
[image: background image]





[image: page01]

with assistance from

April Laktonen Counceller, Ph.D.

& Elders from the

Alutiiq Museum Language Club

u

switusqaq

’

s

d

ream

by

Pattie Leighton











[image: page02]

.

2

.

USWITUSQAQ’S DREAM

Published by the Alutiiq Museum & Archaeological Repository

Copyright © 2011 Alutiiq Museum & Archaeological Repository

215 Mission Road, Suite 101

Kodiak, AK 99615

http://www.alutiiqmuseum.org

Author: Pattie Leighton

Printed in the United States

ISBN 13: 978-1-929650-06-4

(Paperback), 978-1-929650-16-3 (eBook)

The paper used in this publication meets the minimum requirements for

American National Standard for Information Services – Permanence of

Paper for Printed Library Materials.

Cover Art by Sara Squartsoff

Graphic Design by Janelle Peterson

Acknowledgements

:

Generous financial assistance from the Alutiiq Heritage

Foundation and the Alaska Humanities Forum supported the publication of this book.

Members of the Qik’rtarmiut Alutiit Regional Language Advisory Committee and the

Kodiak Island Borough School District’s Native Education Curriculum Commit-tee

reviewed the publication and provided helpful comments.

Fluent speakers from the

Alutiiq Language Club contributed Alutiiq terms for the story.

Local scientist and

educator Stacy Studebaker provided species information. Members of the Alutiiq Mu-

seum’s staff assisted with grant writing, chapter graphics, proof reading, editing, review,

and project management.

Special thanks to the museum’s education coordinator,

Sara Squartsoff, for her original oil painting of the sea otters that provides the cover

art for this book.

Similarly, we recognize April Laktonen Counceller for assisting with

Alutiiq Language terms, providing cultural and natural history information, and shep-

herding the manuscript to publication.

The songs shared in this book were transcribed

by Alutiiq Museum staff and sung by Phyllis Peterson of Akhiok during Alutiiq Week

2003.

Quyanaasinaq

, we thank you all most sincerely.

Image Credits

:

The Alutiiq artwork illustrating each chapter comes from the

following sources.

Introduction: sea otter pictographs from Kachemak Bay.

Chapter 3:

painting of kayaks from a box panel, Karluk One collection, courtesy Koniag, Inc.

Chapters 5 & 12: paintings from Alutiiq artifacts, Tavastehus Gymnasium collection,

Finland. Chapter 9: painting on an Alutiiq paddle, British Museum collections.

The

remaining images are from the Cape Alitak petroglyphs, courtesy Akhiok-Kaguyak, Inc.











[image: page03]

.

3

.

Introduction

– page 4

Chapter 1

– page 5

Chapter 2

– page 9

Chapter 3

– page 11

Chapter 4

– page 18

Chapter 5

– page 24

Chapter 6

– page 30

Chapter 7

– page 36

Chapter 8

– page 41

Chapter 9

– page 47

Chapter 10

– page 52

Chapter 11

– page 58

Chapter 12

– page 63

Chapter 13

– page 69

Chapter 14

– page 76

Glossary

– page 83

About the Author

– page 85

table

of

contents











[image: page04]

.

4

.

T

his is a story about imaginary people and an imaginary

place, inspired by Kodiak Island in Alaska and the Native

Alutiiq people.

The story is set in the nineteenth century when the

arhnat

(sea otters:

Enhydra lutris

), meaning in Greek “otter in the water,”

were thought to have been exterminated by hunters seeking their

valuable furs.

The boy Tanqiq has been sent on a mission by Uswitusqaq,

the wise old man of his village.

The old man Uswitusqaq has a dream about some surviv-

ing

arhnat

—sea otters—hidden in a remote

bay. He remembers how important the

arhnat

were to the people of his village.

It is summer time and Tanqiq is accom-

panied by his reluctant younger brother

Kuukuuwak, or Kuuku for short.

introduction

u

switusqaq

’

s

d

ream

arhnat

sea otters

(plural)

A

LUTIIQ

G

LOSSARY











[image: page05]

.

5

.

T

he two boys knelt in their rocking kayak. They were floating at

the entrance of a dark tunnel that disappeared through a high

rocky ridge at one end of a wide bay.

“We’ll go now,” shouted Kuuku.

“Not yet. Wait.” Tanqiq held up his hand. “It won’t be long. Hold

steady and be ready.”

His brother Kuuku dipped his paddle in the water.

“Not yet, I said. Steady the

qayaq

.” Tanqiq

scowled at his younger brother. He flicked a

splash of icy cold water in the direction of

Kuuku.

Tanqiq knew they must watch and wait

until the water was deep enough for them to

pass safely through the gap with the incom-

ing high tide behind them, but they must be

through before the water became too deep,

rapid and dangerous.

They had paddled for many days since

they left their cozy home camp on the far

side of this large island. The lightweight kayak,

constructed from skins stretched tightly over a

chapter

1

kum’agyak

eagle

nuya’it

sea grass kelp

(plural)

qayaq

kayak

quyanaa

thank you
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wooden frame, had explored coves and reefs, river mouths and rugged

cliffs.

It had battled the weather and moods of the ocean before it

reached this strange, steep rock wall.

Tanqiq felt a surge of excitement as he noticed the large bald

eagle perched on the crest of the ridge. This eagle had drifted back

and forth in the sky above them each day on their long adventurous

journey. It was so handsome with its large white face and neck, huge

curved yellow beak, and those big yellow eyes.

“We’re waiting for you to show us,

kum’agyak

,” he whispered.

Was this really the place of Uswitusqaq’s dream? Was this a

picture that floated in people’s thoughts but was never mentioned in

their words?

The eagle watched.

The boys waited.

Suddenly the eagle ruffled its feathers and glared at the two boys

sitting in their kayak near the small opening to the tunnel.

The eagle’s outstretched wings suddenly caught the wind as it

lifted over the high ridge between the hidden inlet and the open bay.

The big raptor swooped down towards the small kayak, as if diving to

catch a fish.

Kuuku screamed and ducked.

The bird curved swiftly upwards just before it reached the boys,

rose up over the high sea wall, and disappeared over the other side.

“It’s time to go!” cried Tanqiq.

Kuuku struggled up and grabbed his paddle. Tanqiq was already

dipping his paddle evenly in the water.

The tunnel entrance looked dark and frightening as they

approached it. The water swirled into it through a deep, swift channel.

The boys hesitated once more.
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Kuuku clutched his paddle tightly. “Let’s wait!”

Tanqiq replied softly, “No. The

qayaq

will go.” He urged it forwards.

It was immediately caught in the strong current and propelled into the

darkness.

“Pull up your paddle, Kuuku, and hold tight.”

Tanqiq kept his paddle in the water and deftly steered the fragile

craft away from the rock walls as they were thrust forward.

Kuuku pulled in his paddle, put his head on his knees, and shut

his eyes tightly.

He moaned to himself as he rocked back and forth.

“Where are we going? Take me home. I hate this place!”

There was a gleam far ahead that faintly illuminated the water

and walls. The surging water dragged them towards the faint glow.

The tunnel was cold and dank and smelt of salty seaweed and

dead fish. Tanqiq’s ears were filled with the sounds of the water

lapping, slapping, and swishing. The sound echoed off the rock walls

and he became aware that it was not a fierce noise. It was like a song

with rhythm and hope, and his body and paddle became instruments

in the music of the water tunnel.

Swish, splash, swish, splash.

The light ahead gradually grew brighter and a flow of fresh air

brushed his face.

Swish, splash, swish, splash, swirl! With a tumble of wavelets the

kayak burst out of the tunnel and spun sideways into calm, shallow

water.

Kuuku slowly raised his head and blinked in the bright sunlight.

“What is it? Where are we now?”

Tanqiq sat tall with his paddle balanced on the

qayaq

. They

floated in a small, protected inlet. Snow-capped mountains in the

background gleamed gold in the sun.
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Tanqiq gazed about him. “I have never seen anywhere so beauti-

ful. This must be the place of Uswitusqaq’s dream. Look at the shiny

nuya’it

.”

Tanqiq pointed over the turquoise glassy water to where an

underwater field of kelp swayed this way and back again.

Wary white seagulls, their yellow beaks tipped with bright red,

flapped and fluttered around them. Their curious screeches disturbed

the quietness of the place. They settled in the water and stared at the

boys.

Kuuku spoke in a hoarse whisper. “Where are we? Why did we go

through that tunnel to this strange place?”

Tanqiq did not reply. His hand went to a cord hanging around

his neck. He could feel something hard and small, partly smooth and

partly sharp.

“What happens now? I’m hungry.” Kuuku whacked his paddle on

the surface of the water, sending up a spray of droplets.

“Let’s go ashore on that little beach over there,” suggested

Tanqiq. “We need to find water.”

They dipped their paddles and slipped through the placid wave-

lets until they reached a beach covered with smooth rounded black

and grey slate pebbles, some with a band of white quartz.

Tanqiq lifted his eyes. The eagle was there, almost motionless,

just a speck against the blue. The dot in the sky faded and soon disap-

peared in the far distance.

“

Q

uyanaa

kum’agyak

. You guided us so well.” Tanqiq murmured a

thank you.

Kuuku turned around. “What did you say?”

“We have arrived.”
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T

anqiq remembered the long, dark winter night when he had

received his instructions for this journey.

“You will travel many days and cross wide stretches of water

when the summer season arrives. You and your brother Kuuku will

find this place of my dream.”

The wise old man Uswitusqaq had given

this message to Tanqiq on a long, dark, winter

night by the light of the flickering fire. Shad-

ows hovered around the

ciqlluaq

sod house and

the smoke from the

kenirwik

wafted through a

propped-open gap in the roof. The boy Tanqiq

shivered with excitement as he waited for his

instructions.

The old man waved his arms to indicate the

open sea and the sky above. “During the days

of long light you will follow the messages of the

imaq

and the

qilak

. They will take you there. You

will discover the

arhnat

.” His head nodded and

sank to his chest.

Tanqiq quietly waited for further informa-

tion and guidance, but that was all. Old man

Uswitusqaq was asleep.

chapter

2

arhnat

sea otters

(plural)

ciqlluaq

traditional

sod house

imaq

ocean

kenirwik

hearth, literally

“cooking place”

qilak

sky
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Tanqiq hugged his knees tightly as he wondered at the old man’s

words. He sat there for a long time, and his head filled with dreams of

the adventure that lay ahead during the summer months.

It was an important task. Why had he been chosen? Was he

strong and brave enough?

There would be a long sea journey to an unknown place on the

far side of their large island. Would they be able to find fresh food each

night and shelter from storms? What were these

arhnat

and why were

they so special? His younger brother Kuuku was too young to be of

much help.

