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One Day in the Life of Noah Piugattuk is based on an original story idea and 
discussions between Norman Cohn and Zacharias Kunuk. The script was written fi rst 

in English for the purpose of getting it fi nanced; once fi nanced, an Inuktitut team 
of writers led by Zacharias Kunuk and Lucy Tulugarjuk created an Inuktitut dialogue 
script for the actors to learn before the fi lm was made; then during the shooting the 
actors improvised most of their dialogue and a lot of scenes were changed, added or 
dropped on the set; then Lucy Tulugarjuk transcribed the “fi nal” Inuktitut version of 

the script from the actual fi nished edited dialogue and fi lm that appears on the screen.
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LIKE JAMES JOYCE’S NOVEL Ulysses or the TV action series 24, 
One Day in the Life of Noah Piugattuk takes place during a single 
twenty-four hour day.

This fi lm sets a frame around the subject of Time passing; a portrait 
of one day in 1961 seen through the lens of one person’s experience of 
it. Noah Piugattuk is the anchor in the frame; other people and events 
orbit like satellites or planets around him. The frame encloses one 
possible solar system of meaning, of being, among all possible others in a 
simultaneous universe.

Something important happens this day for Piugattuk — but events large or 
small are not the story here. Time passing is the story. Time made visible is 
the plot and the drama revealed by its frame.

Time illuminated also reveals the pressure of Fate. If no amount of eff ort 
can stop each day from passing through us, then nothing can stop the 
inexorable steam-roller of History just as surely rolling over us.

In our story, Time happens to be located in an extreme Space: Canada’s 
eastern arctic wilderness, 70 degrees north latitude, where sea ice, still-
frozen to the northwest coast of Baffi  n Island, slowly melts under 24-hour 
sunlight in May 1961.

At this latitude at this time of year the sun travels around the sky in a 
graceful loop, passing overhead at noon with the heat of a sunburned 
beach, and riding the horizon at midnight from sunset to dawn with no 
darkness between them.
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We may expect to find this world dangerously forbidding, fearsome, barren 
and lifeless; but instead, like some alternate reality of a spring garden, 
we discover it surprisingly warm and welcoming, fertile with nesting birds 
and marine mammals, and home to the same vitality of human drama and 
destiny Time reveals wherever and whenever we look.

This film’s day unfolds as a sequence of a dozen scenes, spaced roughly 
two hours apart, each filmed in a few long, continuous camera shots, in 
which mostly improvised action unfolds at the pace of real time. Twelve 
scenes about two hours apart makes a 24-hour day. Twelve scenes about 
seven minutes each makes an 84-minute story, with a few short transitions 
carrying us through it.

A portrait. A landscape. A time-lapse videography. One of an infinite 
number of world lines. A virtual reality.
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FAD E I N :

E X T E R I O R K A PU I V I K C AMP — A ROUND M I DN I GH T

Introduced to the Inuit camp at Kapuivik, fi ve families, igloos, dogteams. 
Improvised reality of life in the middle of the night, with small things 
always happening.

THE WORLD FADES IN ON A LUNAR LANDSCAPE BUT IT ’S EARTH: 

the arctic island of Kapuivik off  the coast of Baffi  n Island. At 70 degrees 

latitude, in May 1961, at midnight the sun has just dipped below the 

horizon before quickly coming up again, marking the midpoint of arctic 

nights becoming no night at all. Soon the sun no longer touches land, 

leaving the world illuminated in one extended ‘day’ lasting almost two 

months, where people and animals sleep whenever they feel tired, as little 

as possible, and life’s abundance is everywhere we look.

Imagine the camera in the center of a 360-degree landscape. Looking 
around us we see one sod house and fi ve or six igloos of diff erent sizes, each 
a rounded snow house built with a spiral of snow blocks sealed, like a Roman 
arch, by a top piece that keeps everything below it from falling down. The 
overall light is twilight blue, for midnight, with a small golden glow on the 
horizon where the sun just set and immediately will rise again. The sod 
house and igloos are blue but inside each one a seal oil lamp burns with a 
golden yellow fl ame, so the wall of each snow house, and the skin window 
of the sod house, is illuminated by its golden heart.
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Outside, thirty large sled dogs sprawl in clusters each representing one 
hunter’s dogteam, but these overlap as dogs drift among one group to 
another. Most of the dogs are asleep, mounds of snow-covered fur, but 
some move around restlessly, looking for any scrap of food that may have 
survived the daily ravenous feeding of the collective dog pack. Some dogs 
greet one another peacefully, some aggressively, occasionally even at 
midnight there’s a sudden vicious dogfight.

Occasionally a man — or a young boy — emerges from one of the igloos to 
quiet some dogs, or check the wind, or look at the sky to predict the likely 
weather for the day ahead. Whenever more than one person happens to be out 
at the same time, they drift together and talk quietly, occasionally laughing. 

FAD E I N O P EN I NG T I T L E :

ᓄᐊ ᐱᐅᒑᑦᑑᑉ ᐅᓪᓗᕆᓚᐅᖅᑕᖓ
One Day in the Life of Noah Piugattuk

D I S SO LV E TO :

I N T E R I O R SOD HOUS E — TWO HOUR S L AT E R

Piugattuk, as camp leader, occupies the qammaq, a winter house with 
stone walls. Inside, Piugattuk drinks tea with his sick wife and teenage 
daughter; other children sleep under piles of caribou skins; grandmother 
quietly tends the second oil lamp on the other side of the sleeping 
platform; small talk about family gossip; Piugattuk prepares his gear  
to go seal hunting. Other men come in to discuss the next day’s hunt.
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FAD E I N :

NOAH PIUGATTUK, 61, sits on the edge of the sleeping platform of his 
qammaq at Kapuivik, closely inspecting his favorite harpoon head. A rising 
sun shines golden-red light through the qammaq’s intestine-skin window. 
Piugattuk works to fix the harpoon’s worn sealskin line but the only sound 
we hear is the dry tubercular cough of his sick wife.

Piugattuk is a lean, thoughtful quiet-speaking man at the prime of his life; 
a natural-born leader of a large clan of interrelated families whose nomadic 
home hunting territory is the northwest coast of Baffin Island where it 
almost touches the mainland of Melville Peninsula.

This Baffin region east of the island of Igloolik is Anglican territory where 
Inuit families of the area were Christianized in the 1920s and ‘30s by 
British missionaries traveling up from Frobisher Bay and Pangnirtuq. 
Igloolik island itself and the vast mainland of North America to the west 
is Catholic territory where French missionaries coming up the coast of 
Hudson Bay first converted the Ittuksarjuaq clan who occupied these 
areas as their home hunting ground. The settlement Inuit call Ikpiarjuk, 
or The Pocket, was established first as a Hudson Bay Company trading 
post on the dividing line between Catholic and Anglican nomadic families 
where the Bay’s annual supply ships could anchor safely in the only deep-
water inlet of Igloolik island. The Bay trading post was expanded by arrival 
of an official representative of the distant government of Canada, a man 
named Mr. Wight but whom Inuit call Boss, or Isumataq, a word that 
means ‘thinks for us.’ Boss acts as administrator, arbitrator and police 
force for the whole region.

Built for millennia of sod or stone walls, whalebone rafters and caribou skins, 
by the 1950s Piugattuk’s qammaq includes plywood, lumber and sheet metal 
scavenged from dumps around DEW Line military bases and government 
settlements recently built across the arctic. The back half of the qammaq is 
a continuous sleeping platform covered in rumpled caribou skins, clothing, 
children’s toys and other stuff of a large family living comfortably. 

Its rounded stone walls are wallpapered with pages torn from Hudson Bay 
Company catalogues, old magazines and yellowed newspapers. Tools, 
cooking gear, hunting spears and harpoons, a Winchester lever-action  
30-30 rifle and piles of fresh and drying seal meat seem scattered 
haphazardly on either side of the low qammaq door, built from scraps of 
wood on leather hinges.

From outside, we hear children laughing and dogs barking as two dogteams 
arrive into camp with fresh meat. Inside, coughing continues.

