑕᐃᒪᐃᓕᑎᓪᓗᒍ 
ᖁᓚᐅᑦᑐᖃᖅᐳᖅ ᑐᓗᒐᕐᒥᒃ, ᑖᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍᓗ ᓂᕿᒃᓴᖅᓯᐅᕈᓐᓇᙱᖢᓂ 
ᐱᙳᐊᕈᑎᒃᓴᖅᓯᐅᕈ ᓐᓇᙱᖦᖢᓂᓗ. ᑖᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ ᓱᔪᓐᓇᙱᓐᓇᒥ, ᑐᓗᒐᖅ 
ᓯᓚᒥᒃ ᖃᐅᒻᒪᖁᔨᕗᖅ. ᑕᐃᒪᐃᓕᖕᒪᑦ ᖃᐅᒻᒪᒃᐳᖅ ᐅᓪᓗᙳᖅᖢᓂᓗ.
	 ᑖᒃᑯᐊᒃ ᓂᕐᔪᑏᒃ ᐊᖏᖃᑎᒌᒍᓐᓇᙱᓐᓂᖏᓐᓄᑦ ᐅᓪᓗᒥ 
ᐅᓪᓗᖃᖅᐳᒍᑦ
ᐅᓐᓄᐊᖃᖅᐳᒍᓪᓗ.

Way back then, when the world was very, very young, things were 
different than they are today. It is hard to imagine that time, as there was 
no night and day. 
	 There was only a grey sky that never changed. 
	 One day, a fox wanted darkness so it could steal from others 
without being seen. This fox was full of magic, so when it asked the sky for 
darkness, it became night. Just then, a raven was flying by, and it needed 
light to find food and things to play with. The dark sky was not good for 
the raven, so it asked for light. Then the sky brightened, and it became 
day.
	 Because these two animals could never agree, we now have day and 
night.
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ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓚᒃ ᓄᓇ ᑐᒃᑐᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᙱᑦᑐᖅ. ᐃᓄᐃᑦ 
ᐊᖑᓇᓱᑐᐃᓐᓇᖅᐸᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ ᓂᕐᔪᑎᐊᓛᓂᒃ, ᐊᒻᒪ ᑭᓱᑐᐃᓐᓇᕐᓂᒃ 
ᓂᕆᔪᓐᓇᖅᑕᒥᓂᒃ, ᐊᒡᓛᓪᓘᓐᓃᑦ ᐃᔾᔪᑦ ᐅᔭᖅᑲᓪᓗ. ᑐᒃᑐᐃᑦ ᓄᓇᐅᑉ 
ᐃᑭᐊᖓᓂ ᓄᓇᖃᖅᐸᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ, ᐊᖑᓇᓱᒃᑕᐅᔪᓐᓇᙱᖦᖢᑎᒡᓗ
ᑕᑯᔭᐅᔪᓐᓇᙱᓐᓇᒥᒃ.
	 ᓄᓇᐅᑉ ᐃᓄᐊ ᓄᓕᐊᒥᓂᒃ ᑐᒃᑐᖁᔨᖦᖤᓕᕋᒥ ᓄᓇ ᖁᓚᐃᑉᐹ, 
ᑐᒃᑐᓪᓗ ᐊᓂᑎᖦᖢᓂᒋᑦ.
ᓯᕗᓪᓕᕐᒥᒃ ᐊᑕᐅᓯᕐᒥᒃ ᒪᕐᕈᐃᓐᓈᖕᓂᒡᓘᓐᓃᑦ ᐊᓂᑎᑦᑎᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ, 
ᑭᓯᐊᓂᓗ ᐱᔮᕆᙱᖢᓂ ᓄᓇᒥᒃ ᒪᑐᐃᙶᖅᑎᑦᑏᓐᓇᓕᕐᓂᕐᒪᑦ 
ᐊᒥᓱᐊᓗᐃᑦ ᑐᒃᑐᑦ
ᐊᓂᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ.
	 ᓄᓇᐅᑉ ᐃᓄᐊ ᓄᓇᒥᒃ ᖁᓚᐃᑦᑎᓚᐅᕐᓂᖓᓄᑦ, ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᒥ 
ᐊᒥᓱᐊᓗᖕᓂᒃ ᑐᒃᑐᖃᓕᖅᐳᒍᑦ.