He stared into the orange coals of the fire and his face reflected

the flames and the pictures that danced through his mind.

Many people laughed at the stories of the old man, but Tanqiq

loved his tales and often sat spellbound beside him. Uswitusqaq spoke

of other forgotten times, of unknown places and different people.

But on that special night Tanqiq did not need a story. His head

was filled with thoughts of his journey and soon he slept peacefully,

curled up beside the old man.

Above the cozy

ciqlluaq

the stars of the northern skies twinkled

like jewels. The northern lights danced across the dark heavens, and

gleams of milky green and white light weaved and beckoned.
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T

he two weary boys dragged the kayak high above the beach.

Their journey had been long and tiring.

“My legs feel stiff and wobbly,” Kuuku complained.

“They’ll soon loosen up.” Tanqiq slapped at his thighs and

calves and swung his arms back and forth. “Come for a run.” They set

off along the beach at a slow jog.

When they returned, Tanqiq gathered up

the bundles of food, clothing, and blankets from

the bottom of the kayak.

“Fasten the paddles to the

qayaq

while I

unload it.”

Both boys took off their brimmed hats.

They were very proud of these hats, which were

woven from spruce roots and presented to them

by the women of their village. One day when they

were experienced hunters, their hats would be

adorned with carvings, shells, and other beauti-

ful decorations.

Kuuku carried the two wooden paddles up

to the kayak. He noticed a small stream gurgling

chapter

3

arhnaq

sea otter

kum’agyak

eagle

napaq

spruce tree

pinguaq

bead or talisman

qayaq

kayak

A

LUTIIQ
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through the pebbles.

“I’ve found some water.” He splashed his way to where the water

was fresh and sweet and then scooped up handfuls to slap on his face

and swallow in thirsty gulps.

Tanqiq came running and ducked just in time as Kuuku tossed a

handful of water at him.

“Same to you,” shouted Tanqiq as he kicked a spray of water

back.

A small waterfall tumbled over the rocks further up the ridge.

“Look at those salmonberries up there! Let’s collect some.”

Both boys were very hungry and quickly picked the red and

purple berries. “Mmm, they are so juicy.”

They returned to the beach and Tanqiq slumped back against a

huge spruce log. “This

napaq

must have been washed up and stranded

in a big storm.”

Tanqiq was the taller of the two dark-skinned brothers. He

scratched his long, tangled dark hair and fingered his small earring

made from a shell. He yawned.

Kuuku was shorter but had strong arms and legs. He wore a

tiny colored bead in his ear. Their girlfriends at home had given the

earrings to the boys at their farewell.

The boys looked forward to the time when they became impor-

tant men of their village and would have line patterns tattooed on

their faces and chests. They would be permitted to wear more jewelry

on their lips, ears, around their necks, and on their belts.

“How long do you think it has taken us to get here?” Kuuku

asked.

“Ten days and a bit more.” Tanqiq kept a careful check on the
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days. It was difficult in the summer months when there was only an

hour or two of darkness.

“Let’s go home. I think we’ve come far enough.”

“But we’ve only just begun.”

“Begun what? This was supposed to be a big adventure.” Kuuku

kicked at the round flat stones on the beach. “It’s just been hard work

going nowhere.” He picked up a round flat stone and sent it skimming

across the water for four, five, six jumps before it sank.

Tanqiq did not reply.

“Well I’m tired of it. I’m always hungry and we hardly ever sleep.

What for? I’m going back to our home village!” Kuuku stalked away.

Tanqiq had curled up beside the log on the warm pebbles and

was already drifting off to sleep.

Kuuku shrugged his shoulders and scowled at the sun. He put

his hands behind his head and sat on a large rock to gaze out over

the water towards the rock ridge and the tunnel that led back home.

Something caught his eye in the water, but the sun dazzled him and

he couldn’t pick it out again.

His head nodded and soon he was curled up against the rock,

fast asleep.

Some time later Tanqiq stirred. The tide had receded. The beach

looked quite different.

A dream… he tried to remember. His dream had taken him back

home to Uswitusqaq. It was during the cold winter when the old man

first mentioned this journey. It was the time of long dark nights, stars,

and the dancing lights of the aurora. For many nights the old man sat

and carefully whittled away at a soft piece of driftwood. Finally he

put away his carving tool and gently hung it on a thin cord around
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Tanqiq’s neck. “This is your

pinguaq

.”

Tanqiq shivered. His hand felt again for the precious charm.

As he stood up he noticed wet scuffle marks on the rocks. He

followed them down to the water’s edge with excitement and gazed

across the small inlet. What had made the strange marks? The breeze

had increased and created wavelets with whitecaps. He could see

nothing out there.

His stomach rumbled and he noticed some empty colored limpet

shells on the shore.

He waded around the rocks armed with a sharp stone. His fingers

pried for the familiar small shellfish. He gathered two handfuls and

carried them back to where Kuuku was still asleep.

Kuuku soon awoke. “We will steam some of these later,” said

Tanqiq. “We have had a visitor. Come and look.”

Both boys scrambled about on the beach as they read the trail

of prints.

“I’ve never seen marks like these before,” exclaimed Kuuku. He

crawled on his hands and knees. “They’ve come out of the water!”

They peered out over the inlet, but the wavelets were bigger as

the tide turned again.

Clouds had gathered overhead and the circle of snowcapped

mountains had disappeared under their canopy.

“Help to pull the

qayaq

higher up the beach,” said Tanqiq. They

heaved their precious craft and paddles above the high tide level.

“I don’t know why we are here in this strange place. When this

storm is over we will head for home. You’re crazy!” But there was a

small question in Kuuku’s voice.

“Come and gather some branches to make a shelter,” suggested
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Tanqiq. “Rain is coming.”

They found a slight hollow in the ridge behind the beach and

gathered branches to pile at its entrance before they crawled inside.

It was cozy and dry when the storm rolled across the bay and the rain

began to fall.

“I want to show you something.” Tanqiq’s hand closed around

his small carving. “Uswitusqaq gave me this

pinguaq

.” He lifted it over

his head and held out the beautiful small wooden carving in a hand

that was roughened after many days of paddling in the ocean.

“What is this little thing?” asked Kuuku. He turned the carving

around, trying to discover which was the top and bottom.

Tanqiq took it back from him and held it horizontally. “It is lying

on its back with its head up. There is a flat tail and flat hind feet, and

here are front paws that reach up. And look: there are its two small

eyes.”

Kuuku laughed. “Nothing looks like that!”

Tanqiq turned the carving on its back and hummed a little tune

as he rocked it back and forth.

“Uswitusqaq saw it, a long time ago. He said it was a beautiful

small sea animal called

arhnaq

. It has been lost from our island since

he was a young man.”

“It doesn’t look beautiful to me!” Kuuku guffawed.

“Shush and I will tell you Uswitusqaq’s story.”

Kuuku rolled his eyes.

Tanqiq began the story in a soft singsong voice:

Arhnaq, this animal of the sea, was our friend, our brother, our sister, our

spirit. Without this friend our people are missing a part of their life, a precious

part of themselves. Many years ago the strange men came in big boats with wings
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flying in the wind. They asked our people to catch all these animals of the sea

for them so they could sell them to be used for many beautiful fur coats. Our

people said no, they belong to us. The strangers bullied, but still our people said

no. The strangers kept on bullying and forced the old men and children to gather

seagull eggs from the cliffs for the strangers to eat. Our men had no choice. The

animals were easy to catch because they were our friends. Soon there were only

a few animals left in the sea. And then there were no more.

Tanqiq’s voice fell when he reached the end. He slowly put the

carving behind his back.

“No one believes Uswitusqaq.” Kuuku laughed and dived to

grab the small wooden carving but Tanqiq gave him a strong shove

backwards. The boys rolled and wrestled in the small shelter and the

carving became buried in the sandy soil.

Tanqiq pinned Kuuku on his back. Both boys panted. Kuuku’s

eyes were laughing. Tanqiq’s eyes were grey and serious.

“I do believe Uswitusqaq. He had a dream of a special place

where these strange sea creatures are still alive. The

kum’agyak

brought us here to this place. We are going to find them, Kuuku. We

were chosen for this task. We are not going home until we do.”

He let Kuuku go, turned away, and searched the soil for the

carving.

“Here’s your

pinguaq

,” said Kuuku. He tossed it across to Tanqiq.

“It is a crazy story and we are going home tomorrow. Who cares

about Uswitusqaq’s story animals anyway? I wish I hadn’t come on

this trip.”

The rain had stopped. Tanqiq wriggled out of the shelter, walked

up along the edge of the stream, and disappeared in the dense foli-

age.
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Kuuku waited a while and when his brother did not reappear he

crawled out onto the beach. He collected some of the black and white

stones of all shapes and sizes and began to make a pattern of them

in the coarse grey sand. This was what he loved most: making pictures

and patterns.

He thought of home and his family and friends and especially his

girlfriend Kiak, whose name was the same as the sunny months of the

year. He wanted to be near them again. He wanted nice food cooked

by his mother on the fire. He wanted to play games, dance, laugh, and

joke. He didn’t want to be serious like Tanqiq with his strange story.

As his mind wandered both hands continued arranging the

stones. Eventually he went to look for Tanqiq.

He left behind him on the beach a simple picture, the same

shape as the carving.

The beach was empty once again. The wind and waves were

easing. A strange sound floated across the bay.

Tap! Tap! Tap!

Tap! Tap! Crack!
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K

uuku found Tanqiq sitting beside the stream. They explored

.

along the stream that meandered down from the snowcapped

mountains. There were many familiar plants, as well as a rare white

flower with purplish-brown splotches, and another low-lying one with

clumps of shiny red berries.

“No, not that one.” Tanqiq brushed the berries out of Kuuku’s

hand as he raised some to his mouth. “Take care. Try the salmonber-

ries over here that we know.”

Eventually their path was blocked by a tall

thorny plant with enormous, prickly, bright-green

leaves and bright red berries. They decided it was

time to retrace their steps down to the beach far

below.

Tanqiq waded out into the clear shallow

water around the rocks.

“Look, here are some

qapilat

. Help me

knock some off the rocks.”

They splashed back to shore with the blue-

shelled mollusks.

Kuuku collected some dry sticks while

chapter

4

akutaq

a dessert made

of berries and fat

Kuukuwak

name for baby or

favorite child

nasqulut

bull kelp (plural)

qapilat

mussels (plural)

A

LUTIIQ

G

LOSSARY











[image: page19]

.

19

.

Tanqiq went to their stores and fetched a small copper pot and a

flint stone to make a spark. Soon the shellfish were steaming over a

small fire. It was so good to pop the steamed mussels in their mouths,

letting the tasty seafood warm their bellies.