The frame widens and now we see Piugattuk’s wife, TATIGAT, 50s, sitting 
beside him tending her qulliq, the soapstone seal-oil lamp whose flame 
warms and lights the house. Despite her illness and chronic cough, Tatigat 
is cheerful, helpful and quick to laugh. She lifts the tin kettle hanging over 
the flame, finds Piugattuk’s cup and pours him a steaming mug full of tea, 
setting it down in front of him.

All dialogue in Inuktitut unless indicated.
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TATIGAT
There’s no sugar.

PIUGATTUK
Hmmm.

He puts down the harpoon and leans over to pick up his tea. He holds the 
cup warming his hands, listening to the children playing outside.

PIUGATTUK
Children won’t be happy.

Tatigat pours out two more cups of tea. She takes one for herself and hands 
the other to Piugattuk who puts it down next to the sleeping platform.

TATIGAT
(as if speaking to the rumpled caribou skins)

Have some tea.

The skins move around and a head pokes out. NATTUK, 16, her long hair 
tangled from sleep, scrambles out of the covers to the front of the sleeping 
platform. She eagerly picks up her tea mug, blows on it and takes a sip. She 
screws up her nose at the taste but says nothing.

TATIGAT
(smiles)

No flour or biscuit too.

Nattuk makes another face. Her mother smiles again and Piugattuk drinks 
his tea. Outside one child calls out angrily and the rest of the children burst 
out laughing.

 

Piugattuk puts down his cup and picks up his sealskin hunting pouch.

PIUGATTUK
(as if to himself)

In the old days we hunted for meat.

Piugattuk takes a small sack from his hunting pouch and opens it. Reaching 
his fingers in, he takes the last pinch of sugar from the sack and drops it into 
his daughter’s cup.

PIUGATTUK
There.

NATTUK
(big smile)

Thank you, Father.

All three quietly sip their hot tea.

PIUGATTUK
Maybe someone will go trade at Ikpiarjuk.

NATTUK
(too eagerly)

Can I go too?

Piugattuk glances over at his wife, who discreetly tends her fire. Piugattuk 
looks back down to his tea. He blows on it as if it’s hotter than it is.

PIUGATTUK
(finally…)

Don’t even think about him.
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Tatigat starts coughing again. Nattuk looks anxiously at her mother who 
smiles to herself and slowly shakes her head.

The sound of footsteps approaching outside refocuses Piugattuk’s attention. 
We hear the outside porch door open and close with a loud bang. When the 
inside door swings open on its hinges, AMMAQ enters in a cloud of cold air, 
followed by KUNUK, QULITALIK and QAUNAQ.

AMMAQ, late 50s, like Piugattuk is an older, experienced hunter and head 
of family who has traveled with Piugattuk for many years. KUNUK, mid-
40s, is another experienced hunter and head of family often in Piugattuk’s 
camp. QAUNAQ, 25, is one of Piugattuk’s sons-in-law. QULITALIK, 20, is 
another capable young man related to Kunuk. Nattuk slides back to make 
room on the sleeping platform so Ammaq can sit beside Piugattuk. Kunuk 
squats close to the oil lamp; the two younger men squeeze in behind him. 
Tatigat finds two more mugs and pours out tea. She hands one mug to 
Piugattuk who passes it to Ammaq.

PIUGATTUK
Have some tea.

Tatigat puts the second cup down beside the oil lamp for Kunuk. Both men 
warm their hands on the steaming mugs.

PIUGATTUK
We’re out of sugar.

AMMAQ

It’s good like this.

The older men drink their tea. Nattuk empties her cup and offers it to 
Qaunaq who pours himself tea from the kettle next to the oil lamp.
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Everyone sits in comfortable silence with their own thoughts. Storytelling 
unfolds slowly, at its own pace.

AMMAQ
Only one seal…

PIUGATTUK
Long day.

AMMAQ
We had a visitor.

Sips of tea; everyone waits to hear what comes next.

KUNUK
(nods toward Qulitalik)

My in-law scoped a pole on Sioraq. We went closer  
to see who it was.

AMMAQ
Who do you think came out?

PIUGATTUK
(acting thoughtful, then)

How do I know?

Piugattuk suddenly breaks out laughing and they all join in. Laughing 
quiets to another thoughtful silence.

PIUGATTUK
What’s he doing out here?

AMMAQ
He says he’s looking for you.

Piugattuk looks around his qammaq where he’s been living all winter.

AMMAQ
Exactly.

PIUGATTUK
Isumataq. [Mr. Thinks for Us!] Maybe he’s shy now?

No one laughs but no one thinks the man is shy either.

PIUGATTUK
So what does he want?

AMMAQ
I don’t know, something about our children.

PIUGATTUK
Who was speaking for him, Evaluarjuk?

Ammaq raises his eyebrows in the silent Yes. Piugattuk sits thoughtfully, 
the others all watching him run the problem through his knowledge and 
experience. Suddenly, as if changing the subject…

PIUGATTUK
Who’s driving them?

No one answers. Piugattuk waits.

QAUNAQ
Qatturainuk.
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Behind Piugattuk, Nattuk has been listening quietly to the men talk but 
now the name catches her attention. Even though she makes no sound 
behind him Piugattuk seems to know. 

Next to him Tatigat starts coughing again. No one says anything until 
she stops.

PIUGATTUK
(closing the meeting)

Want to sleep now?

AMMAQ
Maybe just a little. Sun is back up soon. You?

PIUGATTUK
I just woke up.

Ammaq stands and puts his empty mug down by the oil lamp. The two 
young men quickly exit the qammaq. Ammaq leaves after them. Kunuk 
gets up slowly and follows them out.

Tatigat stirs up the flame on her oil lamp. She hangs the kettle back over 
the fire and drops in fresh ice to melt.

Piugattuk turns to Tatigat but his words are loud enough for his daughter 
behind him.

PIUGATTUK
Their priests don’t like us.

Tatigat continues to work on her fire while Piugattuk continues, now over 
his shoulder to Nattuk.

PIUGATTUK
And our priests don’t like them.

Piugattuk picks up his harpoon head and turns it around in his hands 
inspecting it. Tatigat watches her flame, listening to the oil flickering on 
the wick. Nattuk lies down on the sleeping platform behind them and pulls 
a caribou skin over her, as if going back to sleep.

D I S SO LV E TO :

E X T E R I O R K A PU I V I K C AMP — TWO HOUR S L AT E R

Piugattuk and his team of hunters finish packing their dogsleds and get ready 
to leave for the floe edge hunt. Improvise the preparations of packing their 
sleds, attaching traces to the dogs, children playing around, general hubub.

At this time of year, with only an hour or two of twilight, the sun is already 
well above the horizon. Piugattuk stands inspecting the morning sky with 
the same quiet close attention he applied to his harpoon head earlier.

As a skilled intuitive hunter with fifty years of experience his storehouse of 
knowledge about clouds, wind, weather, ice, seals and men covers almost 
every possible condition for the day ahead. Piugattuk knows to start every 
hunt by running through the possibilities indicated by this particular sky.

Around and behind him, scattered among snow and sod houses and the 
gear of a large winter camp getting ready to break up for the spring season, 
seven men, three teenage boys, four wives and a pack of playful children 
busy themselves with last-minute adjustments of four dogteams preparing 
to leave for the floe edge.

Piugattuk waits and watches the final preparations of his team of hunters 
taking place around him. Ammaq and Kunuk oversee Qaunaq, Qulitalik and 
three other young men in their 20s — QAMANIQ, JAPATIE AND QATTALIK 
— getting ready to take off. Kunuk double-checks his dog traces while 
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SAMUELIE, 15, and GIDEON, 17, Ammaq’s youngest sons, load hunting 
gear on Ammaq’s long wooden sled or qamutiq, cover it with seal and 
caribou skins and lash it all down tight with sealskin rope. TAQQAUGAK, 10, 
Piugattuk’s grandson, drags up one dog that is always especially hard to 
catch. His father Qaunaq holds the dog while the boy puts on its harness 
and attaches it to the qamutik. Very excited to be going with the men, 
Taqqaugaq then eagerly helps Qaunaq tie up the qamutiq he’ll ride on  
with his grandfather.