Way back then, there were no caribou on the land. People hunted 
only small animals, and almost everything could be eaten, even dirt and 
rocks. The caribou we now depend on lived underground, safely away 
from hunters. 
	 But one day, a land spirit who wanted to provide for his wife cut 
a hole into the earth and let the caribou out. At first he only let out one 
or two caribou, but the hole was accidentally left open and many, many 
caribou escaped. 
	 And now, because of this land spirit’s action, the North is filled 
with caribou.
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ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓚᒃ ᓂᕐᔪᑏᑦ ᐊᒥᕐᒥᓂᒃ ᓱᓗᖕᒥᓂᒡᓘᓐᓃᑦ ᐲᖅᓯᔪᓐᓇᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ, 
ᓲᕐᓗ ᑕᐃᒪᓐᓇ ᐊᓐᓄᕋᐃᔭᖅᐸᒃᑲᑦᑕ. ᐊᒥᕐᒥᓂᒃ ᓱᓗᖕᒥᓂᒡᓗ 
ᐲᖅᓯᔭᕌᖓᑕ ᐃᓄᑐᐃᓐᓇᐅᖅᑰᔨᕙᓚᐅᖅᑐᑦ. ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᑐᖄᓗᖕᒥ 
ᐊᖑᑎᑕᖃᓚᐅᕐᓂᖅᐳᖅ
ᑲᖑᖅᓯᔪᕕᓂᕐᒥᒃ ᑕᓯᑯᓗᖕᒥ ᐳᐃᔾᔪᕌᖅᑐᒥᒃ. ᓱᓗᖕᒥᓂᒃ ᐲᖅᓯᓯᒪᒐᒥ 
ᐊᕐᓇᑦᑎᐊᕚᓗᙳᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᕗᖅ. ᑖᓐᓇ ᐊᖑᑦ ᑲᖑᕐᒥᒃ ᐊᕐᓇᒥᒃ ᐊᐱᕆᕗᖅ 
ᓄᓕᐊᖅᑖᕆᔪᒪᓂᕋᖅᖢᓂᐅᒃ. ᐊᕐᕌᒍᒐᓴᖕᓄᑦ ᑖᔅᓱᒥᖓ ᐅᐃᖃᓚᐅᖅᐳᖅ.
	 ᑕᐃᒪᐃᓚᐅᕋᓗᐊᖅᖢᓂ ᑖᓐᓇ ᑲᖑᖅ ᐃᕿᐊᙳᓕᖅᐳᖅ ᓯᓚᒃᑯᓪᓗ 
ᖃᖓᑕᔪᒪᓪᓕᖅᖢᓂ. ᐅᐃᒥᓂ ᐃᔨᕋᖅᑐᖅᖢᓂ ᐊᑎᒋᓕᐅᓕᖅᐳᖅ 
ᓱᓗᖕᓂᒃ ᓴᓇᓯᒪᔪᒥᒃ. ᑖᓐᓇ ᐊᑎᒋ ᐊᑎᒐᒥᐅᒃ,
ᑲᖑᙳᒃᑲᓐᓂᖅᐳᖅ ᑎᖏᓪᓗᓂᓗ.

Way back then, animals could remove their fur or feathers like we 
remove clothing. When they took off their animal skins, they would 
appear human underneath. In an old story, a man found a snow goose 
swimming in a small lake. Without her feathers, she was a beautiful 
woman, so he asked this goose-woman to be his wife. She was with 
the man for several years. 
	 In time, the goose began to miss flying. So one day, in secret, 
she made a new jacket of feathers. When she put on this feather 
jacket, she became a goose once again and flew away.
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ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓛᓗᒃ ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᖅ ᐃᓄᑭᑦᑐᑯᓘᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ. ᐃᓄᐃᑦ 
ᐅᓄᖅᓯᒃᑲᓐᓂᖁᓪᓗᒍ ᓄᓇ ᐃᕐᓂᐅᖅᐸᓪᓕᐊᓕᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᕗᖅ 
ᓄᑕᕋᓛᓂᒃ. ᑕᐃᒃᑯᐊ ᓄᑕᕋᓛᑦ ᐃᓄᖕᓄᑦ ᐱᓱᒃᑐᓄᑦ 
ᓇᒡᕚᖅᑖᕆᔭᐅᕙᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᕗᑦ, ᑎᒍᐊᖅᑖᖑᕙᓪᓕᐊᓪᓗᑎᒡᓗ. 
ᑕᐃᒃᑯᐊ ᓇᒡᕚᖅᑖᕕᓃᑦ ᐃᓐᓇᕈᕌᖓᒥᒃ ᐅᕙᑦᑎᑐᑦᑎᐊᖅ 
ᑕᐅᑦᑐᖃᓚᐅᖅᑐᑦ, ᑭᓯᐊᓂᓗ ᑕᐃᒪᐃᒃᑲᓗᐊᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ ᓄᓇᒧᑦ
ᕿᑐᕐᖓᕆᔭᐅᖏᓐᓇᓚᐅᖅᑐᑦ. 