After their feast they drank from the bubbly stream and crawled

into their shelter for the night.

“What’s that?” Tanqiq exclaimed as they stepped out into the

morning light.

“That noise is just like the sound we made with our rocks and

shells, and it’s coming from over there.” Kuuku pointed out over the

inlet. “This place is spooky! Someone is out there!”

The boys sat on the rocks and listened.

Tap! Tap! Tap!

Tanqiq’s eyes squinted as he looked out across the water. “Let’s

go and find out.” He leapt up and ran to collect the kayak and dragged

it down the beach.

Kuuku remained sitting on the sand. “I’m not going out there,”

he yelled back.

“Well I’m going anyway. You can stay here on your own.” Tanqiq

pushed out into the lapping waves and leapt in.

“You might not come back. Wait for me.” Kuuku scuttled down

the beach and waded out. He sprawled in, almost upsetting the narrow

craft, and grabbed his paddle. “It will be your fault if we never get

home again!”

The flimsy kayak righted itself and soon both boys were paddling.

Kuuku’s paddle was going in all directions out of rhythm. “I hate you,

Tanqiq,” he hissed. “We are supposed to be going home. Stop splash-

ing me, you cranky raven!” They zigzagged out to the middle of the
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inlet.

“Stop.” Tanqiq put his hand up.

They sat very still and listened. There was nothing. Then from far

away across the bay they heard it again. Tap! Tap! Tap!

“Come on. It’s over there near all that thick

nasqulut

.” Tanqiq

pointed towards the kelp with large bulbs floating on the end of its

long fronds. He dipped his paddle in deeply. White gulls swooped

around them.

“Go away, you gulls.” Kuuku splashed water at them.

The tide was receding and the water was rapidly becoming shal-

low. Suddenly they found themselves surrounded by a thick tangle of

kelp. Their paddles became entangled and they swung sideways as the

strong seaweed swirled and trapped them.

The boys reversed their paddle strokes and backed away, but

more fronds encircled behind them. The gulls screeched “Squark!

Squee!”

They dug their paddles in faster and deeper, but it had no effect

on the barrier of leathery straps. They both panted with frustration.

“We are not going anywhere, so pull in your paddle. The

nasqulut

are too thick.” Tanqiq laid down his paddle. He dropped his head and

breathed in deeply.

Kuuku was whacking his paddle at the fronds, his face screwed

up with anger and fear.

Tanqiq leaned over, grabbed the paddle, and put his hand on his

brother’s shoulder. “It’s hopeless, so stop that and save your energy.

We won’t have long to wait for the tide to turn and it will be easier

then.”

The sound across the water was forgotten. They only wanted to
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return to the safety of the beach. Kuuku turned and glowered at his

brother. “You are crazy!” The gulls seemed to screech in agreement.

The tide turned so slowly. There was nothing to look at and no

sound except the persistent swish of the kelp all around them. They

sat and twirled around in a tangled whirlpool of water and weed.

For the first time since leaving home, Tanqiq began to ques-

tion himself. Are we in the right place? Why are we really here? Have I

failed? Should I take my brother home? He held his head in his hands

as doubts flowed around him in their water prison.

Something made him lift his head. Far above in the clear sky

above them was the eagle, almost motionless.

Tanqiq gazed at the familiar sight and gradually his courage

returned. He soon felt the flow of the tide surging under them. It

steadily poured a large volume of sea water through the underground

channels and the open tunnel of the rock wall and into the inlet.

Deeper water began to cover the banks of kelp.

The boys carefully eased the kayak over and around the kelp,

sometimes making long detours as they made their way slowly back

to the beach.

Neither of them uttered a word. The gulls had disappeared, and

all their concentration was aimed at reaching the shore.

As they scraped onto the familiar rock, the eagle soared up and

away.

Kuuku sat on a rock with his back to Tanqiq.

For the first time Kuuku’s pebble picture on the beach caught

Tanqiq’s eye. He smiled to himself and his hand sought the carving

hanging on his necklace.

He shuffled over and ruffled Kuuku’s stiff, salty hair. “I told you a
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story this morning. Now it is your turn to tell me one.”

Kuuku roughly pushed the hand off his head.

“Mine will be better

than yours.” He turned around and grinned.

His hands sifted through the coarse sand and pebbles of the

beach and skillfully arranged hills and valleys. Small pieces of drift-

wood became dwellings; stones were used for boats; leaves and twigs

became people. Treasured red, amber, and blue colored beads from

his jacket pocket were used for decoration and color. He talked about

their village far away, of their family and friends. He described them

in turn and mimicked their way of talking. He sang favorite songs

and moved the objects around as he related the day-to-day family

activities, their fishing and hunting, their celebrations and feasts and

games.

“We will sing my song,” he laughed.

Taatankuk Maama-llu alutakun akullutek

Dad and Mom made

akutaq

in a bowl

Kuukuuwak tailuni

Then

Kuukuuwak

came in

Akutallraq alungluku

And licked up all the

akutaq

Hee-Hee-Hee, alutakun akullutek!

Hee-Hee-Hee

akutak

in a bowl!

“Ha ha,” Tanqiq giggled. “Silly

Kuukuuwak

. We know now why you
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are called Kuuku.”

“I would like to eat a bowl of

akutaq

ice cream right now made

from our berries, but we have no seal oil and no ice to freeze it!”

Kuuku laughed back.

The thoughts of both boys drifted far away to their home and

family. They sat in friendly silence as the light faded.

Wavelets soon lapped at the edges of the shapes and figures,

and Kuuku retrieved his precious beads before his story picture was

washed away.

The brothers stood together and crept up to their shelter behind

the ridge. They gathered some extra branches and curled inside where

it was dry and munched on some of the dried food they had brought

with them on their long journey.

The water of the inlet became smooth and the snowcaps on the

mountains glowed in the distance.

A brown speck moved along the far end of the beach. A bear

searched for food scraps as its cub frisked about the water’s edge.

Much later, far out over the inlet, the tapping noise started

again.

Tap! Tap! Tap!

Kuuku rolled a little closer to Tanqiq.
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T

anqiq and Kuuku awoke to the sound of

buffeting wind. “Oohoo, listen to the strong

aqllaq

!” Tanqiq said.

They peered out of their small, fragile

shelter and were amazed at the change in the

outside scene. White-topped waves curled and

crashed on the shore. Strong gusts whipped up

the sand and whistled through the surrounding

bushes.

“We’d better move higher up the hill and

find some more branches,” suggested Tanqiq.

Kuuku looked up at the threatening clouds

rolling in over the mountains and huddled down

again. “Let’s stay until it blows over.”

“It hasn’t arrived yet,” said Tanqiq. “That is

very heavy

qiteq

on the way. We won’t stay dry

here. The

qayaq

will need to be shifted up the

slope. Are the paddles safe?”

He pulled on his waterproof

kanaglluk

, made

from the intestines of a sea lion. It reached his

knees and the long sleeves and hood could be
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tightened. “Come on. There is not much time.” He handed Kuuku his

kanaglluk

.

Kuuku reluctantly wriggled out of the shelter, dragged on his

protective jacket, and followed Tanqiq into the wind. Their eyes were

screwed up against the driving sand and spray.

They lashed the paddles to the deck, each took an end of the

precious kayak that would take them home one day, and they upturned

it high on the slope behind a hedge of thick bushes. Clothes and

bedding were stored under it. Their dried food supply was wrapped

securely and hung from a high branch on a nearby spruce tree.

“Help here,” shouted Tanqiq. The gale snatched his words but

Kuuku went straight across and helped to gather up the branches of

their fragile shelter. They staggered up the hill, half dragging and half

carrying the spiky boughs.

During their exploration up the stream the previous day they

had noticed a small rock cave. They heaved the branches up the slope

until they reached the entrance to the cave.

“Hooo,” puffed Tanqiq. “We need to weave them across the

entrance.”

The black clouds rolled above them as they tumbled into the

cave.

“Just in time. The

qiteq

is here!” gasped Tanqiq as the storm front

arrived and heavy rain created a thick curtain of heavy droplets. The

little stream gushed strongly onto the beach in a flurry of bubbles.

Tanqiq and Kuuku huddled in the small, dark space of the cave

and listened to the storm. There were many thumps, taps, hisses, and

swishes.

The wind made a low moaning sound as it blew into the little
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cave and blew through a tiny crack at the back.

“I’m glad we’re not out on the water right now,” exclaimed

Kuuku.

His brother nodded as he tried to peer out between the branches

and survey the storm. All he could see was a curtain of rain. “

Qiteq

,

more

qiteq

.”

“I’m hungry,” griped Kuuku.

“Off you go and find something,” teased Tanqiq. “Let’s see who

can draw the best picture.”

Kuuku smoothed a patch on the sandy floor of the cave.

“Oohoo, oohee.” Both boys joined in the crooning song of the

wind in the cave and laughed at the weird sound.

“Why are we here?” Kuuku suddenly demanded.

“You know why.” Tanqiq reached for the cord around his neck

and brought out the little carving.

“All this trouble just for that silly little bit of wood.” Kuuku

punched at the sand. “You are as crazy as old Uswitusqaq. We’re going

to end up wet, cold and starving when we could be back home with

plenty of food and friends and fun.”

Tanqiq looked at his brother. “Do you want to be special or not?”

he asked. “Uswitusqaq chose us for this special task. We are doing

this for our family and friends. We must not give up. This is our special

test.”

“I don’t need to be tested,” Kuuku cried.

“We must keep on trying for Uswitusqaq and this little

arhnaq

.”

Tanqiq held up the sea otter carving.

As Kuuku screwed up his face they heard a sudden disturbance

outside above the noise of the storm.
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The boughs at the entrance to the cave began to shake.

Kuuku and Tanqiq sat very still and stared in amazement.

A huge brown paw with long dirty claws poked through. There

was a snuffle and a wheeze.

“Crouch right down,” hissed Tanqiq, “and don’t move.”

The two boys curled forwards and dropped their heads between

their legs.

The slobbery noise grew louder and the logs and branches at the

entrance to the shelter were thrown aside.

“

Taquka’aq

! Do something,” gasped Kuuku.

“Quiet,” hissed Tanqiq.

The rustling of the branches stopped, but the heavy breathing

continued. Kuuku held his breath.

Tanqiq waited.

The heavy snoring slowed.

Tanqiq carefully moved his head sideways and peered towards

the noise.

There was a brown mother bear, saliva dribbling from her mouth,

with her young cub alongside. They sought their usual storm shelter,

but something was not right!

The large bear stared into the gloom. Her hair was soaked with

rain. She shook herself and droplets scattered into the cave.

