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Popcorn Proves to Be Dellcacy, Mmce Meat a Mystery.
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. “Mother, whats happening?
What  are’ you doing?”  Aunt
Mumangeena exclaimed backing
away apparemly half - afraid.
Soon she was in the corner back
of the room looking at me in-
credulously )

" “Mother, " you should stop
that. It might hurt you.”

 Aunt Mumangeena always call-
ed me “mother”
been named after ‘my grand-
mother who was Mumangeena’s
mother. It was embarrasing - at
first because, after all, 1 was get-
ting to be a blg boy. After being

called mother by my aunt for a

long time the resentment grad-
ually lesseried. After all, Aunt
Mumangeena was very fond of
me

“Don’t be afraid, Aunt Mum-
angeena, I’m just fixing us'some-
thing to eat,” I said, amused.

“If that is something to eat,
it certainly make strange noises,”
she answered unbelievingly.

* Chore Boy '

I had just come home from
the schoolhouse after chopping
kindling and carrying half full
buckets of coal. I wasn’t grown
enough yet to carry full buckets.
The teacher had hired me to do
those chores after school during
the school week. I probably
‘wasn’t the best worker but I had

“one advantage. I could speak
little better English than most
of my fellow pupils.

Strange Pay

It was Friday and it was my
pay day. As [ worked, I antici-
pated my week’s pay. I never
knew what I was going to get. I
got something different each
week. One week it would be a
can of tomatoes, another week,
a can of peaches, a bag of beans,
rice, a can of tea or coffee, and
so forth.

One Friday, after work, the
teacher paid me something 1
couldn’t figure out — as might-

ily as I tried. It was an oblong -

package about two inches thick,
four inches wide, and about six
inches long. It was in a paper
carton and I couldn’t tell what
" was in it.

The teacher tried to explain,

but since my understanding. of

the English language was still li-
mited, I cbuldn’t fully make out
what he was talking about. He
kept spelling: out P-I-E and then
he would say PIE. The more he
tried, the more confused I got.
I vaguely remembered hearing
the word before but I didn’t bo-
ther to find out what it was.

After making a valiant try to
make me understand, the teacher
finally gave up. He thrust the
package into my hands, shrugged,
and said, ““Here, you go home
now.”

I left. obediently, clutching
the package. Instead of going
home to Mumangeena’s and
Uncle Nayukuk’ssod:igloe; I ran
to my parent’s house which was

" nearby.

Lived With Aunt, Uncle

When I was seven years old,
mostly through Aunt Muman-
geena’s insistence, and since my
parent’s house was crowded, it
was decided that '} should live
my aunt and her husband, Nayu-
kuk. I didn’t mind the arrange-
ment too much because Aunt
Mumangeena loved me.

She proved ii by doing extra
little things for me and affection-
ately calling. e mother. My
uncle didn’t seem to mind one
way or the other. He was not a
smiling ‘man but once in a while
he would smile at me and that
made me feel good. He was.not
a talking man either but he
‘would say a few words to me
occassionally. He said them

because 1 had -

2 gently asif he wanted to take my

hand -and take a walk on the

. beach.

In: spite of Uncle Nayukuk’s
reticence, 1 felt at home: with
him.

Family’s Curjosity
When 1 entered my parent’s
home, my brothers ‘and sisters,

including mother, looked up. Al-

most ‘in unison, . they asked,

“What is that in your hands?” -

Father had not yet come home
from hunting.

“Amm " (I don’t know,") 1
said.

“Let’s see what’s in it,”
sister, Akniachak, demanded.

1. opened.one end of the pack-
age'and pulled out the contents.

my

The " oblong ‘object was covered

with' transparent paper. [ opened

the end and smelled. So did my -

brothers and sisters, and mother,
too. 3k .

“It' smells something like
prunes and yet it’s not,” mother
said. “What does it say.on the
container?”,

“I don’t know what'it is but
I can spell the letters. M-I-N-C-E
M-E-A-T. The teacher told me it
was MINCE MEAT but I don’t

know what it’s for,” I answered. .