Hunters stand talking and laughing as children run around the sleds and 
dogs. Younger boys hoping to be allowed to go on the hunt stand close  
to the sleds and try to be helpful, to be sure not to be left behind.

Piugattuk turns as Tatigat and Nattuk come out of their sod house 
carrying a rusted primus stove, tea kettle and some aged dried fish. They 
put everything inside a wooden box strapped to the back of Piugattuk’s 
qamutik and one of the boys runs over to tie the box down tight.

Tatigat, still wearing her inside clothes, comes over to Piugattuk.

TATIGAT
(shivering)

Iikaay! It’s cold!

PIUGATTUK
Go in and warm up.

TATIGAT
There’s no more biscuit.

PIUGATTUK
Yes I know.

Nattuk and another teenage girl, AKPALLIAPIK, 16, come up to Piugattuk. 
Both girls are dressed for hunting. Piugattuk looks at Nattuk and waits.

NATTUK
Beautiful day!

Piugattuk waits.

NATTUK
Akpalliapik and I can make your tea. We’ll look after  
the boys when they get tired.

PIUGATTUK
Get on then.

The two girls happily jump on and settle themselves giggling on Piugattuk’s 
long qamutik.

Piugattuk looks around at the team packed up and ready to go.

PIUGATTUK
Atiilu? Let’s go.

Piugattuk starts his dogs. Qaunaq and Taqqaugaq run beside Piugattuk’s 
lead dog shouting to get the dogteam going in the right direction.

The other three dogteams all start up with men shouting, whips cracking 
and dogs fighting, growling and yelping.

Piugattuk runs beside his qamutiq smacking his sealskin mitt against his 
whip and then jumps on to the sled.

As the dogs pick up speed the qamutiq quickly starts to pass Taqqaugaq 
who has to run as fast as he can to catch up, and just manages to jump on 
before being left behind.
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Nattuk and Akpalliapik crack up laughing as they grab Taqqaugaq by the 
hood of his parka and help pull him up onto the sled.

Piugattuk settles in on his qamutiq, his son Qaunaq driving his dogs along 
the well-beaten road ahead.

D I S SO LV E TO :

E X T E R I O R ON T H E I C E -  TWO HOUR S L AT E R

Driving four dogteams now across the flatter, thinner ice, Piugattuk’s group 
arrives at their hunting destination near the floe edge. Improvise them 
driving around looking for seal breathing holes as the team sets up the hunt.

By 05:00 in the morning, the sun is already noticeably higher in the sky and 
the overnight chill starts to give way to a warming day.

Within sight of open water, Piugattuk turns his dogteam parallel to the floe 
edge and with a shout and arm gestures he signals the other hunters to 
spread out.

PIUGATTUK
Drive around!

Thinner ice near the constantly changing floe edge makes it easier for 
seals to keep breathing holes open while they feed under the ice and feel 
safer from predators. However, these same breathing holes scattered near 
the floe edge allow hunters — men and polar bears — to stand and wait for 
them.

At this time of year, hunting at the breathing hole, or aglu, takes teamwork 
since every seal keeps many holes open in its fishing territory and could 
come to breathe at any one of these at any time. By stationing hunters 

at as many holes as possible, the team has the best chance of someone 
standing where the seal comes to breathe, to harpoon or shoot it when the 
seal pokes its nose up through the aglu.

Now every hunter searches the ice for tell-tale signs of a fresh aglu, in 
some cases easy to see as a water-filled hole in the ice, but in other cases 
partially hidden under the camouflage of covering ice and snow.

Piugattuk stops his dogs and Qaunaq jumps off with his harpoon to 
examine an aglu. He bends over and looks closely, decides it’s an old 
abandoned hole not worth standing at, and signals Piugattuk to start up 
the dogs again.

QAUNAQ
No good.

Piugattuk starts the dogs and Qaunaq jumps back on the sled. Almost 
immediately Piugattuk points towards another mound of snow on the ice.

PIUGATTUK
There!

Qaunaq jumps off again and jogs to the hole. He sees right away it’s a fresh 
one, and shouts out to Piugattuk to drive off without him.

QAUNAQ
Go on!

As Qaunaq settles in around the aglu, Piugattuk continues on his sled and 
keeps his eyes peeled for fresh signs.

Behind and around him the other three dogteams and their hunters search 
for seal holes, jumping off to examine them, shouting out to indicate any 
fresh ones, or quickly unloading their hunting gear to set up for hunting at 
a good prospect.
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A good seal hunt will spread up to a dozen hunters at fresh breathing holes 
over a circular area of several hundred meters. Each hunter stands silently 
at one hole careful not to move his feet, since the slightest sound of feet 
moving on ice alerts the seal that this hole is not safe. The idea is to drive 
the seal to breathe at one of the holes where a silent hunter is waiting.

The dogteams keep searching until all the hunters have found a good aglu 
and then anyone not hunting can circle a dogteam around the boundary 
of the hunting area, or park the dogs where they can make as much noise 
as they like. Noise outside the hunting area encourages seals to go inside 
the boundary to breathe, where the silence maintained by skilled hunters 
makes the seal feel safe.

Piugattuk jumps off  himself when he spots the next aglu, leaving 
Taqqaugaq on the sled with the two girls. Piugattuk runs to the hole, sees it 
is another good one and he decides to hunt there himself.

Piugattuk runs back to his sled to get his harpoon and 30-30 Winchester 
and signals Taqqaugaq to keep going, away from where Piugattuk will 
stand and outside the hunting area.

PIUGATTUK
Keep driving around. Stay away from the holes.

Taqqaugaq starts up the dogs and drives off .

Nattuk and Akpalliapik laugh and make comments about the boy’s 
dogteaming skills.

NATTUK
You say left and they go right!

AKPALLIAPIK
You say right and they go left!
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Taqqaugaq pretends not to hear them, proud to be driving the team 
himself no matter where they go. At the aglu Piugattuk sets up his hunting 
station. First, he inserts two Y-shaped sticks in the ice beside him and rests 
his harpoon between them slightly raised off the surface, and easy to grab 
quickly when he needs it. He lays his knife on the snow next to the hole.

Finally Piugattuk sets himself in position just at the edge of the aglu, facing 
into the wind so the seal, if it comes to breathe, will not smell the man 
standing there.

Piugattuk wiggles his feet into a comfortable stand that he hopes he can 
hold still and soundless for up to a half-hour or more.

Piugattuk inserts one 30-30 bullet into his rifle, lays the rifle in the crook of 
his arm, and bends over slightly to watch, smell and listen for any sign of a 
seal approaching the hole.

He waits.

Ranged at various distances 360 degrees around and behind him, nine 
other hunters have found and now stand silently at other holes, each 
following the same ritual of preparation as Piugattuk.

Over thousands of years, learning to master the same tasks and conditions 
in an unchanging world, Inuit have figured out that there is always one best 
way to do everything. Originality is not disrespected, since every person is 
accepted as having his or her own style of doing things. However, by now 
every possible way of doing something has been tried many times, and so 
‘the right way,’ called innumariit, has been well established for every skilled 
task by centuries of trial and error.

Elegance, stylistic improvements and an artistic sensibility all are valued, 
but in every important aspect of hunting every experienced hunter does 
the same thing the same way.

The nearby sound of ice melting under the warming sun is all around them. 
The distant sound of hundreds of sea birds drifts over them from the open 
water along the floe edge.

E X T E R I O R WA I T I NG AT T H E AG LU  — TWO HOUR S L AT E R

Hunters wait for seals to come to breathe at one of the aglus.

We watch the silent panoramic view around Piugattuk as he waits at his aglu.

Scattered at distances in a circle 360 degrees around him nine hunters 
stand at other breathing holes. Some lean over staring at the hole; others 
rest by standing up and stretching their backs, looking around, careful not 
to move their feet.

