
The stars are especially bright tonight, as they often are when the temperature
drops into the minus thirties.  On nights like this I’m certain that the stars are
closer here, and more plentiful. It would hard to imagine a world bereft of a sky
like this. However minus thirty-three is a good temperature to stay inside, and
bask in the glow of a computer monitor rather than starlight. A cup of something
warm, song, and Hilary’s steady sleeping breath in the background, and
suddenly the annual Christmas letter seems possible.

We continue to be well at the top of the world, we’ve been blessed with good
health and a rich variety of things to occupy our time. And all set against the
background of one of the world’s truly magical places.

Travis continues to amaze and entertain me daily. He is growing fast, and has
now conquered Kindergarten. He is a huge fan of Spiderman, and for some
reason he has taken to watching Spiderman 3 in French. I’m not sure if he’s
working on his third language or if he is just amusing himself with the sound. He
howls with laughter when J. Jonah Jameson speaks. He continues to love the
outdoors and can’t wait for his next opportunity to go camping. Perhaps this
year the rest of us will get to go along.  He also greatly enjoyed a stay by Jordin
Tootoo, of the Nashville Predators (the first Inuk in the NHL) at the B&B and is
fiercely proud of his t-shirt signed by Jordin. He turned five in July, and his
curiosity has kicked into high gear. There are times I think he only knows how to
form sentences as questions, but really I couldn’t be happier that he wants to
know the way of the world.

Hilary becomes little Miss Personality more and more each day. She is at a
stage in her life that she loves words, and she especially loves to imitate, copy
and mimic her older brother. Daddy’s girl, she is used to getting her own way
and is very determined to have it. Judging by her ability to project I suspect a
career in Opera is possible.  She’ll turn two in January, and is pleased as punch
to be able to count to 10, as long as someone does all of the odd or all of the
even numbers she’ll provide the rest, correctly. I’ve only heard her try one time
on her own, and she managed to almost pull it off, but she transposed two pairs
of numbers. She is going to have her mother’s way with numbers for sure.

Leah continues to work at the Northern, despite their refusal to pay anything
approaching a living wage. She recently switched to part time in order to do
some supply teaching at the school. In keeping with her Grandmother and
mother’s traditions she is a video game whiz, and most of the time I just watch
in wonder, scratching my head. Thankfully books do not have A B R1 R2 L1 and
L2 buttons and I can still maneuver my way around them. We generally find time
to play cards with friends once a week and on line. My ego suffers only minor
bruising as I am almost the poker player she is. Something for me to aspire to.



I’ve had a busy, interesting year, running the Bed and Breakfast and working on
my writing. I’ve seem to become somewhat of a Media Darling lately, and have
been quoted several times in the two Nunavut Newspapers, but also in Le
Devoir and the Globe and Mail, and Birding Magazine, and my blog posts on
Sovereignty have been linked through a defense think tank’s website. I also had
a four-page spread of articles and photos in my hometown paper, the Roblin
Review. The icing on the media cake was a visit by Dan Rather to the Bed and
Breakfast this fall. We probably have the only truck in the world that both Dan
Rather and Prime Minister Harper have ridden in.

Most of my writing is still on my blog, the House and other Arctic musings
which you can find at http://kiggavik.typepad.com It is, quite possibly, the best
way to keep up with our lives, or at least those parts I’m ready to reveal to the
world. I have also just finished the first rough draft of a Screenplay that has been
bouncing around my head for a while now. I’m now into the first revision, and
while dreams of Oscars dance in my head it is much more likely to join the tens
of thousands of screenplays that never see the dark of a theatre.

In April I took my first trip south since I retired from the Force over four years
ago. I had a brief stop in Ottawa to renew my passport, and Mom and Dad took
the opportunity to fly out a get in a weekend’s visit with me. Our first visit in over
four and a half years it was over all too quickly. After that my Uncle Wayne and I
traveled to France for the 90th anniversary of the battle of Vimy Ridge. I’ve long
wanted to visit the places where my Grandfather fought and lived during the
Great War and I am grateful to have had the opportunity to do that. I also visited
many graves of the men from Roblin, who fought and died in both wars. I also
fulfilled another longstanding wish, and stood at the grave of my namesake,
Clare Kines, executed as a prisoner of war two days after a D-day. It was a
short, but emotionally draining visit, and as it turned out, not my only trip south.

In July Hilary and I flew south to Roblin and a visit with my family, the first time
any of my family had seen Hilary. Hilary, despite my worries, was a fantastic
traveler, and she reveled in all of the new experiences, which included trees,
more people in the airport alone than she’d ever seen in her life, swimming, and
being fawned over by her dad’s side of the family for a change.  She had a great
time with her Grandpa and Grandma (no spoiling going on there, much), her
Uncle Larry and Brandt and Aunt Michele and Uncle Ron.  It was far too short of
a visit, and it didn’t allow for much time to see any friends. After so long of a
time of not seeing family I just wanted to spend all of my time with them.

The trip to Roblin was originally planned in conjunction with a film being made
on the Great War, which was to include a portion about Grandpa Kines. When
the reality of the cost of transporting me to Roblin and France hit them I was no
longer needed, but Mom, Dad and Uncle Don bought a ticket for us to come
regardless.  One of our days was spent filming, essentially Dad and I looking at



old photos and memorabilia and talking about Grandpa. Unfortunately the film
Vimy Underground took a change of direction and all the Roblin footage was
left out.  When it aired on History Channel in November I was still tickled to see
a carving that Grandpa had done on the wall of a cavern near Vimy just prior to
the battle 90 years ago. Seeing his handiwork from so long ago left a visceral
thrill passing through me, I only wish I had known about the cavern before we
had journeyed there in April.

We truly enjoy this journey we on, and sincerely hope that all of your journeys
are filled with peace, love, laughter and learning.  However you celebrate the
season I hope it is spent with loved ones or warmed with their memories. We
speak often, this hopeful time of year, of “Peace on Earth”, but as I reflect upon
fields and fields of graves that I visited this spring, I truly wish that we would all
actively work towards peace, towards dignity and respect for all of the world,
and for a path away from our cycles of sending young people off to die.

“I have many times asked myself whether there can be more
potent advocates of peace upon earth through the years to
come than this massed multitude of silent witnesses to the
desolation of war.”

King George V at Terlincthun Cemetery,
France, May 13th, 1922