Way back then, there were very few Inuit in the North.  So 
the land started to give birth to children to help Inuit grow in 
number. These babies were found and adopted by people 
travelling across the tundra. When these babies grew to be 
adults, they looked the same as you and I, but they were 
children of the land.
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ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓚᒃ ᓄᓇᕐᔪᐊᖅ ᑕᐸᐃᕐᓇᖅᑐᖃᐅᕈᓘᔭᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ. 
ᐅᖃᐅᓰᑦ, ᐱᖁᑏᑦ, ᐃᒡᓗᓪᓘᓐᓃᑦ ᑕᐸᐃᕐᓇᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ. 
ᐃᓄᐃᓪᓘᓐᓃᑦ ᕿᒧᒃᓯᕆᐊᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᙱᑦᑐᑦ. ᐃᒡᓗᓂ 
ᐅᖃᐅᑎᒃᐸᒍ ᓇᒧᙵᐅᔪᒪᓂᕐᒥᓂ ᐅᓐᓄᒃᑳᖓᑦ, 
ᓯᓂᒃᑐᐃᓐᓇᐅᓕᕌᖓᑕ, ᑖᓐᓇ ᐃᒡᓗ ᑎᖏᕙᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ 
ᐅᐸᒃᑕᐅᔪᒪᔪᒧᓪᓗ ᐃᖏᕐᕋᕙᒃᖢᓂ ᑕᑯᓐᓇᙳᐊᓕᖅᐲᑦ 
ᐅᓐᓄᐊᒃᑯᑦ ᕿᓚᖕᒧᑦ ᕿᕕᐊᕐᓂᕈᕕᑦ ᐃᒡᓗᓂᒃ ᖁᓚᐅᑦᑐᓂᒃ 
ᑕᑯᓐᓂᕈᕕᑦ?

Way back then, there was much magic in the world. Words, 
objects, and even houses were magical. People did not need 
to travel by dog team. They would just tell their igluit where 
they wanted to be, and in the night, while everyone slept, 
their houses would fly to the places they were asked to go. 
Can you imagine looking at the night sky and seeing igluit 
travelling from place to place?
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ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓛᓗᒃ ᑕᕆᐅᖅ ᓂᕐᔪᑎᖃᑦᑎᐊᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᙱᑦᑐᖅ. 
ᓇᑦᑎᖅᑕᖃᙱᑦᑐᖅ, ᕿᓚᓗᒐᖃᙱᑦᑐᖅ, ᑑᒑᓕᒃᑕᖃᙱᑦᑐᖅ, 
ᐊᒡᓛᓪᓘᓐᓃᑦ ᐊᐃᕕᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᙱᑦᑐᖅ. ᓄᓇᕐᔪᐊᖅ 
ᓄᑖᖑᑎᓪᓗᒍ ᐃᖃᓗᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᙱᑦᑐᕐᓘᓐᓃᑦ. 
ᑕᑯᓐᓇᙳᐊᓕᖅᐲᑦ?
	 ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓛᓗᒃ ᐊᕐᓇᑦᑎᐊᕚᓗᒃᑕᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ 
ᐅᐃᓂᒍᒪᓱᐃᑦᑐᕐᒥᒃ. ᑕᐃᒪᐃᒃᑲᓗᐊᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ ᓯᓚᐃᕐᕆᔭᐅᓪᓗᓂ 
ᐅᐃᑖᖅᑎᑕᐅᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᑎᖕᒥᐊᑉ ᐃᓄᐊᓂᒃ. ᑖᓐᓇ ᑎᖕᒥᐊᑉ 
ᐃᓄᐊ ᐊᐅᓪᓚᕈᔾᔨᕗᖅ ᑖᔅᓱᒥᖓ ᐊᕐᓇᕐᒥᒃ, ᓇᓗᓇᐃᖅᓯᙱᖢᓂ 
ᑭᓱᓪᓚᑦᑖᖑᓂᕐᒥᓂᒃ ᐱᐅᙱᑦᑐᐊᓘᓂᕐᒥᓂᒡᓗ. ᑖᔅᓱᒪ ᐊᕐᓇᐅᑉ 
ᐃᓄᒐᙳᐊᑯᓗᖏᓐᓂᑦ ᐊᒥᓱᑦ ᐳᐃᔩᑦ ᓴᖅᑭᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᕗᑦ, 
ᑕᐃᒪᐃᓚᐅᕐᓂᖓᓄᓪᓗ ᐅᓪᓗᒥ ᓇᑦᑎᖅᑕᖃᐅᓕᖅᐳᖅ, ᐅᒡᔪᓪᓗ 
ᐊᒻᒪ ᕿᓚᓗᒐᐃᑦ.

Way back then, the sea was almost empty. There were no 
seal, no belugas, no narwhals, not even walruses could be 
found. Even fish didn’t exist in the earliest days. Can you 
imagine that? 
	 There was once a beautiful girl who refused to take a 
husband. However, one day she was tricked into marrying 
a bird spirit. This spirit took the woman far away from her 
home before revealing himself, and his cruel nature. From 
this woman’s fingers were born many of the sea mammals we 
know today, such as ringed seal, bearded seal, and belugas.