In a slow wider circle around the hunters we see Taqqaugaq practice his 
dogteaming, calling to Piugattuk’s dogs to keep going, trying to drive the 
invisible seal to his father’s or grandfather’s aglu.

Meanwhile, the three remaining dogteams are ‘parked,’ their dogs asleep 
on the ice. The sleds are staked to the ice to hold them as a brake so the 
dogs won’t run away.

Ammaq’s dogteam is parked not far from where Samueli stands hunting.

The remaining two dogteams are parked at the edge of the hunting area 
where the two girls, Nattuk and Akpalliapik, sit looking after them, talking 
and laughing together.

A hundred metres behind Piugattuk, Ammaq suddenly leans over his hole 
with more attention.

AMMAQ
(muttering, as if to the seal)

Come on… come on…

Piugattuk stands up and watches Ammaq carefully. Many of the other 
hunters nearby all turn to watch Ammaq as he slowly raises his harpoon 
and stands ready to strike.
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AMMAQ
Come on… come on…

Ammaq keeps standing in this poised tableau, harpoon raised, body tense, 
everyone watching intently until…

Ammaq suddenly relaxes his body and starts laughing.

It’s a joke. The other hunters also relax and some of them laugh along with 
Ammaq.

Piugattuk smiles and shakes his head. Trust Ammaq to make the hours of 
standing and waiting into something to laugh at.

D I S SO LV E TO :

E X T E R I O R T E A B R E AK — TWO HOUR S L AT E R

Piugattuk and his team take a break to have some tea. Improvise the social 
interactions and atmosphere of a hunting break. As the water starts to 
boil they see another dogteam approaching far in the distance. They try to 
fi gure out who is coming and why.

Seals don’t always arrive.

After a long stand, Piugattuk lets his body relax and gives up on his aglu. 
He picks up his knife and harpoon and starts to walk away towards the two 
parked dogteams.

One by one the other hunters do the same. This stand is over, no seal, 
nothing to eat. They’ll have to move.

Ammaq picks up his gear and shouts.

AMMAQ
I almost got one!

Kunuk, walking in from the other side, calls out also.

KUNUK
Can’t wait to eat it!

All the younger men smile but say nothing. These kinds of jokes are what 
the senior hunters make, but young men mostly keep their mouths shut.

Samueli starts up his dogteam and Ammaq jumps on. Heading towards the 
other parked sleds, a few others jump on the sled as it passes.
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Taqqaugaq sees the men gathering for their break and drives his dogteam 
hard to meet them there. He makes a show of trying to use the whip and 
call out confidently to the dogs as they run.

The whole team gathers around the parked sleds where the two girls, 
Nattuk and Akpalliapik, have begun to unpack some gear.

Taqqaugaq drives up a little too fast and Qaunaq hurries out to slow down 
his dogs.

Now all four sleds are collected. Men unpack the few things they carry 
from the gear boxes on the sleds: some dried fish or old biscuit, the rusted 
primus stoves carried by Ammaq and Piugattuk, a battered tin kettle for 
boiling water.

Nattuk quickly takes the kettle from Piugattuk’s sled and goes to find fresh 
snow to melt for water. She scrapes away the top layer of snow and digs up 
the cleaner snow underneath to fill the kettle.

Meanwhile, Qaunaq struggles to get the old primus stove lit, tricky to prime 
and quick to blow out in the slightest wind.

The hunters are hungry for fresh seal meat but there’s nothing to eat 
except dried fish and old biscuit. They know a long day and evening is still 
ahead, and seals are swimming under the ice even if they haven’t caught 
any yet. Still, the prospect of a meal with nothing serious to eat makes 
them less cheerful than usual. They count on fresh seal meat to keep them 
warm through long hours outdoors in the cold, especially as the sun gets 
lower in the sky towards the end of the day.

Kunuk sits next to Piugattuk on the edge of a sled as they wait for water to 
boil for tea. Ammaq walks up to join them, chewing on a piece of dried fish.

PIUGATTUK
The wind is turning.
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Kunuk studies the sky and wind direction.

KUNUK
Let’s move up.

AMMAQ
Yes, with the current.

The young men stand around talking quietly among themselves or busying 
themselves with the dogs or sleds. Meanwhile, they all listen carefully to 
hear what the older men decide to do next. Qulitalik scopes around over 
the ice with an old whaler’s telescope he traded for the year before. He 
stops and watches something for a long time. Qaunaq comes up and looks 
out in the same direction.

QULITALIK
Dogteam.

QAUNAQ
Where?

Qulitalik waits and watches, to be sure. He motions with his chin.

QULITALIK
Following our road.

Qaunaq walks over to where Piugattuk, Ammaq and Kunuk are sitting on 
the sled.

PIUGATTUK
What?

QAUNAQ
Dogteam coming.
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AMMAQ
Who is it?

QAUNAQ
I don’t know.

Qulitalik walks over. The older men all stand up to look out over the ice. Like 
so many things Inuit do together, this becomes a game; whoever guesses 
the visitor first is the winner.

KUNUK
Arnatsiaq, maybe?

They all look.

AMMAQ
No, his dogs are all white.

Now everyone watches the strange dogteam still hardly visible in the 
distance over the ice.

PIUGATTUK
He runs like Qatturainuk.

Standing quietly, they all watch, patiently curious, as if watching seals in 
the distance basking in the sun.

AMMAQ
Qatturainuk. With two on his sled.

Another long pause. Watching.

KUNUK
Another one running now.

PIUGATTUK
That’s Evaluarjuk.

Another long pause. Watching.

AMMAQ
Definitely. Qatturainuk and Evaluarjuk.

The older men break away from watching and move over to where their 
kettle is steaming with boiling water.

PIUGATTUK
Might as well wait, then.

Ammaq nods to Qulitalik.

AMMAQ
Turn it off.

KUNUK
Yes. Tea’s better with sugar.

Qulitalik turns off the primus stove.

All the men turn away from the distant dogteam, busying themselves with 
the various kinds of things people do when they have nothing to do but 
wait for someone to arrive.
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D I S SO LV E TO :

E X T E R I O R V I S I TO R S A R R I V E — ON E HOUR L AT E R

The surprising and unexpected visitors reach the camp. Improvise rituals 
of arrival, greetings, getting ready to share tea and food with guests. Boss 
offers sugar, biscuits and tobacco as gifts. Piugattuk and other Inuit wonder 
what it’s all about.

The visiting dogteam arrives in a cacophony of dogs barking and  
men shouting.

All four dogteams of Piugattuk’s clan start barking and fighting among 
themselves as the visitors approach. All of Piugattuk’s younger men grab 
dogs, beat some with whip handles and shout to quiet them down.

Driven by Qatturainuk, a vigorous powerful young man in his early 20s, 
running alongside his lead dog, the arriving dogteam seems to be running 
into a savage, snarling ambush of forty large, blood-thirsty carnivores.

Evaluarjuk, about 30, jumps off the arriving sled to help Qatturainuk slow 
the team down. Even so the new dogs run too close to Ammaq’s furiously 
barking dogteam and the two packs of dogs start attacking each other, 
tangling their traces with vicious growls and painful shrieks from the jumble 
of animals fighting or trying to get away.

Evaluarjuk, Qatturainuk, Qaunaq, Samuelie and Qulitalik all pile into the 
dogfight and pull dogs away from each other with shouts and violent blows 
from their whips and fists.

Piugattuk, Ammaq and Kunuk watch the spectacle calmly, keeping an eye 
on the third man who finally stands up from the arriving sled.

BOSS, about 40, now reveals himself to be a large white man over six feet tall. 
Boss is what Inuit call him although his southern name oddly is Mr. Wight. 
Bulked up in his fresh, newly-made caribou skin outer clothing, an oversized 
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hooded parka, or qulitaq, and caribou skin pants, or silapak, with large caribou 
mitts flared out over his wrists and caribou boots, he looks like a giant doll 
made of animal skins, a fluffy stuffed toy that could weigh 400 pounds.