Kuuku suddenly held his nose but it did no good and he let out

a muffled sneeze.

The huge bear gave a rumbling roar as she spied the two boys.

She reared up and her small bloodshot eyes peered closely at them.

Her enormous mouth gaped open with a rasp and displayed long

brown teeth and a bluish pink tongue. She took three steps forward
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and the boys could smell the dankness of her hair and heavy breath.

She seemed to fill the cave.

Suddenly Tanqiq leapt up, put his arms out sideways, and began

to wave them vigorously.

He called out in a strangled voice “Hello,

taquka’aq

. I am Tanqiq

and this is Kuuku and we have been sent by Uswitusqaq. We are sorry

to have taken your cave. We did not know it was your shelter.” His arms

flapped up and down.

The female bear stared and growled in shock. She stood motion-

less for a long moment and then took another step forward.

The wet, bedraggled little cub suddenly took a leap sideways and

disappeared. The adult bear shook her head back and forth. Slowly,

slowly, she went down on all fours, and with a final defiant grunt she

turned and ambled away into the wind and rain.

Kuuku finally raised his head and saw Tanqiq’s pale face. He was

standing stiffly as if frozen with his arms stuck out sideways and his

head upright.

Kuuku reached out and touched him and he slowly lowered his

arms and slumped to the ground. Kuuku put his arms around his big

brother as he began to shake uncontrollably.

“This . . . this is her cave. We have butted into their shelter,”

stammered Tanqiq. “We . . . we need to find somewhere else and leave

this for her and the cub. We will move when the

qiteq

stops. She won’t

return tonight.” The boys sat close and rocked together.

Finally Kuuku murmured in a soft voice, “This adventure is crazy,

but I will help you, Tanqiq. You’ve just proved to me that you are brave.

I know now why Uswitusqaq chose you.” Kuuku gently rubbed his

brother’s shoulders.
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The rain poured down. The wind howled and moaned louder

through the opened cave. The boys huddled together.

Much later the rain began to ease. Through the gap they watched

the clouds move across to the other side of the inlet. Blue sky crept in

over the mountains.

Soon the dripping leaves gleamed in the sun and the white-

topped waves disappeared. The boys could still see the storm in the

distance like a moving grey sheet.

“Come on,” urged Kuuku. “We need to find ourselves another

shelter and check the

qayaq

. I’m very hungry. I want something to

eat.”

Tanqiq’s legs wobbled under him as he stepped outside and

viewed the fresh world, bathed by the rain.

He was relieved to follow his younger brother’s lead. The two

boys scrambled down to check the kayak and find food. Kuuku went

quickly down to the water’s edge.

“I have found some

uutut

.” He held up some sea urchins, a broad

grin all over his face. The soft orange eggs inside were a favorite

treat.

Tanqiq stood motionless on the edge of the beach. Silhouetted

against the clear blue sky behind the storm was a speck, wings held

wide by the wind. He gazed upwards. Steadily his confidence returned

and he looked out over the water, now so beautiful and calm.

“Let’s eat,” he called.
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A

h, that was good!” Kuuku patted his stomach. “Do you want to

.

explore along the beach?”

The boys were reluctant to launch the kayak in case the storm

returned to their end of the inlet. They knew the weather might change

and quickly the bay could become a mass of

heaving waves and wild currents.

“I’ll beat you to the brown rock at the end

of the beach!” challenged Kuuku.

“No you won’t!” Tanqiq called back.

They were glad to stretch their legs after

being confined in the cramped cave during the

storm.

The pebbles were smooth and the soles

of their bare feet were tough. There was a wide

band of firm grey sand between the tide levels to

race on and the tide was down.

This was how they always moved about on

land. Their strong legs were swift and able to run

fast over a long distance. Tanqiq’s legs were still

strangely wobbly after his encounter with the

bear, and Kuuku slowly drew ahead.
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Seagulls strutted, bickered, and chased each other at the edge

of the water. They flapped out of the way and landed again behind the

boys.

Tanqiq noticed Kuuku suddenly hesitate, slow down, and stop as

he approached the far end of the beach and his immediate thought

was

taquka’aq

.

But there was no bear. Kuuku beckoned frantically and crouched

over something small on the sand. As Tanqiq approached he could

hear a plaintive piping wail.

“What have you got there?” he panted.

Kuuku grabbed his arm and pointed. There was a pathetic ball of

beautiful fur, cream in color, almost like dandelion fluff, lying on the

sand. Two bright black eyes peeped out.

Tanqiq carefully put out his hand, touched the little creature,

then gently stroked it. Slowly he inspected the long flattened tail,

flipper-like hind feet, and long whiskers. Kuuku watched him and his

hand reached out to feel the incredibly soft bundle of fur.

“Is . . . is this what we are looking for?” he whispered. “It’s so

beautiful and so tiny.”

Tanqiq slowly nodded his head. He felt tears coming to his eyes

and quickly blinked them away. “Uswitusqaq’s dream was right. It is

an

arhnaq

.”

The very frightened, helpless animal took quick, short breaths. It

let out another of its high-pitched cries.

“It is a baby boy

arhnaq

and it has been washed ashore in the

storm. Sad little

carliaq

.” Tanqiq murmured gently. “We’ll put him back

in the water so he can find his mother.”

He held the baby sea otter in both hands and carefully placed it

in the shallow water. It wriggled and desperately tried to swim.











[image: page32]

.

32

.

Kuuku pointed. “He has a damaged back flipper and can’t swim,

poor thing.”

The tiny body looked so streamlined in the water but it flopped

about in helpless circles. Two bright eyes continually watched the

boys.

“We can’t leave him like that,” said Tanqiq.

“Try him on his back,” said Kuuku. They gently turned him over.

The two boys knelt and watched the futile attempts of the little

otter to move himself through the water. He floated well but was

unable to control his movement, and the wavelets soon washed him

ashore again.

Tanqiq put both hands out, gathered up the dripping, floppy

bundle, and hugged it softly against his chest. The tiny creature curled

itself against his warmth.

Kuuku drew closer and placed his hand over the wet, round ball.

Tanqiq carefully passed it to him and he drew it onto his lap.

“The storm has damaged the leg and separated him from his

mother and friends,” Tanqiq murmured.

“He must be very hungry,” whispered Kuuku as his fingers

massaged the shivering body.

“If we leave him here he will die. We must take him back to our

end of the beach and then decide what to we will do with him.” Tanqiq

stood up.

They slowly retraced their steps and took turns to carry him and

carefully avoided jerks that could cause pain in the leg. He curled up

tightly and tucked his fore feet over his ears. Two eyes peered out at

the boys. He was very quiet.

When they finally reached their corner of the beach they sat

down on a large rock. The sun was bright and warm. The little otter
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had fallen asleep in Tanqiq’s arms.

“The

macaq

is warm and has dried his beautiful fur,” Kuuku said.

The wet shape had turned into a ball of fluff again in the warm sun.

“Let’s try and feed him some

qapilat

when he awakens—just little

pieces.”

Kuuku scrambled around the water’s edge and pried some small

mussels off the rocks. He banged them with a rock, scooped out the

soft flesh, and carried it over to where his brother was sitting.

The whiskers suddenly twitched and the little body wriggled and

squirmed. “I think he can smell the food,” laughed Kuuku.

He put some mussel meat on the tip of a finger and poked it

at the little face. There were more squirms and snuffles and the little

head disappeared deep into Tanqiq’s lap.

“That didn’t help,” said Tanqiq. “Wait and I’ll put him on the

ground.”

He lowered the little sea otter onto the sand and they tried to

offer it the shellfish again. There was a frantic scratching as sand was

thrown over their hands and the food and the ball of fur became a

mound of sand!

“It’s no good,” Kuuku sighed. “He won’t eat—he is too fright-

ened.”

“Bring him over here.” Tanqiq called from a tiny pool of shallow

water at the fringe of the high-tide mark.

Kuuku carried him across to the pool. He splashed and kicked

and as he did so Tanqiq tossed some morsels into the water. He drew

Kuuku away behind a rock and they watched from a distance. The

baby otter stopped kicking and splashing and rolled onto his back and

combed his long hairs with front paws. The pool was shallow and he

didn’t need to use the injured back leg to keep afloat.
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The pool was fed gently by the high-tide waves and was surround-

ed by a rock shelf that created a wall around the pool.

“Did you see that?” chuckled Kuuku. Suddenly some of the float-

ing scraps of shellfish were grabbed in the front paws and stuffed into

his mouth.

“I’m afraid he may still need his mother’s milk, and we can’t

supply that.” Tanqiq was worried.

They kept out of sight for a while longer. As they approached

the pool again there was a hopeless, frantic attempt to dive under the

shallow water and escape.

“I think we need to leave him in the pool on his own for a while.

The shallow water is very warm. We’ll need to keep watch and gradu-

ally let him grow used to us,” Tanqiq suggested.

The boys set up a comfortable seat on the soft sand tucked in

between the rocks, well above the high-tide level. The little sea crea-

ture suddenly became quiet and lay motionless on his back.

They soon noticed that his eyes were closed and were concerned

he had stopped breathing, but when they crept closer they noticed

the small furry chest was moving up and down in short pants. The

baby was fast asleep.

“One of us will watch here while the other gathers food and drift-

wood to light a

keneq

.” Tanqiq said. “We’ll sleep here on the beach

tonight above this pool.”

There were some dry sticks under an overhanging rock. They

scraped their flint and stone together and created a spark to set them

alight. The bright flames of the fire were warm and comforting.

“Let’s use our copper pot to steam some of the leftover clams

on the fire.” Kuuku said. The sky was clear again. There would be no

rain that night.
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Snow-topped mountains in the distance lit up with a bright

orange light as the sun slowly sank, and they were reflected in the

water of the inlet.

The summer sun would disappear only for a short time below the

horizon in this part of the world.

“There will be only two hours of darkness, so we can watch him

most of the night,” murmured Kuuku.

The tiny sea otter slept for a long time in the warmth of the pool,

and as the tide crept up the beach the two boys took turns to sleep

and watch.

It was almost morning when they finally fell asleep at the same

time.

The baby otter stirred and shook himself in a shower of sparkling

droplets. He was confused, frightened, and hurting, and so lonely and

thirsty.

His piercing distress calls for his mother carried far out across

the bay.

The two boys did not stir.

They were not aware of the eagle perched in the top branches of

a tall spruce above the beach.

The large bird ruffled its feathers, on guard from its high lookout.
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K

uuku awakened with a jerk. Tanqiq whispered something in his

...

ear. “What did you say?” he muttered.

“Ssshhh.” Tanqiq had a finger to his lips. His finger slowly pointed

out to the water of the inlet. The high-pitched cries of the baby sea

otter were constant and loud.