18

“ᓄᓇᕐᔪᐊ ᑕᐃᒪᐃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᕗᖅ ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓚᒃ,” ᑕᐃᒪᓐᓇ 
ᐅᖃᖅᐳᖅ ᑲᓪᓗᒃ. “ᐊᑏ ᓯᑯᙱᖓᓚᐅᕐᒥᒋᔅᓯᒃ ᓯᓂᒐᓱᒡᓗᓯᒡᓗ.”
	 “ᓱᓕ ᓯᓂᒍᓐᓇᙱᓐᓇᑦᑕ. ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᒃᑲᓐᓂᓚᐅᕐᒥᒋᑦ,” 
ᓇᐃᓚ ᑭᐅᕗᖅ. ᒪᒃᐸ ᐊᐃᑦᑕᐅᖅᖢᓂ ᐅᖃᓯᒋᕗᖅ, “ᐊᑏ, 
ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᒃᑲᓐᓂᓚᐅᕐᒥᒋᑦ.” ᑲᓪᓗᒃ ᕿᑐᕐᖓᒥᓂᒃ 
ᓂᐸᖏᖁᔨᕗᖅ.
	 “ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᒃᑲᓐᓂᒐᓛᖕᓂᐊᖅᐳᖓ. 
ᐊᑭᓯᑦᑎᐊᓕᕆᔅᓯᒃ. ᓯᑯᙱᕐᓗᓯᒃ ᑕᑯᓐᓇᙳᐊᕐᓂᐊᖅᐳᓯᒃ 
ᐅᓂᒃᑲᐅᓯᕆᕙᓪᓕᐊᔭᓐᓂᒃ.”

“That is what the world was like way back then,” said 
Kudlu. “Now close your eyes, and go to sleep.”
	 “We cannot sleep yet! Tell us more, Ataata,” Nyla 
replied.
	 Makpa yawned and added, “Yes, there must be more 
to tell.” 
	 “Shhhhh,” Kudlu hushed his children. “I will tell you a 
bit more. Lay your heads on your pillows. Close your eyes and 
try to imagine what I am telling you.”
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ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓛᓗᒃ ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᒥᐅᑕᖅᑕᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᐊᓯᑦᑎᓐᓂᒃ 
ᐃᓄᐃᑦ ᓱᓕ ᑎᑭᓚᐅᖅᑎᓐᓇᒋᑦ.
ᑐᓂᐅᓂᕋᖅᑕᐅᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ. ᑐᓃᑦ ᓯᓕᒃᑐᐊᓘᓪᓗᑎᒃ 
ᓴᙱᔪᐊᓘᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ, ᐃᓄᖕᓂᒡᓗ
ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᖅᑎᑦᑎᕈᓘᔭᖅᐸᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᓪᓗᑎᒃ. ᐅᖃᖅᑐᖃᖅᐸᒃᑐᖅ 
ᑐᓃᒡᒎᖅ ᓴᙱᓗᐊᕐᓂᑯᒧᑦ
ᐊᐃᕕᕐᓂᕈᑎᒃ ᐃᖅᓱᒡᓗᒍ ᐊᒡᔭᕈᓐᓇᖅᑖ ᐃᑲᔪᖅᑕᐅᙱᓪᓗᓂ.
	 ᑕᑯᓐᓇᙳᐊᓕᖅᐱᓰᒃ ᖃᓄᑎᒋ ᑐᓃᑦ 
ᓴᙱᑎᒋᓚᐅᕐᒪᖔᖏᑦ ᐊᐃᕕᐊᓗᖕᒥᒃ ᐃᖅᓱᒍᓐᓇᖅᖢᑎᒃ?

Way back then, there were people who lived in the North 
before Inuit arrived. These people were called the Tuniit. They 
were thick and strong, and they taught Inuit many things. It is 
even said that the Tuniit were so strong that a single hunter 
could carry a walrus on his back without help. 
	 Can you imagine how strong the Tuniit must have been 
to do such a thing?
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ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓛᓗᒃ ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᖅ ᐊᒥᓱᐊᓗᖕᓂᒃ 
ᓂᕐᔪᑎᕐᔪᐊᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ. ᐃᖅᓯᒋᔭᐅᓂᖅᐹᖑᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ 
ᓇᓄᕐᓗᐃᑦ, ᐊᖏᔪᕐᔪᐊᕌᓗᐃᑦ ᓇᓄᐃᑦ. ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓛᓗᒃ
ᖃᔭᖅᑐᖅᑐᑦ ᐅᔾᔨᖅᓱᑦᑎᐊᕆᐊᖃᖅᐸᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ 
ᓇᓄᕐᓗᒃᑕᖃᙱᒃᑲᓗᐊᕐᒪᖔᖓ ᑕᒪᓐᓇ ᐃᒪᖅ ᐊᑐᖅᑕᖓᑕ 
ᖃᓂᒋᔮ.
	 ᑕᒪᒃᑯᐊ ᓇᓄᕐᓗᐃᑦ ᐊᖏᓗᐊᕐᓂᑯᒧᑦ 
ᐱᖃᓗᔭᐅᓇᓱᒋᔭᐅᕙᓚᐅᖅᑐᑦ ᐳᒃᑕᑎᓪᓗᒋᑦ. ᐅᐊᑲᓪᓚᖔᒃ, 
ᓇᓄᕐᓗᐊᓗᒃ ᐱᖃᓗᔭᖅᑎᑐᑦ ᐊᖏᑎᒋᔪᖅ?