While all the Inuit wear similar clothing, mixed caribou skins and seal skins 
of varying levels of wear and tear, all their clothing seems to fit Inuit better, 
as if the skins were more flexible or the people wearing them more athletic 
and graceful.

In fact, Inuit are more athletic and graceful in their tailor-made skin clothing, a 
refined technology handed forward through millennia. The precise hand-sewn 
skin clothing Inuit wear is designed perfectly for a necessary balance between 
hard physical labor — running along side dogteams, skinning hunted animals, 
hauling heavy loads, lifting large snow blocks to build an igloo — and the 
extreme cold and wind in which people could pass all day, or in unexpected 
circumstances many continuous days, outdoors with little or no shelter or heat.

This balance needed in a single suit of clothing causes Inuit to moderately 
under-dress, since getting too hot makes a person too cold. Inuit know that 
no matter how cold the air, too much sweat from overheating will chill the 
body worst of all.

Whites, also known as qallunaat, new to the arctic generally follow the 
opposite strategy.

They over-dress, fearing the cold most of all, and so always err on the 
side of being too warm which makes them sweat at the slightest physical 
exertion. As a result, most qallunaat are usually too hot or too cold and are 
reluctant to do hard work for fear of sweating too much and getting their 
clothing damp and quickly frosted inside.

Boss is the new government man. He combines the roles of regional 
administrator, welfare officer, conflict negotiator, cultural diplomat and 
military police, overseeing the interests of Canada in the vast arctic regions 
where Canadian sovereignty is an important national priority, despite hardly 
any Canadians ever living there.
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By the early 1960s, like Denmark and Norway, Canada is a 
‘minor’ Cold War country sharing its circumpolar arctic 
region with the world’s two super-powers, the United 

States and the Soviet Union. This undiff erentiated chain of 
national mainlands and off shore islands, forming a ring around 
the arctic ocean and its north pole, itself mostly frozen solid 
permanently except for the southern edges that melt in 
the short arctic summers, is occupied almost exclusively by 
indigenous peoples with common ancestries and languages.

Despite continuous indigenous habitation for at least four 
millennia, both land and sea are claimed by the fi ve national 
states in a continuous tension, with its many disputed borders 
made more ambiguous by the fact that these lands are 
generally treated and governed as if they were ‘uninhabited.’

In May 1961, when Boss arrives at Piugattuk’s remote seal-
hunting camp on the ice near Kapuivik, the word ‘uninhabited’ 
means simply that no one lives there except Inuit — like 
Piugattuk’s clan of men, women and children going about 
their normal business of living as their ancestors have done 
since Moses crossed the Sinai — with a scattered handful of 
qallunaat like Boss sent to trade, manage or control them.

Despite being thousands of kilometers from the centers of 
20th century information, knowledge and national power, both 
Piugattuk and Boss, in their own ways, understand more than 
most southern Canadians, Americans or Russians about the 
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global political and military complexities being played out in 
the arctic landscape around them, including the bizarre mystery 
of Strategic Air Command bombers carrying armed nuclear 
weapons fl ying high overhead as Inuit hunt seals, walrus and 
caribou like their ancestors.

From the earliest European exploration, this circumpolar 
arctic was coveted for its vast potential wealth, fi rst for its 
whale oil and baleen, and then for its fox fur trade. Whaling 
and fur-trading brought the fi rst whites to the region, mostly 
as seasonal visitors but occasionally over-wintering in semi-
permanent stations.

As in southern regions of the colonial New World, national 
confl icts over colonized territory were also common in the 
arctic, as Canadian, American, Danish, Basque or Siberian 
whalers would hunt wherever they found the most plentiful 
whale-hunting grounds. In the 1890s, the fi rst semi-permanent 
whaling station was established in the eastern arctic by a 
Connecticut whaling captain, George Comer, who began over-
wintering in Repulse Bay, on the western side of Hudson’s 
Bay, leading to Canadian fears that the United States might 
claim sovereignty over Canada’s arctic coastline. In the 1920s, 
triggered by an incident in which an Inuit hunter killed a 
qallunaat trader who had lost his mind and was threatening 
Inuit (see The Journals of Knud Rasmussen), Canadian 
‘sovereignty’ was established in north Baffi  n Island with a 
permanent police presence of one RCMP offi  cer.
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Stakes were raised following the end of the Second World 
War, when the Cold War between the United States and 
the Soviet Union led to the circumpolar stand-off  known as 

‘mutual assured destruction (MAD),’ or ‘deterrence.’ The shortest 
(great circle) route for a Russian air attack on North America is 
through the Arctic, across the North Pole. Beginning in 1955, the 
United States Strategic Air Command (SAC) kept one-third of 
its bombers on alert, with crews ready to take off  within fi fteen 
minutes and fl y to designated targets inside the Soviet Union 
and destroy them with nuclear bombs in the event of a Soviet 
fi rst-strike attack on the United States. In 1961, the year Boss and 
Piugattuk had their meeting on the ice near Kapuivik, President 
John F. Kennedy increased funding for the program raising the 
commitment to 50 percent of SAC aircraft.

The Distant Early Warning (DEW) line was built during the Cold 
War to give early warning of a Soviet nuclear strike, to allow time 
for US bombers to get off  the ground and land-based ICBMs to 
be launched, to reduce the chances that a preemptive strike 
could destroy US strategic nuclear forces.

The original DEW line was designed to detect bombers 
and was unable to detect intercontinental ballistic missiles 
(ICBMs). To give warning of this threat, in 1958 a more 
sophisticated radar system was constructed, the Ballistic 
Missile Early Warning System (BMEWS).
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The DEW Line consisted of a string of continental defence 
radar installations, ultimately stretching from Alaska to 
Greenland. The construction of the DEW Line was made 
possible by a bilateral agreement between the Canadian 
and US governments, and by collaboration between the US 
Department of Defense and the Bell System of communication 
companies. The DEW Line grew out of a detailed study 
made by a group of the nation’s foremost scientists in 1952, 
the Summer Study Group at the Massachusetts Institute of 
Technology. The subject of the study was the vulnerability 
of the US and Canada to aerial bombing attacks, and its 
concluding recommendation was that a distant early warning 
line of search radar stations be built across the Arctic border of 
the North American continent as rapidly as possible.

Starting in December 1954, siting crews covered the area 
— fi rst from the air and then on the ground — to locate 
by scientifi c means the best sites for the main, auxiliary, 
and intermediate stations. They covered vast distances 
by airplanes, snowmobiles, and dog sleds, working in 
blinding snowstorms with temperatures so low that ordinary 
thermometers could not measure them, and set the stage for 
the small army of men and machines that followed.

The line consisted of 63 stations stretching from Alaska 
to Baffi  n Island, covering nearly 10,000 kilometres.
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The US agreed to pay for and construct the line, and to employ 
Canadian labor as much as possible.

The majority of Canadian DEW Line stations were the joint 
responsibility of the Royal Canadian Air Force (the Canadian 
Forces) and the US Air Force. In 1958, the line became a 
cornerstone of the new NORAD organization of joint continental 
air defense. Most operations were performed by Canadian and 
US civilian personnel, and the operations were automated as 
much as was possible at the time. All of the installations fl ew 
both the Canadian and US fl ags until they were deactivated as 
DEW sites in the late 1980s and early 1990s.

From the beginning of the development of the DEW Line idea, 
Canadian concerns over political perception grew enormously. 
Noted Canadian Arctic historian P. Whitney Lackenbauer 
argues that the Canadian Government saw little intrinsic value 
in the Arctic, but due to fear of Americanization and American 
penetration into the Canadian Arctic, brought signifi cant 
changes and a more militaristic role to the north, shifting 
responsibility of Arctic defense in Canada from the Royal 
Canadian Mounted Police to the Canadian Forces.

