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Olemaun’s scrapbook

Me and my family on the  
five day journey to Aklavik.  
I’m second from the right.

My older half-sister, Ayouniq, had been 
plucked before I was born, but we called 
her “Rosie” after her return.  
In this photo, Rosie wears Inuvialuit-
style kamiks on her feet.
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We traveled by dogsled for several hours,  
until we came to a place where game was plentiful. 

Rosie turned, pulled apart the flaps of the tent door, and disappeared 
through the tunnel in the snow that formed the entrance to our home. 
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Me and my father/aapang 
sitting on top of the  

schooner, the North Star.

My mother/amaamang.
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We traveled with six other schooners, each carrying as many 
as six or seven families. Our schooner was the North Star.

Beyond Tuktoyaktuk, the pingos rose out of the ocean like goose 
eggs with smashed-in tops.  
Pingos are formed when a large lump of ice pushes soil up to 
make a temporary mountain.
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We came to Reindeer Station, a settlement of herders,  
and excitement consumed me.

We made our way down the plank and scrambled up the steep muddy 
slope to the settlement our own great-grandfather, Old Man Pokiak, had 
founded as a trading post.  
My great-grandfather poses with his family in Aklavik, 1922.  
When I went to school, the houses in Aklavik were similar to this one.
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A tractor drives past the Hudson’s 
Bay Company store in Aklavik.

Behind them stood two immense wooden buildings, so much larger than our  
schooner, with rows and rows of windows. I had forgotten how big these buildings were.  
This photo, taken from the water, shows the school on the left and the hospital on 
the right. In the school building, the boys’ dormitory is on the left wing, while the 
girls’ dormitory is on the right. The classrooms were on the bottom floor.
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An enormous photograph hung on one of the 
clean, painted walls. In it, an outsider wore a 
fancy sash. Medallions like large coins hung 
from his chest—I would learn later that he 
was king of all of the outsiders. They told me 
he was also my king.  
This king is George VI, who ruled from 
1936 to 1952.

Letters, like those from Rosie’s books, decorated the walls of the classroom. 
I stared at them, trying to decipher what they might mean.  
This photo shows a classroom in the school that I went to.
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An Anglican school room in Hay River, in the  
Northwest Territories, similar to the one I sat in.

The nuns starched the peaks they wore and 
sometimes we could see the place where they 
shaved their heads underneath.
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Going on outings like berry picking was supposed to be fun.  
But the island I came from had no trees, and the bushes scared me.

My sisters and cousins playing 
in the space between the school 
and the hospital.
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When the first boats began to appear, I could hardly believe the time had come. 
It would not be long before my parents arrived.  
In this photo, the community waits on the banks for the mail boats to arrive.
.

A nurse and patients in the Anglican hospital in Aklavik.  
This hospital was similar to the one where I worked.
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The Brothers at my school dressed like this.

The radio station where I refused to speak looked like this.
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Unloading a barge of firewood in the spring. 
I’m in the middle.

As soon as the Raven was  
gone, I pulled my favorite book  

from underneath my pillow and  
imagined the Raven in the role  

of the Queen of Hearts.  
Alice meets the Queen of Hearts.
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The trip to Tuktoyaktuk aboard the Roman 
Catholic boat, the Immaculata, was crowded.

We made our way across the bay to Tuktoyaktuk, and 
there was the North Star, anchored in the harbor.



105

My brother Ernest, my father and mother, 
and my little sister Millie, in front.

Here is a typical winter scene in Aklavik when I was a child.
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Me when I was about 16. I made 
this outfit myself. You can see 
how much I love sewing and 
doing beading and embroidery.

Many Indigenous children like me from across Canada and 
the U.S. were sent to church-run schools. This is a picture of 
the girls at the Anglican residential school in Aklavik, taken 
about the time I was at the Catholic residential school.