Way back then, many giant animals lived in the North. The 
most feared was the nanurluk, the giant polar bear. Way back 
then, kayakers had to be watchful of these giant bears when 
they paddled far from land.
	 These bears were so big that they could be mistaken 
for icebergs when they floated lazily in the sea. Can you 
imagine a bear as large as an iceberg?
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ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓛᓗᒃ, ᐃᓄᒃᐸᓱᒡᔪᒃᑕᖃᐅᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᓄᓇᕐᔪᐊᕐᒥ. 
ᐃᓄᒃᐸᓱᒡᔪᐃᑦ ᐊᖑᑎᕐᔪᐊᕌᓗᐃᑦ ᐊᕐᓇᕐᔪᐊᕌᓗᐃᓪᓗ 
ᐊᖏᓗᐊᕐᓂᑯᒧᑦ ᑰᖕᓂᒃ ᐊᓪᓗᖃᑦᑕᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ,
ᑕᕆᐅᕐᒧᓪᓗ ᐃᐸᕋᒃᓴᖅᖢᑎᒃ ᐊᕐᕕᒃᓯᐅᖅᐸᒃᖢᑎᒃ.
ᑖᒃᑯᐊ ᐃᓄᒃᐸᓱᒡᔪᐊᓗᐃᑦ ᐃᓄᒃᐸᓱᒡᔫᖃᑎᖏᓐᓄᑦ 
ᑐᙵᓇᓗᐊᕌᓗᖃᑦᑕᐅᑎᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᖏᑦᑐᑦ, ᐅᓇᑕᕋᔪᒃᖢᑎᒃ.
	 ᖃᓄᖅ ᓂᐱᖃᖃᑦᑕᖅᑐᒋᓚᐅᖅᐱᐅᒃ ᐃᓄᒃᐸᓱᒡᔫᒃ 
ᐹᓕᕌᖓᑎᒃ? ᐃᓄᒃᐸᓱᒡᔪᐊᓘᖕᓂᒃ ᐅᓇᑕᖅᑐᖃᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ
ᓂᐱᓕᐊᓘᖃᑦᑕᖅᑐᒃᓴᐅᓐᓂᖅᐳᑦ. ᓲᕐᓗᖃᐃ ᑲᓪᓕᖅᑐᑎᑐᑦ
ᓂᐱᖃᖅᑐᒃᓴᐅᓐᓂᖅᐳᑦ, ᐊᒻᒪᓗ ᓲᕐᓗ ᓄᓇᕐᔪᐊᖅ ᓴᔪᐱᓪᓚᒡᓗᓂ.

Way back then, there were giants in the world. These huge 
men and women would step over rivers, and wade far into the 
sea to hunt for whales. These giants were usually not friendly 
toward each other, and would fight amongst themselves 
often. 
	 What do you think it sounded like when two giants 
fought? I imagine it must have sounded like a thunderstorm 
when the giants came together. And the land must have 
shaken as if there were an earthquake.
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ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓛᓗᒃ ᐃᓄᒃᐸᓱᒡᔪᒃᑕᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᐃᓄᖕᓄᑦ
ᑐᙵᓇᖅᑐᒥᒃ. ᑖᓐᓇ ᐃᓄᒃᐸᓱᒡᔪᒃ ᐃᓄᑯᓗᖕᒥᒃ ᐊᖑᓇᓱᒃᑎᒥᒃ
ᑎᒍᐊᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ, ᐃᕐᓂᖅᑖᕆᓪᓗᓂᐅᒃ. ᑖᒃᑯᐊᒃ ᓇᒧᑐᐃᓐᓇᖅ
ᐱᓱᒃᐸᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔫᒃ ᐊᖑᓇᓱᒃᐸᒃᖢᑎᒡᓗ.
	 ᑕᑯᓐᓇᙳᐊᓕᖅᐲᑦ ᐃᓄᑯᓗᒃ ᐃᓄᒃᐸᓱᒡᔪᐊᓘᑉ ᑐᐃᖓᓂ
ᐃᒃᓯᕚᖅᑑᖅ ᓄᓇᕐᔪᐊᒥᑦ ᑕᑯᔪᓐᓇᕐᓗᓂ?