This ‘active defense’ had three key elements:
•  minimizing the extent of the American presence 
in the Canadian Arctic;
•  Canadian government input into the management 
of the DEW Line; and 
•  full Canadian participation in Arctic defense.
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In May 1961, when Boss arrives by dogteam to Piugattuk’s 
seal-hunting camp on the ice near Kapuivik, the Cold War 
and its MAD doctrine of mutually assured destruction are 

at their peak. Nuclear-armed SAC bombers are in the air 
constantly fl ying from arctic air bases attached to DEW Line 
sites; within a year the Cuban Missile Crisis would bring the 
world to the brink of mass nuclear destruction carried out by 
missiles and planes fl ying over the polar arctic; and Canada’s 
concern for the national sovereignty of its northern region, 
threatened not only by Soviet attack but by American control, 
was greater than ever before.

This all adds up for Inuit.

To Inuit, Boss is the Government’s man; as such he 
represents the violent threat of military force, the kind of 
unthinkable force Inuit have heard of for years. Inuit listened 
to Priests’ short-wave radios during the Second World War 
when thousands or millions of qallunaat from diff erent tribes 
and territories shot and blew one another up with bombs for 
years, never stopping until one side or the other is completely 
wiped out.

As Government man, Boss wears a hand-gun on his belt. All 
the time. He walks around town wearing a pistol. Even under 
his caribou outer clothing, Inuit know Boss is wearing his 
hand-gun. What is a hand-gun for? What kind of animal can he 
hunt with a hand-gun?
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As Qatturainuk and Evaluarjuk quiet down the newly-arriving dogteam, 
and Piugattuk’s young men beat their own dogs into sullen submission, 
Boss stands watching the spectacle from beside his sled, while Piugattuk, 
Ammaq and Kunuk watch it from their side of the line between them.

The three older Inuit suddenly move forward to greet the visitors. 
Piugattuk, Ammaq and Kunuk in turn shake hands first with Evaluarjuk,  
and then Qatturainuk, each shake just a single, modest movement of the 
two hands briefly held.

Then, as the rest of Piugattuk’s camp line up one by one to give the same 
gentle shake to Evaluarjuk and Qatturainuk, Piugattuk approaches Boss.

The two men stand quietly, measuring the neutral space between them, and 
then each instinctively reaches out a hand towards the other. Boss grasps 
Piugattuk’s hand with a hard squeeze in qallunaat fashion, giving it several 
enthusiastic shakes to demonstrate his pleasure and good will at this meeting.

BOSS
(trying to greet in Inuktitut)

Oo-noo-koot!

Like most Inuit shaking hands with a white man, Piugattuk tries to get his 
hand back as quickly as possible. He turns to Ammaq with his eyebrows 
raised and a slight smile.

PIUGATTUK
(to Ammaq)

Careful. It’s your turn next.

Ammaq steps forward to take his punishment. As Boss reaches out to take 
Ammaq’s hand, Ammaq suddenly holds both hands up in the universal gesture 
meaning, Slow down. Ammaq smiles, knowing Boss won’t understand anything 
he says.
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AMMAQ
(friendly)

Don’t pump it off now.

Evaluarjuk and the older Inuit laugh at the joke, while the younger men  
all smile. With his hand still sticking out towards Ammaq, Boss turns  
to Evaluarjuk.

BOSS
(in English)

What did he say?

EVALUARJUK
(in English, smiling)

He says, not too hard!

BOSS
(to Ammaq)

Koo-yanna. Ok, ok.

Ammaq holds out his hand with exaggerated caution and carefully 
allows Boss to grab hold. With a straight face, Boss gives it an equally 
exaggerated, barely perceptible shake. Now everyone cracks up together.

PIUGATTUK
Let’s have some tea.

As if some invisible barrier had passed, now the whole group breaks up into 
one action or another. Qulitalik relights the old primus stove and puts the 
battered kettle back on the fire to boil.

Qatturainuk goes over to the wooden box strapped to the back of his sled 
and starts to unpack an abundant supply of gear and food. Samuelie and 
the two girls, Nattuk and Akpallianuk, walk over to where Qatturainuk is 
unpacking to give him a hand.

SAMUELIE
What’s going on?

QATTURAINUK
How do I know? I’m just driving.

Samuelie looks into the box.

SAMUELIE
You must be rich.

QATTURAINUK
(laughing)

You must be joking.

SAMUELIE
Can you guys eat all that stuff?

Qatturainuk hands Samuelie a large shiny new kettle and two big chunks of 
fresh-water ice.

QATTURAINUK
(laughing)

Sure, start with this!

Collected from icebergs floating down with the current, or those that 
froze stuck into the sea ice the previous fall, fresh-water iceberg ice is the 
purest for drinking water prized by older Inuit for the best cup of tea. Some 
icebergs broken off from ancient glaciers can be hundreds of years old, 
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and time passing has leached all the salt out of them leaving pure sweet 
water when melted.

Samuelie carries the kettle and ice chunks over and sets them down by the 
old Primus. Holding a chunk of ice over the opening of the kettle, Samuelie 
chops at the ice with a large knife, using it as an ice-pick to shatter the ice 
into smaller pieces that fall into the kettle.

Like most things, this is yet another Inuit skill that when performed well 
transforms a large block of ice into small quick-melting pieces with little or 
no waste spilling over the sides.

Qatturainuk hands Nattuk a fresh box of pilot biscuits, a large jar of white 
sugar and a brand-new Primus which she carries back to where the water in 
the first kettle is beginning to boil. Samuelie takes the new Primus, pumps 
it and lights it right up, putting the second kettle with fresh ice on the 
second fire.

The young boy Taqqaugaq comes back holding jars of peanut butter and 
strawberry jam, tea, several frozen caribou legs and three tea mugs for the 
travelers.

Nattuk drifts back to Qatturainuk’s sled as if there might be more good 
things to carry. When there aren’t, Puigattuk’s daughter and Qatturainuk 
linger alone at the box, talking quietly.

Meanwhile, Kunuk comes over and sits down to watch Samuelie chop the 
ice and put Boss’s kettle on the new Primus.

KUNUK
That’s a nice new stove.

SAMUELIE
(adjusting the perfect flame)

Nice new kettle too.
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Boss stands alone a little behind them, glancing around at the different 
pockets of activity going on around the busy site. He sees Piugattuk and 
Ammaq talking with Evaluarjuk, who has offered them both tobacco. 
The two older men pull out pipes from the pouches they carry over their 
shoulders. Evaluarjuk rolls a cigarette and they all light up.

AMMAQ
Hmmm, that’s good.

EVALUARJUK
Yes, Boss still has a lot of it. More left than the trader.

AMMAQ

I’ve been craving tobacco for so long.

EVALUARJUK
Maybe he’ll give you some.

AMMAQ
It’s a long winter when you run out!

They smoke.

PIUGATTUK
I haven’t seen you for a while, Grandmother.

Piugattuk addresses Evaluarjuk as Grandmother even though Evaluarjuk 
is a man half Piugattuk’s age. Inuit names are not gender-specific, and 
carry forward into future generations the spirit of a name many ancestors 
have carried throughout time. At some time in the past, an ancestor 
Evaluarjuk was grandmother of an ancestor Piugattuk; to Inuit this previous 
relationship deserves respect between their spirits even now.

EVALUARJUK
I work for him every day now. He still can’t speak 
Inuktitut for himself.

AMMAQ
What’s wrong with him?

EVALUARJUK
He’s trying to learn from the Priest.

PIUGATTUK
Too bad.

They all laugh. They smoke. Both kettles start to boil. Samuelie throws a 
big handful of tea into each kettle. Boss comes over to where Evaluarjuk, 
Piugattuk and Ammaq are finishing their smoke.

BOSS
(in English to Evaluarjuk)

Tell them to eat whatever they want.

Evaluarjuk translates for Piugattuk and Ammaq with a smile.

EVALUARJUK
He says it’s time to eat.

All three Inuit pretend to look at a non-existent watch that none of them 
has ever worn. Each pushes up the left sleeve of his parka and stares at his 
empty wrist with a look of intense scrutiny and surprise.

PIUGATTUK
What time is it?

AMMAQ
Time to eat!
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The Inuit all laugh. Boss laughs along and soon everyone is laughing.