Kuuku raised himself up on his elbows. Tanqiq kept pointing and

Kuuku raised himself more to get a better view. Just offshore was a

line of brown furry faces sitting up in the blue-green water, all looking

towards the shore and the rock pool. Behind them were some smaller

furry faces bobbing about.

“What . . .?” he gasped.

“Sshh. The other

arhnat

have heard his

calls.” Tanqiq cut him short.

The two boys stayed quite still and watched.

Eventually one of the otters swam on its back

towards the beach and landed. The animal shook

itself, sending a scatter of droplets from its long

wet fur onto the sand. It was clumsy as it moved

across the sand with its back humped and hid

behind a rock not far from the boys. They sat
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still and scarcely dared to breathe. The cries for help from the baby

became stronger and more urgent.

The large otter emerged from behind the rock and slowly moved

with back held high to the edge of the pool. The little otter caught

sight of it and wriggled and splashed with excitement as his cries came

in short gasps.

The visitor climbed with care over the high rocks at the edge of

the pool and approached the baby. It bent forwards and sniffed and

rolled the little otter about with strong front paws. The cries stopped

and the tiny creature quivered as the mother lay on her back, lifted

him onto her stomach, and began to groom him. She licked, rubbed,

and squeezed his fluffy fur and then blew air into it.

The little otter relaxed and lay there quiet, his eyes not leaving

his mother’s face.

She had beautiful dark brown fur with a pale, yellow-brown neck.

It was thick and dense with long hairs surrounded by masses of under-

coat hairs.

The baby soon drank milk from his mother’s teats as she contin-

ued to carefully groom his fur. They lay together in the warm, shallow

pool.

Meanwhile the row of faces in the water had moved, and three

more otters approached the shore.

These otters scampered over to the pool with the same humped

back and pushed and played around the edge. They explored up to

the little freshwater stream, splashed each other, then tumbled and

zigzagged back to the pool. On the way they unexpectedly spied

the two boys and stopped and stared. The boys stared back. Kuuku

extended his hand out towards them. Immediately they scuttled down
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the beach into the water and disappeared.

The mother otter was alerted and gazed around, but the boys

were out of her sight. She looked towards the shore and up towards

the rocks. Then she suddenly tipped the baby off her stomach and

scrambled to the edge of the pool.

She stopped and turned back to him. He tried desperately to

follow, but his back leg would not help. His mother was confused. She

waited but soon sensed that something was wrong and followed her

friends into the wavelets of the inlet.

Instantly the cries began again. “That was amazing!” exclaimed

Kuuku.

“They are the most beautiful animals,” declared Tanqiq.

The shrill cries went on and on. The boys felt helpless and

worried about the little creature. “Let’s try him again in the water,”

said Kuuku.

Tanqiq nodded and once again they picked up the squirming

ball of wet fluff and gently placed him in the water where the otters

had disappeared.

He was still quite helpless in the waves, and the small bright

eyes watched the boys with desperation as he was washed back to

the beach.

Sadly, Tanqiq retrieved the pathetic little animal and held it close.

“Let’s keep him out of the water for a while,” he said. They carried him

up to their hollow between the rocks and the little animal promptly fell

asleep on Tanqiq’s lap.

All was quiet again. The boys were hungry again so Kuuku went

off to gather berries and wild rice bulbs roots from the slopes to one

side of the beach.
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Then Kuuku waded into the water and felt for

uutut

stuck on

the rocks. He gathered extra sea urchins to place in the baby otter’s

pool.

Tanqiq began to hum a soft lullaby to the baby as he rocked it in

his lap just like the rhythm of the waves. He felt for the small carving

tucked in his amulet and held it up, turning it this way and that as

he compared it with the little otter. When he had finished his tune,

he thought he could hear that unusual noise again. He put away the

carving.

Tap, tap, tap.

Tap, tap, crunch.

He realized it was Kuuku preparing their shellfish on the rocks.

But it came again. Tap, tap, tap.

It was not Kuuku. Tanqiq turned to him. “Did you hear that?”

They both listened. The noise was quite close.

The otters were back, just off shore.

One of them was lying on its back. There was a stone on its

stomach, and it used its front paw to bang a large clam against the

rock. Tap, tap.

“Can you see what I see? It must have collected the rock from

the bottom,” Kuuku gasped.

“I’ve never seen anything like that before,” exclaimed Tanqiq.

“The

arhnat

use rocks as tools to open the shells. They have copied

us—or perhaps we have copied them!”

Both boys stared in amazement as the sleek animal lay there

with head up and casually banged away on its rock. Tap, tap, crunch.

The shell shattered and sharp teeth grabbed the shellfish and ate it

with a quick gulp. “They make it look so easy,” laughed Kuuku.
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The otter dived in a smooth swirl of water and soon returned with

another clam and commenced the banging once again. Soon another

otter surfaced, and the two of them tapped away on their stones as

they floated on their backs.

“That is definitely the sound we’ve been hearing out across the

bay,” said Kuuku.

“Yes of course, but what about this little fellow?” Tanqiq

wondered. “I don’t know what to do about him.”

He tenderly felt the back leg. He could not feel a break in the

bone, just a hot swelling.

They watched the otters as they floated in a group while babies

and mothers ate, groomed, and played.

“I wish the

arhnat

would come ashore,” declared Kuuku. “I want

to see them close up again. They seem to float and swim on their

backs when they are on the surface.” But the otters did not return.

They were suddenly gone as quickly as they had appeared.

The two boys sat in the sun for many hours and gazed out over

the inlet with the warm baby curled up on Tanqiq’s lap. The little otter

slept on. The shock and fear of the past two days had exhausted the

small body.

When Tanqiq stretched his stiff legs, the curled-up ball wriggled

and the two eyes looked up at the boys.

“I have an idea,” said Kuuku. “We’ll take him in the water with us.

We can support him and pretend to be his mother!”

“It’s worth a try,” replied Tanqiq with a nod.
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C

ome on. It’s time for a swimming lesson!”

They gathered up the baby otter,

carried him over the rocks, and waded in until the

water was up to their chests.

The summer sun had warmed the shallow

water and fortunately it was shining on their necks

and heads.

They stood facing each other. Tanqiq slowly

released the baby onto his back, and as usual he

squirmed and splashed out of control. He stayed

afloat but still could not control his swimming

with his injured leg. Kuuku extended his hand to

prevent his attempts to roll and dive. Slowly the

tiny sea animal relaxed in the shallow water and

lay there quietly on his back while the two boys

took turns and carefully steered the sleek little

body between them.

“Well done,

carliaq

,” murmured Tanqiq to

the baby. “You will get a special tasty food as a

reward.”
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Kuuku chuckled as they played a gentle game of water handball

with the floating otter.

After some time it became too cold to stand in the water. They

retrieved the wet furry ball, waded back to shore, and placed him in

his pool.

“We need to give him a name,” said Tanqiq.

“Something short for something so small,” said Kuuku. “I think

we should call him Aka.”

“I want to call him

Mikt’sqaq

because he is small,” replied Tanqiq,

and gave Kuuku a shove.

Soon they were wrestling in the sand, over and over, sand flying

everywhere. Finally Tanqiq grabbed Kuuku’s legs, dragged him down

to the water, and pulled him in. Kuuku went under but managed to trip

Tanqiq and he went over backwards with a splash. That started a water

fight with water splashed in all directions.

They were interrupted by piercing calls from the rock pool.

“He wants to know his name. We will draw twigs,” decided

Tanqiq.

He picked up a straight stick from the debris on the beach and

broke it into a short piece and a long piece. Tanqiq held them in his

hands, with just two small ends protruding. He offered them to Kuuku.

“If you pick the long one your name will win, and if it’s the short one

my name wins.”

Kuuku’s fingers hovered over the two sticks until he finally pulled

the short one out.

“I’ve won,” exclaimed Tanqiq. “

Mikt’sqaq

it is! Or Mik’i for short.”

Kuuku cuddled Mik’i while Tanqiq collected shellfish, which he

pounded and scattered in the rock pool. They placed the baby among
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the tidbits in the pool. Their teeth were chattering so they ignored

his cries for attention and set off for a run to warm up and dry out

their clothes. Soon Mik’i started to groom himself and discovered the

food.

A sooty black oystercatcher with bright red beak and legs strut-

ted to the edge of the rock pool and eyed the morsels of shellfish.

Little Mik’i glared at the bird and it turned away with a high-pitched

kleep!

Halfway along the beach the boys caught sight of fresh foot-

prints. In the damp sand were the distinctive marks of bears with the

entire foot, the five toe pads and the long straight claws. Some were

large and some were small.

“The taquk’aq must have been visiting again last night,” said

Tanqiq. He felt an involuntary shiver up his spine. They slowly followed

the tracks that skirted the shoreline and disappeared up into the

bushes behind the beach.

“These were made last night.” Kuuku was on his knees looking

at them closely. “They are probably waiting and watching for some

iqalluk

.” The salmon were due to come in from the ocean and lay their

eggs up the rivers and streams.

“As long as we don’t surprise them and they know where we

are, it will be alright.” Tanqiq was trying to reassure himself as well as

Kuuku.

“We’ll light another fire and make sure we make plenty of noise

when we move in the bushes,” Kuuku replied.

“Let’s collect some more firewood for tonight and make ourselves

a better shelter between the rocks.”

While Mik’i snoozed in his pool the boys ventured up the slopes
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behind the beach. They made plenty of noise and constantly called

out to each other as they collected branches and logs. They arranged

these as a roof between three large rocks. They packed thick green

clumps of grass and clods of sticky dark soil between the logs. They

had learned to do this when they helped to patch their family’s shelter.

It was hard work, but by the middle of the afternoon they had created

a small rainproof shelter.

“It is almost as good as our cozy

ciqlluaq

at the village, but much

smaller!” decided Tanqiq.

Mik’i was awake again, and Kuuku tucked him in his shirt. He

seemed to enjoy the warmth of his chest and made Kuuku feel wet

and tickly as he wriggled around and poked his head out.

“Tonight we’ll make the fire higher up behind those rocks so we

don’t frighten the otters away.” Tanqiq pointed to a spot behind their

shelter.

“Let’s have one more swim for the day,” said Kuuku.

The three of them returned to the water, and this time little Mik’i

seemed to enjoy himself without fear as he floated tummy-up among

the bubbles. They took turns putting him on their stomachs while they

tried to float on their backs and he balanced there happily.

“He is my best toy,” laughed Kuuku.

Soon Mik’i was back in his rock pool. He rubbed his fur between

his paws, squeezed and combed.