Way back then, there lived one huge giant who was 
friendly to Inuit. This giant adopted an Inuit hunter as his 
son. Together they travelled across the Arctic looking for 
adventure and animals to hunt. 
	 Can you imagine what it must have been like for the 
little hunter to sit on his giant father’s shoulder and look out 
onto the world? 
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ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓛᓗᒃ, ᐃᓄᒃᐸᓱᒡᔪᖕᒥᒃ ᓄᑕᕋᓛᖅᑕᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ 
ᓈᖅᓱᖕᒥᒃ ᐊᑎᓕᖕᒥᒃ. ᓈᖅᓱᒃ ᐃᓕᐊᕐᔫᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ. ᐊᖓᔪᖅᑳᖏᕋᒥ 
ᑕᒪᐅᖓᑐᐃᓐᓇᖅ ᓄᓇᑐᐃᓐᓇᕐᒥ ᕿᐊᕈᓗᒃᖢᓂ ᕿᒻᒪᑰᓕᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ. 
ᓄᓇ ᓈᖅᓱᖕᒥᒃ ᓇᒡᓕᒍᓱᓕᕋᒥ ᐊᖏᕐᕋᖅᑖᖅᑎᑦᑎᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ 
ᕿᓚᖕᒥ. ᐅᖃᖅᑐᖃᖅᐸᒃᑐᖅ ᑖᓐᓇ ᐃᓄᒃᐸᓱᒡᔪᐊᓛᕈᓗᒃ 
ᓴᙱᓗᐊᕐᓂᑯᒧᑦ ᖃᖅᑳᓗᖕᓂᒃ ᑲᑕᒃᑎᑦᑎᖃᑦᑕᕐᓂᕋᖅᑕᐅᓪᓗᓂ 
ᐊᕿᑐᐃᓐᓇᖅᖢᓂᐅᒃ.
	 ᓈᖅᓱᒃ ᑕᒃᐹᓂ ᓄᕗᔭᑦ ᖁᓕᑦᑎᐊᖏᓐᓂ ᓇᔪᒐᖃᓚᐅᖅᑐᖅ. 
ᓂᙵᒃᑳᖓᒥᒎᖅ, ᑕᐃᒪᓐᓇ ᓄᑕᖅᑲᑦ ᓂᙵᒃᑳᖓᒥᒃ 
ᖃᓄᐃᓕᐅᕈᓘᔭᖃᑦᑕᖅᑐᑎᑐᑦ, ᑕᐃᒫᑐᐃᓐᓇ ᖃᓄᐃᓕᐅᕈᓘᔭᓕᕌᖓᒥ 
ᐊᓄᕆᓕᖅᐸᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᐱᖅᓯᓕᖅᐸᒃᖢᓂᓗ.

Way back then, there was even a baby giant named Narsuk. 
Narsuk was an orphan. He had lost his parents long ago, and he 
was left crying on the tundra. But the land took pity on Narsuk and 
gave him the sky as his home. It is said that this baby giant is so 
strong that he can knock down a mountain with a kick! 	
	 Now Narsuk lives above the clouds. And when he gets upset, 
as all children do, his tantrums cause storms and blizzards.
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ᐃᒻᒪᑲᓪᓛᓗᒃ ᐃᓄᐃᑦ ᐊᖓᒃᑰᕙᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ, 
ᐊᖏᒡᓕᔪᓐᓇᖅᖢᑎᒃ ᒥᒃᖠᔪᓐᓇᖅᖢᑎᒡᓗ.
ᑕᐃᒪᐃᓕᐅᕈᓐᓇᕋᓗᐊᖅᖢᑎᒃ ᓇᓕᐊᑐᐃᓐᓇᕐᓄᑦ, ᒥᒃᖠᒋᐊᒃᓴᖅ 
ᖁᕕᐊᒋᓂᖅᓴᐅᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔭᖓᑦ.
ᑕᐃᒪᓐᓇ ᒥᑭᔪᑯᓘᑎᓪᓗᒋᑦ, ᐊᕕᙵᕋᓱᖕᓂᖅ ᑕᐃᒫᑎᒋ 
ᓇᓄᖅᑎᑐᑦ ᐃᖅᓯᓇᖅᑎᒋᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ.
	 ᐃᓄᒐᕈᓪᓕᑯᓗᐃᑦ ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᒥᐅᑕᐅᓱᖓᖅᑎᓪᓗᒋᑦ 
ᓱᓕ, ᐃᓄᖕᓂᒃ ᐹᖅᓯᑦᑕᐃᓕᒪᖃᑦᑕᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ. 
ᑕᑯᓐᓇᙳᐊᖅᐱᒌᑦ ᐃᓄᒐᕈᓪᓕᑯᓗᐃᑦ ᒥᑭᓗᐊᕐᓂᖏᓐᓄᑦ 
ᐊᒡᒐᒃᐱᑦ ᐃᑎᒪᖓᓐᓄᑦ ᓈᒻᒪᑐᐃᓐᓇᖅᐸᓚᐅᕐᓂᖏᓐᓃᒃ?