In the general atmosphere of amusement, everyone pours out his own cup 
of tea from the two kettles, adds two or three large spoonfuls of sugar to 
his steaming tea mug, slices large chunks of frozen meat from the caribou 
legs, spreads thick layers of peanut butter and jam on biscuits and settles 
down to enjoy the feast with gusto.

Piugattuk looks back toward Qatturainuk’s sled where Nattuk and 
Qatturainuk still seem to be flirting, talking and laughing quietly without 
moving the last few items from the box.

Piugattuk’s clan is on the Anglican side, while Qatturainuk belongs to a 
clan on the Catholic side, of the religious divide imposed on the region by 
rival missionaries over the past fifty years. British Anglican missionaries 
moved from east to west to convert nomadic Inuit bands; French Catholic 
missionaries moved from west to east. Anglican Inuit like Piugattuk’s group 
move through nomadic territory east of the island of Igloolik, towards 
Baffin Island. Catholic clans led by the famed hunter Ittuksarjuat have been 
longer based in the trading and administrative settlement hunt mostly 
to the west of Igloolik, on the ‘mainland’ of Melville Peninsula, and many 
Catholic families have settled at Ikpiarjuk, where the stone Catholic church 
is the most permanent building for hundreds of miles in any direction, and 
many have become used to working with the whites.

This dividing Line, encouraged by rival missionaries for the past forty years, 
splits friends and families into rival religious groups, with many relations 
overlapping both sides. Most older Inuit still strictly limit inter-marriage of 
their children across the Line and younger Inuit, sometimes reluctantly, 
respect the will of their parents.

Piugattuk reminds Nattuk of the Line with a no-nonsense order that everyone 
except Boss understands very clearly, though no one takes any notice.

PIUGATTUK
Daughter! Come eat with your relations.
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Nattuk immediately turns from Qatturainuk and hurries back to sit beside 
her father. Qatturainuk picks up the remaining items left in the box and 
slowly brings them over to join the rest.

AMMAQ
(Lip-smacking cheerful as he eats)

Delicious! Mammaktu!

D I S SO LV E TO :

E X T E R I O R CONVER SAT I ON PA R T ON E — TWO HOUR S L AT E R

Joining what seems already to be a long, difficult conversation, where Boss 
through his translator Evaluarjuk, makes proposals to Piugattuk and his 
group that the Inuit clearly don’t want to hear. Improvising natural Inuit 
politeness, evasion and conflict-avoidance makes an uneven rambling 
negotiation seem friendly; but no seal hunting has started up again so far.

We arrive in the middle of a strange and dangerous conversation, that on 
its surface seems to be friendly small talk about daily life.

Like the concentric circles of the seal hunt — the cluster of hunters 
standing each at his own aglu orbiting in a circle around Piugattuk’s, with 
the boy Taqqaugaq orbiting his dogteam around them again — the scene of 
this negotiation is layered by different levels of interest.

At its center, we see Boss and Evaluarjuk, facing Piugattuk and Ammaq, tea 
mugs scattered here and there, caribou legs eaten to the bones, a half-
empty five-pound bag of sugar, boxes of biscuit, tea kettles and stoves, all 
the trappings of a feast after the party is over.

Around them, a second rank of interest: Kunnuk and the more serious of 
the younger men, Qaunaq, Qulitalik and Qammaniq, clearly listening but 

politely occupying themselves with other small tasks, so as not to appear to 
be paying too much attention to the action center stage.

Still farther out, Japatie and Qattalik and responsible teenagers, Samuelie 
and Gideon, curious but keeping an eye on the restless dogs, working on 
gear that needs repair, icing sled runners or making themselves useful.

Inuit don’t like idleness, life is always about doing something, making 
oneself useful, and in the suspended urgency of seal hunting, everyone 
tries to find something useful to do.

The final outer circle is one dogteam going around, like the planet Pluto at 
the farthest reaches of the solar system. We can barely see who is on it but 
we can figure it out by who is missing: 10-year-old Taqqaugaq is getting 
driving lessons from Tatigat, the visiting expert dogteamer, while the two 
girls Nattuk and Akpalliapik are passengers, sometimes riding, sometimes 
running along, teasing Taqqaugaq, flirting with Qatturainuk.

In one way or another this orbiting solar system will continue for the rest of 
the day, layers of ‘actors’ improvising their ordinary reality, with occasional 
scripted exchanges or events to remind us this is a film rather than a living 
diorama, and in fact a fiction film, with a story to tell, however randomly it 
seems to tell it.

For example, after a long silence:

BOSS
(to Evaluarjuk, in English)

Ask him again.

Evaluarjuk takes a deep breath and takes his time before answering.

EVALUARJUK
(in English)

I already asked him three times.
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BOSS
(in English)

I know. But he doesn’t answer.

Evaluarjuk shrugs, as if there’s nothing he can do that any sensible person 
would do in these obvious circumstances. For Inuit, no answer is the default 
polite silent ‘No’ answer, since everyone knows that only a clear Yes means 
yes. Finally…

BOSS
So ask him again.

EVALUARJUK
(resigned, to Piugattuk)

He wants me to ask you again.

PIUGATTUK
Don’t be shy.

EVALUARJUK
Hmmm. So… will you bring your families into  
the settlement to live?

Evaluarjuk looks at Piugattuk with a hopeful, almost pleading look, to get 
him out of this embarrassing situation. When Piugattuk doesn’t answer 
again, Evaluarjuk sighs and stares off into the distance.

PIUGATTUK
(unexpectedly)

I don’t know.
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EVALUARJUK
(quickly to Boss, in English)

He says, Maybe.

Boss thinks this over. The Inuktitut word Piugattuk uses is AH-mai, which 
even Boss knows, depending on tone and emphasis, can have multiple 
meanings of non-commitment, some more likely than others. Boss chooses 
to take this on the fi rmer side of probable agreement.

BOSS
(pleased, trying Inuktitut to Piugattuk)

Nah mook took! Ee-lah.

(in English)

That’s a good answer. Tell him I’m happy to hear it.

EVALUARJUK
(big smile to Piugattuk)

He’s happy now. Happy White Man.

AMMAQ
(breaks out laughing)

Me too! I’m a happy Inuk!

PIUGATTUK
(also smiling)

Tell him we’ll talk about it.

EVALUARJUK
Not so good.
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PIUGATTUK
Tell him we’ll think about it and decide later.

EVALUARJUK
That’s what you told him the last time but 
nothing happened.

PIUGATTUK
Well tell him that again.

EVALUARJUK
(to Boss in English)

He promises to think about it.

BOSS
(in English)

What the fuck does that mean?

All the Inuit are deliberately smiling to make whatever they say be not-
threatening. Only Boss seems dissatisfi ed now.

BOSS
( frustrated, slowly, as if repeating to someone who just doesn’t 
understand, in English)

OK. Let’s go over it again. You have to live in the 
settlement to collect your Family Allowance.

Boss pauses but Evaluarjuk hesitates to translate. It’s obvious he’s 
uncomfortable repeating himself to Piugattuk since it’s very impolite to 
tell someone something more than once, much less several times, as if 
repetition can force agreement.
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BOSS
(in English)

Are you translating?

EVALUARJUK
He’ll give you money.

BOSS
(in English)

Your children have to go to the school.

EVALUARJUK
Children have to be left behind to learn government ways.

BOSS
We’ll give you a good wooden house with a warm stove.

EVALUARJUK
You get one of those wood shacks.

BOSS
And everyone gets a real Canadian ID. 
Government knows who you are.

EVALUARJUK
You get to wear one of those numbers.

BOSS
Show him. Go ahead.
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Boss waits. Evaluarjuk reaches into the neck of his parka and pulls out 
a hard leather disk he’s wearing on a sealskin thong around his neck. It 
has a number stamped into it. Evaluarjuk holds it out to show Piugattuk 
and Ammaq.

EVALUARJUK
Look. My government name is...

(in English)

EEE–twenty-six.

PIUGATTUK
(after a pause; to Ammaq)

Let’s have a piss.

Piugattuk and Ammaq stand up and walk off  towards the outer orbit 
of Pluto.