The sun sank low again. Another day was almost over. There

were scattered pink clouds and a light breeze sang softly through the

needles of the tall

napat

.

The boys lit their fire and steamed some more shellfish, then sat

beside the leaping orange flames, upwind of the smoke. They leaned
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back against the rocks, still warm from the sun and hummed songs

and took turns to tell more stories of their village.

Kuuku scratched his salty tangled hair with both hands. “What I

would do for a nice hot steambath in the

maqiwik

,” he laughed. Tanqiq

chuckled and playfully sang another of their favorite nonsense songs

about insects bathing in the

maqiwik

.

Neresta taarimallria

The louse whisked himself

Taaripiaguarluni

He whisked himself long and hard (showing off)

Ingqim yaamaat ciqluki,

The baby louse threw water on the rocks

Neresta atunguaruarluni

And the louse sang to his little self (for the heck of it)

Hoo-hoo-hoo, Uqnartuq!

Hoo-hoo-hoo, it’s hot!”

Kuuku joined in the second round and they rocked with laughter

and scratched and scratched their heads as they sang.

“Home seems so far away,” said Kuuku in a soft voice. “It is like

another world. I still want to go home, but I do like this place.”

Tanqiq smiled and said nothing. He thought of the old man

Uswitusqaq. He suddenly remembered that he had a dream about
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him the previous night. In the dream Uswitusqaq was sitting by the

fire whittling a beautiful piece of sea-lion bone. He was smiling in the

dream, and when he held up the carving it looked just like Mik’i. The

color of the bone was the same creamy color of Mik’i’s fur.

Later on in the soft evening light, Kuuku rolled over on the sand

and peered around the large black rock. He blinked the sand out of his

eyes and took a second look.

Mik’i’s mother was back with him in the rock pool. She groomed,

caressed, and fed her baby. He was a very happy small otter and

squeaked with pleasure and contentment.

“Look Tanqiq. But sshh,” breathed Kuuku.

Mik’i’s mother stayed with him much longer that night. The boys

stared with wonder when she produced urchins and starfish from a

storage fold under her arm and shared them with Mik’i.

“It looked like a magician’s trick!” Tanqiq was amazed.

The boys took turns to sleep and watch the rock pool. When a

light shower of rain sprinkled down and sizzled the orange flames of

their fire, they crawled into their cozy, dry shelter, confident that Mik’i

was being well cared for.
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G

ulls squawked and awakened the boys in the morning. They

crawled out and peered down at Mik’i. He was fast asleep on

his back.

“He must have spent a busy night with his mother,” Kuuku said.

“Not just his mother. Just look at these.” Tanqiq pointed to the

sand. It was churned up and covered with many scratch marks. “It

must have been a game!”

They ate some breakfast and as the sun became warmer they

wandered down to the rock pool. Mik’i heard them coming and his

two bright black eyes seemed to smile at them as they splashed

towards him.

“Today is a big swimming day, Mik’i,”

announced Tanqiq. “You must be swimming

again as soon as possible.”

Kuuku picked him up and they waded into

the shallow water of the inlet. Mik’i seemed

eager to immerse himself in the water and start

his swimming lesson.

“I think he used his leg a little,” said Tanqiq.

“Watch this.” He took his hand away, and they
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could see the injured back leg moving slightly back and forth.

“Be careful with that leg. We mustn’t force it too soon,” warned

Kuuku.

But Mik’i was determined to use it and managed to slowly steer

himself in a curved line as he swam between them.

“What was that?” Kuuku exclaimed.

“Where?” Tanqiq lifted his head.

“I saw something,” said Kuuku. There was apprehension in his

voice. “In the water over there.” He pointed towards the deeper water.

“There it is again.” He turned and started for the shore.

Tanqiq suddenly recognized the furry heads. There was another

and another. “We are surrounded,” he laughed.

Kuuku stopped and gazed back. “I don’t believe it,” he splut-

tered. He splashed back towards Tanqiq and Mik’i.

They put their hands under Mik’i, but he rolled and squirmed as

if he wanted to show off to the audience.

Kuuku let out a gasp. He felt something sneak between his legs.

“That tickled. Silly

arhnaq

. I think they’re teasing us!”

“Watch out for Mik’i,” called Tanqiq. A friendly face appeared

beside the baby otter and gave him a bump. He twisted and wriggled

with excitement. That head disappeared and another one emerged on

his other side.

The two boys forgot to feel cold and watched the fun and antics

of the playful, clever sea animals. They were so awkward on land and

yet so streamlined and skillful in the water.

Tanqiq said, “Do you see how they manage to keep their heads

and front paws upright when they roll their bodies over and over in the

water, as well as when they rest or feed themselves on their backs?”
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Suddenly the otters were gone, all except for one, and she stayed

beside Mik’i. She briefly rubbed against Tanqiq’s hand and tried to

encourage Mik’i to swim with her. He tried so hard, but his progress

was just too slow. She tried again and again but the boys recognized

that Mik’i needed more time. Their legs were frozen and they reluc-

tantly carried the little fellow back to the shore. His mother followed

and dawdled and fiddled in the shallows as they took him up on the

sand.

“Come on, mother

arhnaq

. Please come with us,” Tanqiq said

softly.

She slowly emerged from the water, gave herself a big shake,

stood on the beach and watched. Finally she followed hesitantly as

they took Mik’i back to the rock pool. They left him there and retreated

to the higher rocks.

“We will leave them alone for a while,” said Tanqiq. “Come on. We

need a run and something to eat.”

The boys trotted along the beach and tried to warm up. They

pushed through the bushes behind the beach to a clearing where they

knew there were some berries ripe and ready for picking.

They munched happily for a few minutes. Suddenly Tanqiq hissed

“Kuuku, get behind me and stand quite still!”

The mother bear and her cub had emerged at the other end of

the clearing. The two boys stood still. The bears stopped and stared.

The dry coat of the small cub was a pretty pale caramel color and the

mother’s was a shiny dark brown. She had a large hump between her

shoulders and an upturned twitching nose. She stood upright and

tossed her head. Her ears were cocked forwards and she made strange

popping noises as she drew in their scent.
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“Remember who we are,

taquka’aq

.” Tanqiq’s voice was shaky but

loud. “We are visitors here. Uswitusqaq sent us.” The large bear took

four steps forwards, yawned, and nervously displayed her blackened

teeth and bluish-pink tongue. Saliva dripped from her mouth as she

stared at them.

Tanqiq was horrified when the little cub suddenly scampered

forwards and stopped in front of him. He wanted to turn and run, but

he stood quite still.

What was that sound in the air overhead? Tanqiq did not dare

look upwards, but the bear was distracted and inclined her head. The

tiny cub scurried back to its mother.

Then it was Kuuku’s voice from behind Tanqiq. “Hello,

taquka’aq

.

We are friends, sent by Uswitusqaq.

Quyanaa

. Thank you for sharing

your beach with us.”

The cub made a few side jumps. The large bear stood for a minute

longer. She lifted one huge paw and scratched her ear, then went down

on all fours and calmly reached out for some berries.

Both boys took a deep breath but remained still and watched as

the scene unfolded before them.

The bears were now relaxed and continued to pick berries with

only an occasional glance towards the intruders. The cub teased and

chased around its mother. She playfully cuffed it out of the way, and

then they ambled off through the bushes together without a backward

glance and disappeared.

The boys looked at each other and relaxed their tight

shoulders.

“I think we have been accepted,” said Tanqiq. “What distracted

them? Did you see?”
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“I think I heard a large bird swoop across the clearing, but I

couldn’t be sure. I wasn’t taking my eyes off those two!” Kuuku replied.

“Suppose we can collect our food now?”

Tanqiq put a hand on his shoulder. “We have learned so much

about the animals in the sea, on the land, and up in the air of this

hidden place. I am also learning a lot about you, Kuuku.” He smiled.

“You have changed!”

Kuuku gave him a friendly punch and they started gathering their

favorite orange-red juicy salmonberries.

They returned to their corner of the beach via the little stream,

filled their cupped hands with water, and drank thirstily.

By the time they reached the beach Mik’i was dozing and on his

own again.

The boys stretched out on the warm sand and looked around

them. They began to feel they belonged in this far-away place. They let

the peace of the sunlit bay float over them.

The eagle was perched on a rocky outcrop above the bushes at

the far end of the beach. It cast a watchful eye on the movement of

the two bears.

Apart from the gently lapping wavelets all was quiet.
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S

unshine filled the hidden inlet during the next three days and

glittered off the snow-capped mountains in the distance. There

was no wind to ruffle the surface of the water.

The conditions were perfect for the daily swimming lessons, and

Mik’i’s back leg grew stronger. The other otters always joined in and

became more playful and friendly each day.

Tanqiq and Kuuku looked forward to the lessons. All the otters

tried to help the baby to use his leg. They dove down through the

forest of kelp fronds and brought up sea urchins and starfish to tempt

and tease him. Tap, tap, crunch.

Mik’i was now able to rest on his mother’s

stomach in the deep water while the boys stood

nearby, ready to hold him if she unexpectedly

rolled him off.

After each swim they returned him to his

rock pool and she followed to groom and feed

him. Mik’i had started to explore the rock pool,

using his injured leg very carefully. The rocks

around the edge were still too high for him to

scramble out.
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One morning the boys and Mik’i entered the water as usual.

Kuuku let the little body go and kept his hand nearby, ready to support

him. Mik’i gave a slick roll and disappeared!

“Where is he?” shouted Kuuku.

“I don’t know! You were holding him,” Tanqiq called back and

quickly started searching.

They peered through the clear water. There was no sign of the

little sea otter.

“I hope he is alright.” Tanqiq was worried. He rubbed the saltwa-

ter out of his eyes.

“Mik’i, Mik’i. Where are you?”

“Mik’i, come back.”

Suddenly he was there beside them. He swam in quick swirls

and curls and popped his head above the water in front, behind, and

beside them.

“The rascal. I think he is laughing at us,” muttered Kuuku. “What

a show-off!”

Tanqiq was relieved and put out his hand. Mik’i swam up to it,

gave it a nudge, and dodged away. He was so excited that he performed

somersaults and side rolls and then disappeared, only to appear again

some distance away. His face and whiskers dripped and his black eyes

gleamed.

“He doesn’t need us any more,” announced Kuuku.

Tanqiq did not reply. He smiled and watched the clever little

animal going through his tricks.

Mik’i held both back flippered feet and tail straight out behind.

He tucked his front paws in close and then let his body move up and

down in a way that shot him forwards or in circles through the water.
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When he burst through the surface he quickly rolled over and

swam by stroking his flipper-like back feet one after the other, up and

down. That was when his back paws were so important.