Is It Meat?

All of us tasted it. It tasted
sweet but it didn’t taste like
fruit. I didn’t know what MINCE
was but I knew what MEAT
meant. 1 told mother what I
could make out of the package.

“If that is meat,. it’s the
strangest Kind of meat I have e-
ver tasted," mother said resign-
edly. “You better take it to your
aunt. That woman can eat any-
thing and she’ll probably like it.”

I hurried home, Mumangeena
was boiling some seal meat for

It ‘must have been an un-’
“ spoken " devotion between | uss. |

" our dinner, Nayukitk came back, .

from hummg shortly after I did.
:He brought home two seals. My

aunt ‘was overjoyed because Un-
“cle Nayukuk didn’t always hunt

because -he was somewhat lazy.
When  he . did  go, " he usually
brought something home,
: Mystified

When [ entered the igloo with
my week’s pay, Mumangeena be-
came cunous at-once.

“Mother, you got paid today.

What is it this-time?” she:asked.

““I. don’t know. Here, you
taste it,” I.offered.
. She pinched a piece off and
put it in her mouth. She chewéd
on it gingerly: There wasa ques-
tioning:look on her face.

“This stuff doesn’t taste like
anything ['ve ever tasted. [.don’t

- think I like it. [ wish the teacher

had paid you a c¢an of peaches
How good those peaches are,
Mumangeena said.

When: Nayukuk- had taken off
his hunting cloths, his wife offer-
ed him a'piece of my pay, saying
“Mother was paid “today with
this ‘stuff. See if you like it.”

Mumangeena . gave him a
mouthful. He chewed on it for
several moments and then walked
over to our little Arctic stove,
removed the lid off the top open-

ing and spat his mouthful'into it.

He went to the side of the room
and sat down without comment.

“I don’t think we can do any-
thing with this stuff,” said Mum-
angeena, ruefully. “It’s kind of
funny  sweetness, isn’t it
mother?”

She ‘put the mincemeat into
its container and tossed it be-
hind the stove. I do not know
what she ever did with it after

" that,

Exciting Time

“. It was:around the last part of
March and the men and women
were 'busy getting ready for
'spring-whaling, It was an exciting
time of .the year in the village.
Aunt ' Mumangeena ~was  busy

making mukluks and a new rein-

deer skin parka for Nayukuk. He
would need them when he went
out with my father’s crew as‘a
helmsman. :

I kept doing the chores for
the ‘school, sometimes hurriedly
because [ didn’t want to miss
the nice custom of whaling cap-
tains when they pass out- tidbits
of ‘muktuk, caribou meat, sour-
dough blscults Eskimo dough-
nuts, and other things, to the
children of the village.after the
crews put new coverings of oog:

+ ruk “sking ‘on " their wha]mg um-

iaks:
Anticipation

Friday came around and I had:

a pleasant feeling of anticipation
of ‘what I was goingto be paid a-
gain that day. When 1 finished
my chores, I knocked -at ‘the
teacher’s door. He opened it and
asked me in.

“Wel] this is Friday once a-
gain,’ " the teacher said. “‘Let’s
see, what shall we get for you
this week. Yes — I think I know.”

He walked into a room and
cam out after-a couple of min-
utes carrying a paper bag. )

“You know what these are?”
the teacher asked.

“Yes .sir,” I answered with
pleasure.

“A frying pan will work fine
when ‘you prepare them. Be sure
and put a cover on it,” he in-
structed.

I had seen them'prepared be-
fore and I knew exactly what to
do, but I suddenly realized that
Aunt ‘Mumangeena didn’t have

a frying pan. | began to think of
what I was going to use. I-thank-
ed the teacher and walked out.

{ Improvisation
I ran home to our little igloo

‘and entered. Mumangeena was

puttering around getting some
meat to cook for our dinner.
Nayukuk was:filing and sharpen-
ing the four-pronged hook on his

'sealing line. He had not gone

hunting that day.