Way back then, there were magical people who could 
change their size whenever they wanted. And, even though 
they could be any size, they usually chose to stay small. For 
these little hunters, hunting a lemming was as dangerous as 
hunting a polar bear. 
	 It is said that these little people still live in the North, 
but they try to avoid humans as much as they can. Can you 
imagine hunters so small that they could fit in the palm of 
your hand?	
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ᑲᓪᓗᒃ ᕿᑐᕐᖓᒥᓄᑦ ᕿᕕᐊᖅᐳᖅ. ᓯᑯᙱᖓᔫᒃ ᓯᓂᒃᑑᒃ 
ᐊᓂᖅᓵᖅᑐᑦᑎᐊᓕᖅᖢᑎᒡᓗ. ᓯᓂᓕᖅᑑᒃ.
	 “ᑯᓘᒃ, ᓯᓂᒃᑐᑯᓘᓕᖅᐳᓯᒃ,” ᑕᐃᒪᐃᓕᕗᖅ 
ᑲᓪᓗᒃ ᐃᓯᔾᔪᒃᖢᓂ. “ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᒐᒃᓴᖃᕈᓐᓃᖅᑐᖓ. 
ᓱᕈᓯᐅᓪᓗᖓᑦᑕᐅᖅ ᓯᓂᓕᖅᐸᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖓ
ᐃᑦᑐᒃᑯᒃᑲ ᓱᓕ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᕋᔮᖅᐸᒃᑎᓪᓗᒋᑦ.”
	 ᖁᖓᖦᖢᓂ ᐃᒻᒥᓄᑦ, ᑲᓪᓗᒃ ᕿᑐᕐᖓᒥᓂᒃ 
ᕿᐱᒃᓯᑦᑎᐊᖅᐳᖅ. ᖁᓪᓕᖅ ᒪᒥᑎᔾᔫᒥᕙᐅᒃ, ᓄᓇᕐᔪᐊᕐᓗ 
ᓂᐱᖃᕈᓐᓃᖅᖢᓂ, ᐊᓄᕆ ᑕᖅᑳᓂ ᑐᓴᖅᓴᐅᔪᑑᓕᖅᑐᖅ.

Kudlu looked at his children. Their eyes were closed and 
they were breathing softly. 
	 “My kuluit, I am glad you are asleep,” whispered Kudlu. 
“I didn’t have much more to tell you. You see, when I was a 
child, I always fell asleep before my grandparents got to the 
end of each story, and I never heard the endings.” 
	 Smiling to himself, Kudlu made sure his children were 
well covered with their blankets. He dimmed the qulliq’s 
flame, and all was quiet in the world, except for the soft 
whistle of the wind outside.
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ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᖏᑦᑎᒍᑦ. ᖃᐅᓱᐃᑦᑐᒥᐅᑕᐅᓪᓗᓂ ᐃᓅᓯᖓ ᐊᓯᔾᔨᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᕗᖅ. 
ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᒥᐅᑕᐅᓕᖅᖢᓂ, ᓄᓇᕗᑦ ᐊᖏᕐᕋᓪᓚᑦᑖᕆᓯᒪᓕᖅᑕᖓ. 16 ᐊᕐᕌᒍᑦ 
ᐊᓂᒍᖅᑐᓂ, ᓃᓪ ᓄᓇᖅᑲᑎᒥᓂᒃ ᐊᒥᓱᓂᒃ ᐃᖅᑲᓇᐃᔭᖃᑎᖃᖃᑦᑕᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ 
ᑎᑎᕋᖅᐸᓪᓕᐊᓪᓗᓂᒋᑦ ᐃᓄᐃᑦ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᖏᑦ. ᐃᖅᑲᓇᐃᔭᖃᑎᖃᖅᖢᓂ ᓗᐃᔅ 
ᕝᓚᐅᓱᕐᑎᒥᒃ ᐊᒻᒪ ᓄᑲᕐᒥᓂᒃ, ᑖᓂ ᑯᕆᔅᑕᕗᒥᒃ, ᓃᓪ ᐅᖃᓕᒫᒐᓕᐅᕐᕕᑯᓗᖕᒥᒃ 
ᒪᑐᐃᖅᓯᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᐃᓐᕼᐋᐱᑦ ᒦᑎᐊ ᐃᓐᒃ-ᒥᒃ ᑕᐃᓪᓗᓂᐅᒃ, ᐊᒻᒪ ᑕᐃᒪᙵᓂᑦ 
ᓴᖅᑭᔮᖅᑎᑦᑎᒃᑲᓐᓂᕋᓱᒃᓯᒪᔪᖅ ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᒥᐅᑦ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᖏᓐᓂᒃ ᐊᒻᒪ 
ᑎᑎᕋᖅᐸᒃᑐᓂᒃ ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᒥᐅᑕᒥᒃ ᐱᔾᔪᑎᓕᖕᓂᒃ.