CU T TO :

E X T E R I O R YOUNG P EOP L E T R AN S I T I ON — MOMEN T S L AT E R

Improvise young people fl irting until Piugattuk arrives and scolds them for 
breaking community rules dividing Anglican and Catholic families.

This brief transition scene makes a break between the long scene of 
CONVERSATION 1 and the upcoming CONVERSATION 2.

Once again, Qatturainuk and Nattuk are alone together, lounging and 
laughing together on Qatturainuk’s sled. After skylarking around by 
dogteam with Taqqaugaq and Akpalliapik, everyone jumping on and off , 
Qatturainuk sped up his dogs suddenly with Nattuk on board leaving 
Taqqaugaq and Akpalliapik behind to walk back. We see them in the 
distance, vaguely hear their shouts.
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It’s obvious there’s some kind of flirtatious relationship between the 
Catholic-family Qatturainuk and Anglican-family Nattuk, that the young 
people would naturally try to keep hidden from their elders as long  
as possible.

Improvising flirting around, neither one notices Piugattuk coming up 
behind them, having walked off with Ammaq to relieve themselves, and 
then circled back around to where Qatturainuk parked his dogs.

We see this set-up briefly from the young people’s perspective, a small 
Romeo-and-Juliet mini-drama in the 360 panorama of momentous events. 
Boss, Evaluarjuk and the rest of the group are idling back at the camp in 
one direction, Akpalliapik and Taqqaugaq are walking back from another 
direction and suddenly Piugattuk shows up from yet another direction.

Nattuk jumps up awkwardly to avoid looking like she’s been too close to 
Qatturainuk on the sled. Qatturainuk meanwhile stands up slowly and starts 
to unhook and untangle his dog traces.

Piugattuk comes up first and stands next to Qatturainuk, watching him 
work. The younger man has nothing to say and the older man chooses to 
say nothing. Just standing there is message enough. Piugattuk walks away 
and approaches Nattuk.

PIUGATTUK
(abruptly)

What’s wrong with your mind?

Nattuk keeps her eyes down.

PIUGATTUK
Do you want to shame your mother?

No answer.

PIUGATTUK
We don’t marry those families.

No answer.

PIUGATTUK
Do you understand me, Daughter?

Nattuk looks up and meets her father’s gaze. She raises her eyebrows in 
the facial gesture of acknowledgement Inuit use to signal Yes without 
speaking. She turns and walks back towards all the others.

Piugattuk stares after her, then drops and shakes his head. It’s been a long 
useless day already.

And it’s not over yet.

D I S SO LV E TO :

E X T E R I O R CONVER SAT I ON PA R T TWO — TWO HOUR S L AT E R

A long day with nothing to show for it. Piugattuk forces himself back to 
finish the negotiation with Boss so he can get rid of the man and either 
catch a seal or go home. The conversation repeats itself. Boss asks 
Piugattuk the same things, waiting to get a different answer. This starts 
to sound stupid or menacing. Inuit know Boss is not stupid. Whatever 
Government may be to Inuit ways of thinking, they know it isn’t stupid.

At the risk of boring everyone — the actors, their characters and the 
audience watching the film — in fact the whole crowd is back more or less 
exactly where they were several hours ago, like marathon dancers getting 
close to their exhaustion limits.

Like Take Two: Let’s Do It Again. Boss presses Piugattuk to take more tea, 
use plenty of sugar, eat more biscuits and caribou meat to replace all the 
seals he’s not catching today.
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Evaluarjuk gets more uncomfortable repeating his translations because 
he knows — as likely Boss also knows by now — how aggressive, rude and 
frankly threatening it seems to press the same questions on someone who 
doesn’t give you the answer you want to hear.

All around them people are stuck in a kind of limbo. Some of the hunters 
have wandered off , some seem to be napping on the sleds. Piugattuk 
looks tired and bored; Ammaq watches Boss curiously, as if observing the 
dissection of a creature he’d never seen before.

BOSS
(English, to Piugattuk)

I’m just trying to understand you.

EVALUARJUK
(to Piugattuk)

He can’t understand you.

BOSS
(English)

What do you want?

Evaluarjuk doesn’t bother to translate this. A silence hangs over them. 
Piugattuk seems to make a decision.

PIUGATTUK
(to Ammaq)

Let’s go?

AMMAQ
Defi nitely.

Ammaq stands up and starts directing the young men to pack up to leave. 
The day is over.
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Full of biscuits and strawberry jam, but no seals.

Immediately the whole camp starts loading gear onto the sleds, tying  
down caribou skins, tossing odds and ends into the gear boxes and  
tying them down.

Boss, Evaluarjuk and Piugattuk remain seated as the action picks up around 
them. Piugattuk suddenly gets to his feet. Looking down at Boss, he nods 
as if agreeing with him.

PIUGATTUK

I’ll think about what you say.

EVALUARJUK
(English)

He’ll think about it.

Now Boss gets to his feet; like an elephant standing up, he towers over 
Piugattuk and Evaluarjuk, both normal sized Inuit.

BOSS
(English, still pressing)

When will I hear your answer?

EVALUARJUK
(to Piugattuk)

How soon?

Piugattuk turns to Evaluarjuk with a grim smile.

PIUGATTUK
What will he do? Shoot me?

Evaluarjuk is shocked at Piugattuk’s words.
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EVALUARJUK
I can’t say those words to him.

PIUGATTUK
(shrugs)

I don’t care.

BOSS
(to Evaluarjuk, English)

What is he saying?

EVALUARJUK
(English)

He says he’ll answer soon. Soon as he can.

BOSS
(English)

So that’s it? That’s all?

Ammaq comes over to Piugattuk, pulls up the sleeve of his parka, looks  
at his bare wrist, shakes his head.

AMMAQ
Time to go.

Both men laugh.
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D I S SO LV E TO :

E X T E R I O R T H E ROAD HOME -  TWO HOUR S L AT E R

Piugattuk and his dogteams head off the ice toward their home camp at 
Kapuivik. The drive home empty-handed after a day out on the ice is long, 
cold and dreary.

We ride along with Piugattuk. Long, cold and dreary. The four dogteams 
follow the road back to camp. No one speaks except to shout to the dogs, 
driving them to the right or left.

We ride along some more. Longer, colder and drearier as the sun gets lower 
in evening sky.

No one speaks except to their dogs, driving them right or left.

We ride along some more.
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D I S SO LV E TO :

I N T E R I O R SOD HOUS E — TWO HOUR S L AT E R

Back home in his sod house, Piugattuk sits on the edge of the sleeping 
platform watching his wife build up the fire. Tatigat skillfully manipulates 
the wick of her qulliq, and the flames brighten up their faces.

Nattuk is snugged back into bed and already half-asleep. Grandmother 
seems not to have moved from her seat at her own qulliq on the other side. 
She also builds her fire and the room quickly warms up.

Piugattuk seems tired, more than just a day older than he was this morning, 
as if the day has aged him a few years.

Through some form of Inuit marital telepathy, Tatigat seems to know 
everything that happened since Piugattuk left, without needing to be told. 
Biscuits, jam, boxes of tea bags and a half-bag of sugar sit on the platform 
Tatigat keeps in front of her lamp, the wife’s ‘desktop’ in the workplace of 
her home.

Tatigat spreads jam on a biscuit and hands it to Piugattuk. She pours a 
steaming mug of tea and carefully stirs into it two large spoonfuls of sugar. 
She hands the mug to her husband.

PIUGATTUK
No wind today.
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Tatigat pours another cup of tea with sugar and passes it to Piugattuk who 
passes it to Grandmother.

PIUGATTUK
No seals.

Tatigat pours another cup of tea with sugar for herself. All three adults sit 
quietly drinking their steaming sweet tea.

Tatigat puts down her cup, to adjust her seal oil wick, flicking it up to a 
brighter warmer flame.

TATIGAT
(quietly, to herself)

Well, at least we have sugar.

FAD E OU T AND RO L L C R ED I T S :
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Noah Piugattuk
(1900 – 1996)