As soon as I got mto the
house, I' asked, ‘*Aunt Muman-
geena, have. you got an empty
coffee can?”

*Yes, mother, there is one or
two ' over there in' the -corner.
What do you want it" for?”

“Can I have it? I want to cook
something in it,” I said anxious-

} r

Y. ) k|

“That’s ridiculous. Coffee can
so. small. How can you cook
anything in it?”

“I'will. You wait and see,
I promised.

I took the can and went out-
side. [ took a piece of driftwood
and put it on a little sawhorse
we had. I put the can over the
end of it, took an axe and made
aslit an inch and a half wide.
When 1 went inside, 'got a ham-
mer and a couple of small nails.

Aunt Mumangeena was cur-
iously watching me and so was
Uncle Nayukuk,

“What is mother going to do
now?” my aunt asked herself.

“Wait a-while and you’ll see,”
I said, hammering a piece of
kindling a foot long on the can
for a handle.

I showed the contents of my
week’s pay to Mumangeena and
Nayukuk.

“They look almost exactly

like ground willow seeds to me.
(Continued on Page 12)



Arctic Survival—
(Conunuod from 'Page 11)
What are they?” my aunt won-

dered.
‘1 put some ‘of them irito the
‘can and they rattled tinnily. 1
- could feel suspense building up
in /Aunt Mumangeena and Uncle
Nayukuk. I put the cover on the

+ can, opened the stove dpor and
placed it over hot embers.

“Mother” Not Rational

‘Such goings on!” my aunt
" exclaimed. “You’re not very ra-

tional ‘today, mother: If you’re
; going to cook those things, why
didn’t you put water on them?”

“They don’t need any water,”,
I'answered proudly. “Come over

_'here ‘and watch me while l do
* this.”

She ‘sidled over close to me
and ‘watched with interest and
wonderment. I moved the can
from side to side and forth and
back in small swift motions over
the hot coals. I could sense Aunt
Mumangeena keeping time with

“her head as 1 mampulated the

can.
The First Pop

All of a sudden, there was a
distinct “POP” in the can and a
simultaneous “PING” as the ob-
ject hit the tin cover. Muman-
geena jerked and let out a cry.

“What was that?” she asked
worriedly.

Other pops began to follow in
quick- succession. Aunt Muman-
geena. emitted quick. little: cries
and hegan to get alarmed. She
got up on her feet and began to
walk backwards watching intent-
ly.

“You better stop that, mo-
ther. It. might hurt you!”

Ismiled at her. -

The pops continued rapidly
in the can. When they subsided,
I pulled the can out of the coals.
My aunt was still in the back of
the room watching warily, not
daring to come close.

“Come and see what I did,
Aunt Mumangeena. Don’t be a-
fraid, Come and see these,” |
pleaded with amusement.

She came forward gingerly.
The can was still hot so I put my
mittens on and took the lid off.
There they were, a.coffee cani
full of clean white fluffs — and
what savory aroma they had.

My aunt looked at them,
then at me, for several mo-
ments. Her eyes were wide and
then she suddenly: broke. into a
loud laughter. Uncle Nayukuk
was also looking with much more
interest than I have ever. seen
him display.

“I'know them! I know what
they are! So that’s the way they
do them. What do you call them?
I have forgotten.” ~

“Popcorn, Aunt Muman-
geena!” I volunteered proudly.

Both Mumangeena and Nay-
ukuk had eaten popcorn before
but they were completely ignor-
ant of how they were made, nor
did they have an idea what they
looked like before they popped.,

I offered the contents of the
can. Mumangeena chatted hap-
pily as she ate while Nayukuk
was silent but obviously enjoy-
ing the popcorn. The canful was
quickly consumed.

Swallowing ' her . last mouth
ful, Aunt Mumangeena looked
at me and smiled.

“Mother, you better make
some more of those — those —

“Popcorn,” I said with glee.