Neil Christopher is an educator, author, and filmmaker. He first moved 
to the North many years ago to help start a high school program in 
Resolute Bay, Nunavut. It was those students who first introduced Neil to 
the mythical inhabitants from Inuit traditional stories. The time he spent in 
Resolute Bay changed the course of Neil’s life. Since that first experience 
in the Arctic, Nunavut has been the only place he has been able to call 
home. For the last twenty years, Neil has worked with many community 
members to record and preserve traditional Inuit stories. Together with his 
colleague Louise Flaherty and his brother Danny Christopher, Neil started 
a small publishing company in Nunavut called Inhabit Media Inc., and has 
since been working to promote northern stories and authors.

ᐃᑲᔪᓚᐅᖅᑐᑦ Contributors

ᔨᕐᒪᐃ ᐊᕐᓇᑦᑕᐅᔪᖅ ᐃᓅᓪᓗᓂ ᑎᑎᕋᐅᔭᖅᑎᐅᕗᖅ, ᖃᐅᔨᒪᔭᐅᓂᖅᐹᖑᓪᓗᓂᓗ 
ᑎᑎᕋᐅᔭᖃᑦᑕᕐᓂᖓᓄᑦ, ᑎᑎᕋᐅᔭᖅᐸᒃᖢᓂᒋᑦ ᐃᓄᐃᑦ ᐅᓂᒃᑳᖅᑐᐊᖏᑦ 
ᐊᒻᒪ ᐃᓄᐃᑦ ᐃᒻᒪᒃᑲᓐᓂᖅ ᐃᓅᓯᕆᕙᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔭᖏᑦ. 2000 ᐊᕐᕌᒍ 
ᐊᑐᖅᑎᓪᓗᒍ, 2 ᑖᓚᐅᑉ ᑎᑎᕋᐅᔭᖅᓯᒪᓂᖓᓂᒃ ᓴᓇᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ, ᑖᓐᓇ 
ᓇᓪᓕᐅᓐᓂᖅᓯᐅᕈᑕᐅᓪᓗᓂ ᓄᓇᕗᑦ
	 ᐱᙳᖅᑎᑕᐅᓂᖓᓄᑦ. ᑎᑎᕋᖃᑎᖃᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᖕᒥᔪᖅ ᒋᒥᒃ, ᐅᖃᓕᒫᑦ 
ᑕᐃᒎᓯᖃᖅᖢᑎᒃ ᐊᕐᓇᑦᑕᐅᔫᔪᖓ: ᔨᕐᒪᐃ ᐊᕐᓇᑦᑕᐅᔫᑉ ᐃᓅᓯᖓ ᐊᒻᒪ 
ᑎᑎᕋᐅᔭᖃᑦᑕᖅᑕᖏᑦ. ᔭᓗᓇᐃᕝᒥ ᓄᓇᖃᖅᑐᖅ.

Germaine Arnaktauyok is an Inuit artist and illustrator, best known for 
her prints and etchings depicting Inuit myths and traditional ways of life. 
In 1999, she designed the special-edition two-dollar coin commemorating 
the founding of the territory of Nunavut. She is the co-author, with 
Gyu Oh, of My Name is Arnaktauyok: The Life and Art of Germaine 
Arnaktauyok. She lives in Yellowknife, Northwest Territories. 

ᓃᓪ ᑯᕆᔅᑕᕗ ᐃᓕᓴᐃᔨᐅᔪᖅ, ᐅᖃᓕᒫᒐᓕᐅᖅᑎᐅᓪᓗᓂ ᐊᒻᒪ 
ᑕᕐᕆᔮᒃᓴᓕᐅᖅᑎᐅᓪᓗᓂ. ᐊᕐᕌᒍᒐᓴᐅᓕᖅᑐᓄᑦ ᐅᑭᐅᖅᑕᖅᑐᒧᑦ ᓄᒃᑎᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᖅ 
ᐃᓕᓐᓂᐊᕐᕕᐊᓗᖕᒥ ᐃᓕᓴᖅᑕᐅᖃᑦᑕᕐᓂᐊᖅᑐᓂᒃ ᐋᖅᑭᒃᓱᐃᖃᑕᐅᒋᐊᖅᑐᖅᖢᓂ 
ᖃᐅᓱᐃᑦᑐᖅ, ᓄᓇᕗᒻᒥ. ᐃᓕᓴᖅᑎᓂᑦ
ᑐᓴᖃᑦᑕᓯᒋᐊᓚᐅᖅᓯᒪᔪᑦ ᐃᓅᖃᑎᒋᔭᐅᖃᑦᑕᖅᑐᕕᓂᕐᓂᒃ ᐃᓄᐃᑦ 
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