The boys pretended to ignore him, so Mik’i sneaked up, pretended

to clamber up on their stomachs, then with a quick turn was gone.

The water suddenly churned and they were surrounded by the

other otters. Mik’i was caught up in a flurry of sleek bodies, which all

wanted to play with him and use him as their toy.

Mik’i’s mother was quickly on the scene and became very protec-

tive. She swam beside him with a flick and snap.

The boys swam slowly back to the beach and sat in the sun with

their legs in the lapping water. They felt a little left out.

Kuuku wandered over to the rocks, collected some shellfish, and

cracked them on the rocks. He scattered them around in the shallow

water.

Mik’i arrived with a ripple of water and chased after the floating

pieces of fish. Seagulls fluttered over and formed a half circle around

the boys and Mik’i. They squawked, darted, and tried to steal a food

scrap.

The mother otter swam nearby and dived. Mik’i clambered

between their legs and feet.

Tanqiq swooped him up and cuddled him. “Now I’ve got you! You

did so well today, little Mik’i. You are going to be the best swimmer

soon.” He held him for a short time and then handed him to Kuuku.

Kuuku played with him and let his body slip from one hand to

the other. He buried his head in the wet fur, which smelled of sweet,

warm, salty fish.

Tanqiq held out his hands and took him back onto his knee.
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Mik’i curled up there and shut his eyes as he stroked him.

The mother otter returned with shellfish and a round rock.

Tap. Tap. Crunch. That familiar sound tickled their ears.

Soon she had finished her meal and floated quietly. Beyond her

the other otters groomed and snoozed. The seagulls moved away up

the beach and settled down for a rest, heads tucked under wings,

some with one leg tucked up.

The two boys sat and watched it all.

Later Kuuku turned to Tanqiq.

“Do you think he’s ready to follow them across the bay?”

“Only Mik’i can decide that now,” Tanqiq replied.

Mik’i snoozed on. “I think this has always been a favorite corner

of the bay for the

arhnat

. There is obviously plenty of food.” Kuuku

said.

“I think we should launch the

qayaq

this afternoon,” Tanqiq said.

“It will be high tide and we won’t get stranded in the kelp this time.”

As if he had overheard their conversation, Mik’i slipped off Tanqiq’s

knee and into the water.

He swam over towards his sleeping mother and nuzzled at her.

He climbed up one side and slipped off the other. His mother opened

one eye and slowly they moved away and around the rocky shoreline

before heading into the middle of the bay.

“Come and fetch the

qayaq

and we will follow them,” said Tanqiq.

“We will be on hand then if Mik’i needs us. We will hear that squeal of

his!”

The boys carried the kayak and their paddles down to the water.

They avoided the main group of otters and set off in the direction

taken by Mik’i and his mother.
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The otters were curious and began to follow them. They dived

and circled. Inquisitive faces peered up at the paddlers. And then they

were gone.

They drifted and paddled slowly across to where they thought

Mik’i and his mother had disappeared out towards the middle of

the inlet where the huge fronds and bulbs of kelp swayed with the

high tide.

“The inlet is quite shallow even at high tide,” said Tanqiq. “It

must be easy for the

arhnat

to dive and find their food and rocks.”

In the distance they could see the rocky ridge and tunnel entrance

where they had passed through. How long ago was it? They tried to

remember: was it eight or nine days?

“I’m going to get in the water,” said Tanqiq. “I want to follow the

nuya’ik

fronds down.”

He slipped into the water, which came to his shoulders, and

crouched down among the brown kelp in the underwater world. Soon

he needed more air and his head popped up again. He took a very

deep breath and descended again.

The swaying branches of golden brown kelp stroked him. On the

sandy floor he saw silver and iridescent darting fish, spiky sea urchins,

orange starfish, and many other colorful creatures.

Upward he went, his lungs bursting. “One more time,” he

called to Kuuku. He took a very deep breath and disappeared. He

was halfway down when two sleek shapes encircled him. Mik’i and

his mother had joined him! He slowly rose to the surface and they

followed him up.

“Look, Kuuku!” Kuuku had already seen them.

The boy stood in the water as the two otters played in a water
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dance as they dived, rolled, twisted, and turned. Kuuku looked on with

wonder and clapped.

Then it was his turn and Tanqiq changed places and provided an

audience as Kuuku joined in the performance of the two acrobats of

the water.

Finally Kuuku pulled himself back into the kayak and they both

sat and watched the two heads that were just as keenly watching them.

“They are our best friends,” Kuuku murmured.

“I think they are our close family too,” Tanqiq replied. The two

dripping furry faces seemed to smile in agreement.
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T

he tide turned as the afternoon slipped

away. The boys paddled reluctantly back to

the shore. They did not want to become entan-

gled in the kelp again at low tide.

“I don’t think we need to worry about Mik’i.

His mother is protecting him now,” Tanqiq said.

They dragged the kayak up the beach and

went to collect firewood for the night ahead.

On the sandy rise above the beach sat the

eagle.

The boys were curious and wondered why

the large bird sat on the ground so close to their

camp. It held its head to one side, ruffled its

feathers, and stared at them.

“Wait.” Tanqiq put up his hand. He took

slow steps towards the bird, closer and closer.

It did not budge. Kuuku remained further back.

Tanqiq was only a few paces away when the bird

slowly lifted its wings and with two steps down

the slope, rose into the air and flew just over

their heads. It flew towards the sinking sun that

dazzled their eyes and over towards the rock wall

with the tunnel.
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“That was strange,” exclaimed Kuuku. Tanqiq gazed into the sun

for a moment and then turned to gather dry driftwood for their fire.

The bird had not disappeared. It wheeled, turned, and glided

towards them again, circled and slowly descended, landing this time

on the beached kayak.

“Hey, get off there,” yelled Kuuku. He started to run towards it.

“Stop, Kuuku,” shouted Tanqiq. “Don’t disturb it. Keep back.”

He again approached the bird step by step, staring eye to eye.

This time he moved closer before the eagle again slowly lifted and

glided in the same direction.

Tanqiq watched it, shading his eyes. “All right,

kum’agyak

.”

Tanqiq’s voice was soft. “We will be ready.”

“What did you say?” demanded Kuuku.

Tanqiq looked at him with a distant look on his face. “We will be

going home tomorrow.”

“I don’t want to go home,” Kuuku said in a loud voice. “We’ve just

settled in here.”

Tanqiq smiled. “And you are the brother who wanted to go home

so much just a few days ago.”

“I like this place. There is plenty of food. I feel we belong here.”

Kuuku scowled.

“Our time is finished. We have succeeded in our task and now we

must go home and tell Uswitusqaq of our adventures and discovery.”

Tanqiq’s hand went to the little carving tucked under his jacket.

He felt its edges. Yes, it was the right shape, but he thought he could

carve a better one.

“Come on, Kuuku. Let’s get the firewood. I’m hungry. After we’ve

eaten I am going to fetch my

nuusiq

and carve some wood.”

As they gathered the driftwood his eyes were seeking special

pieces, well worn but strong, one large and one small.

Much later, after a good feed, they leaned back on the rocks
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beside the fire. Beyond them the rock pool looked empty and bare.

The soft faded light cast a glow over the bay.

Tanqiq’s hands were busy. His precious knife was shaping one

of the special pieces of driftwood. It was a bigger shape than the one

hanging on his necklace, which made it possible to carve more detail.

This one was Mik’i’s mother.

Kuuku made a picture pattern in the sand again with white, grey,

and black pebbles. It was similar to the one he had created ten days

before, but this time there was a small otter and a large otter: Mik’i

and his mother.

Tanqiq began to carve his smaller piece of wood. This one was

baby Mik’i.

From across the inlet they could hear that familiar sound: tap,

tap, tap.

The only other noise was the scraping of the knife and the rattling

of the pebbles.

The boys did not notice the two shapes as they emerged from

the water and bounded up the beach towards them. They suddenly

saw them at the same time and their faces lit up with pleasure.

“Hello,

arhnat

,” they called.

The two otters sniffed around the scattered empty clam and

chiton shells. Little Mik’i scuttled under Tanqiq’s legs and stared up

at him. Tanqiq stopped carving and let his hands fall on his lap. Mik’i

rubbed against them. His mother scuttled through Kuuku’s pebbles

without disturbing the pictures. The two otters curled up alongside

and eyed the boys.

“I think this might be the farewell party,” smiled Tanqiq.

“Can’t we stay a bit longer,” Kuuku pleaded.

“Tomorrow is the day.” Tanqiq was firm. “Tomorrow when the

high tide is about to turn we will set out.”

Kuuku gave a big sigh and continued with his picture. An eagle











[image: page61]

.

61

.

was taking shape now with its huge wings. Some striped pebbles

represented the feathers.

“Do you see what I can see? Tanqiq pointed. “Our friendly

taquka’aq

.”

Kuuku gazed far down the beach. The mother bear and her cub

were silhouetted against the sand dune as they searched for food

scraps among the washed-up seaweed and debris.

Nearby the sooty black oystercatcher with its brilliant red beak

and legs pecked around the rocks. White gulls floated on the water

just offshore, their white feathers reflected in the smooth surface.

A little later when the boys were busy with their hands again they

were surprised when the two otters leapt to their feet, dashed to the

water, and disappeared. The gulls rose and squawked. The bears along

the beach disappeared into the bushes. The lone oystercatcher took

flight with a series of high-pitched kleeps.

“What’s going on?” demanded Kuuku.

They leapt to their feet.

Under their feet the ground shuddered and a rumble filled the

air. Waves suddenly broke on the shore. Their fire was scattered.

Kuuku gathered up his knife and his wood carving. Kuuku watched

as his pebble picture shook and scattered.

“

Nuna aulauq

! Earthquake!” they both screamed.

It was over almost as suddenly as it started. The kayak was

knocked sideways but not damaged. The logs supporting their small

sod shelter had collapsed.

“I’m glad we were outside or we would have been squashed,”

gasped Kuuku. “I was so scared!”

“It was very quick and strong,” said Tanqiq. “I hope there are no

aftershocks!”

The boys had experienced many earthquakes in their part of the

world. They had seen village shelters shaken and destroyed.
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“We will need to take our

qayaq

well up the slope in case a tsuna-

mi wave comes in, but I think this inlet would be protected by that

rock wall,” said Tanqiq.

They knew that sometimes after an earthquake the ocean around

their island was sucked far out and the shallow bays were emptied.

The water then surged back strongly and the enormous waves reached

far inland. People and their villages were sometimes dragged away as

it receded.

Everything was quiet again, as if nothing had happened, but

there was not an animal in sight.

They moved high up the slope with the kayak and leaned it against

the large log. Soon they had started another fire. They sat beside it

and waited and wondered if another earthquake might follow.

“We will hang a

ulik

over the

qayaq

to make a

palat’kaaq

and we will

sleep under it tonight,” Tanqiq said. “We will be safe if another rumble

occurs during the night.”

It was difficult to sleep in their little tent made by the skin blan-

ket draped over the kayak. They talked about their journey the next

day and felt a mixture of worry and excitement at the prospect of the

long sea trip home. Their eyes kept closing and opening.

“I hope the

arhnat

are all right,” muttered Tanqiq.

There was no sign of any sea otters in the inlet. All was still.

They eventually dropped off to sleep, curled up alongside each

other under their rough tent.

The eagle was back again. It circled lower and lower, and then

drifted towards the mountains.
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ow much dried fish do we have left?” Tanqiq asked the next

morning as they loaded their kayak for the long paddle home.

“Enough. I will gather some berries and chocolate lily wild rice

bulbs to take with us. They smell bad but taste good!”

“Fill the

taangarsuun

with water as well,” Tanqiq suggested as

Kuuku set off towards the stream.

It was another sunny, still day. High, thin wisps of white cloud

decorated the blue sky. A low mist hung over the

water in one sheltered corner of the little inlet.

The tide was almost at its peak and the

boys waited for it to turn and the level to drop so

they could safely paddle out through the tunnel

with the outgoing current.

The kayak was at last packed up and ready

with the two paddles stuck upright in the sand

beside it.

There had been no sign of any otters all

morning.

Tanqiq used the waiting time to finish his

driftwood carvings of the mother otter and baby

otter Mik’i. He was always surprised when his
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hands held a knife and carved a picture he held in his head.

Kuuku found time to repair and add to his mosaic pebble picture

on the beach. It now consisted of two otters, one eagle, and two

bears.

The eagle arrived at the end of the morning and silently glided

in above them. Kuuku did not notice it, but Tanqiq had watched for

its arrival.

“It’s time. We are coming,

kum’agyak

,” he announced quietly.

Kuuku placed the last few pebbles on his picture and sat back

and gazed at it. “That is good,” he said softly to himself. “I will make

one of these when I get home and show everyone.”

Their woven spruce root hats were carefully placed on their

heads. They were ready. They gave the loaded kayak a gentle shove

into the water.

“Let’s go in a big circle around the inlet,” Kuuku suggested.

Tanqiq understood why Kuuku did not want to cut straight across

to the tunnel in the rock wall.

Their paddles slid noiselessly through the water as they set

course in a wide arc.

There were no otters. The squawking gulls flapped around them

briefly and flew back to the beach. The boys were alone.

Both were quiet but they each knew what the other was thinking:

Where are they? What has happened to them?

They made the final turn towards the rock wall where the mist

hung low. They were soon enveloped in moist, cool air and the sun

disappeared.

It was becoming difficult to see ahead.

The curtain of mist unexpectedly lifted and they were surround-

ed by thick kelp, floating and gurgling in the deeper water as the tide

paused before flowing back out.
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“

Arhnat

! We have found them!” whispered Kuuku.

Furry heads appeared everywhere in the water around them.

Their paddles hung still as they drifted among the friendly faces.

The young otters rolled and played, but the adults floated motionless

on their backs, heads turned towards the boys as they gazed with

black bright eyes.

“This is like a magic picture,” Tanqiq murmured.

“They are very special,” Kuuku agreed as they sat and wondered

at the fascinating sea creatures they loved so much.

In the sky above the eagle swooped low. Time had run out.

The kayak responded to the pull of the tide. Tanqiq dipped his

paddle slowly and gently eased past the raft of friendly otter faces.

The young otters became more excited and showed off in a game of

chase and dodge.

There at the edge of the group were two familiar faces.

“Hello there!” said Kuuku. He trailed his fingers in the water.

Mik’i and his mother swam slowly across to nudge at them. Tanqiq

slowed his paddle and watched with a happy expression on his face

but also sadness in his eyes.

The strength of the turning tide steadily towed them towards the

rock ridge and the tunnel opening.

Kuuku looked backwards towards the otters as Tanqiq steered

towards the entrance. The otters made no attempt to follow them.

They all just watched with heads erect out of the water.

Tanqiq took one look back as they slid into the darkness. Kuuku

pulled in his paddle and put his face in his hands.

They were enclosed in the dankness of the tunnel. Tanqiq skill-

fully steered them clear of the walls where they could hear the water

slapping and steered a safe passage down the centre of the channel.

The kayak slid noiselessly through.
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He watched for the light that would mark the exit at the other

end. Surely it should be in sight by now. Where was it?

He slowed down and held the paddle deep and vertical.

Something was wrong. There was no light. The tone of the flow-

ing water had changed. There was a sucking noise. There was a sudden

bump against something hard and they spun sideways.

“Ouch! What’s happened?” exclaimed Kuuku. The darkness

enveloped them.

“I think we’ve struck a rock,” Tanqiq called back. “Wait while I

check.”

He leaned over the side and felt for the obstacle. The outgoing

tide still flowed past them. He could feel something large and rough.

Their eyes gradually managed to pick out shadowy shapes in the

faint glow of light from the entrance now far behind them.

There was a huge pile of boulders barring their passage.

“We are blocked!” shouted Kuuku. “This was not here before.”

“I’m going to have to climb out and feel my way around this

rock,” said Tanqiq. “It has a rough shelf along the edge.”

“I’ll hold it steady while you climb out.” Kuuku put both hands on

the rock and managed to gain a grip on a sharp crevice.

Tanqiq carefully eased himself out and felt his way around the

edge of the rock towards one side of the tunnel.

Kuuku could hear him scrabbling but could not see him. “Keep

talking to me,” he shouted.

Tanqiq’s voice came back. “I’m at the side wall now. The water is

flowing through under the rocks but we can’t get through.” His voice

stopped. Kuuku could hear scraping and sliding.

“What’s happening now?” Kuuku’s voice was tense.

“I’m crossing to the other side.” There were more scratching

sounds. “No, we can’t get through here either. There has been a huge
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rock fall. It must have happened during the shaking of the land.”

“What are we going to do?” Kuuku shouted. He could feel the

rush of the outgoing tide growing stronger as the water flowed fiercely

under the barrier of fallen rocks and out through the narrow tunnel.

“Hurry up. This water is wild!”

“I’m trying to fit through between the rock and the roof of the

. . .” Tanqiq’s voice faded.

Kuuku waited. He became more nervous as the time passed.

The water continued to flow faster. He could smell the odor of stale,

smelly weed and fish. His skin scratched and his nails broke on the

rock as he desperately tried to stop the sucking water as it dragged at

the kayak.

“What a ghastly smell,” he cried out. “Hurry up, Tanqiq. Where

are you?”

“I’m right here.” Tanqiq’s voice was just above. “Our only way

through is over the top of the rock. There is just enough space for us

if we crawl, and I think the

qayaq

can just squeeze through if we drag

it carefully.”

“We will damage it on this sharp rock,” Kuuku called back.

Tanqiq was down beside him again. “We’ll just have to be very

careful. This is the only way. I’ll hold it while you get out. But first pass

me the paddles and all our belongings.”

The craft wobbled dangerously as Kuuku passed them across

to him.

When it was unloaded Tanqiq leaned out and held it while Kuuku

put one foot out on the rock shelf and lifted his other leg. Suddenly

he slipped and half fell in the water. His leg was jammed by the kayak

as it was sucked against the rock.

“Hang on to me,” shouted Tanqiq. “Don’t go in the water or you

will be sucked under the rock!”
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Kuuku was stuck. “I can’t get up.” His voice was shaky and his

leg hurt.

Tanqiq sat on the rock shelf and pushed the kayak slightly away

from the rock with his legs, freeing Kuuku’s trapped leg, and at the

same time he grabbed Kuuku’s hand.

“I can’t lift you. I will hold it clear and you will have to pull your-

self up.”

Kuuku gave a desperate heave and just managed to free his leg

and gain a toehold on the rock. With one hand he pulled on Tanqiq’s

arm and with the other he gripped the rock crevice again. With every

muscle straining he slowly lifted his body onto the rock and flopped

down beside Tanqiq.

“Don’t give up now” Tanqiq ordered. “Grab one end while I get

my legs out, then my arms will be free to pull it up.”

Kuuku leaned cautiously over and held one end while Tanqiq

raised his legs up and out onto the rock. He was then able to crouch

and reach out with his hands to grab the other end.

“Now heave outwards and up. No. Gently or we will smash it!

One. Two. Heave!”

Very slowly the kayak lifted out of the water. They backed up

the rock, lifting and pulling, and eventually it rested on the rock shelf

beside them.

They both relaxed their grip and sat, gasping for breath.

“Now for the really hard part,” muttered Tanqiq.
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top for a minute,” begged Kuuku.

The boys crouched on the fallen rocks in the dark cold

tunnel.

“What are we going to do next?” His voice was shaky.

They could hear the out-flowing tide as it surged and sucked

strongly under the rocks.

“You need to go up over the top and check where we are going

so you get a feel for the shape of the rocks before we try to haul the

qayaq

through. I’ll wait for you here,” instructed Tanqiq in a firm voice

through the darkness.

Kuuku gingerly put his arms out in front of him. He slowly felt

his way up over the rocks and then between the rock and the roof

of the tunnel. In some places he could sit up, but in other places he

needed to wriggle along on his stomach. After a time he was able to

look down the tunnel and see the light of the

outer entrance in the distance and feel the fresh

air on his face. Finally he reached the end of the

rock barrier and could see the water bursting

out from under the huge boulders.

He carefully squirmed his way back and
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slithered down to where he could see the faint outline of Tanqiq. “It‘s

going to be a tight squeeze.”

“It’s our only chance to get out,” answered Tanqiq. “We’ll face it

forwards and I’ll go in front.”

Slowly and carefully they pushed and pulled the kayak up to the

top of the rocks, trying to keep it clear of the jagged rock edges. They

managed to face it parallel to the direction of the tunnel. Tanqiq went

to the front.

“Don’t push, just let me pull,” he said. “I can feel what is coming

up ahead. Just lift it clear when I pull.”

Bit by bit they moved it along the tunnel. The surface of the

fallen rocks was uneven. They scraped their knees and fingers and

often bumped their heads on the roof. Sometimes they flopped onto

their stomachs, and at other times it was easier to lie on their backs

to find the best space to pass through.

The trip seemed to take forever. Both boys had almost run out

of energy when the rock barrier suddenly stopped and there below

was the black, surging water and the distant glow at the other end of

the tunnel.

Kuuku squirmed around and joined Tanqiq at the front. His head

bled badly where he had gashed it on the roof. In the faint light he had

a ghostly look. Tanqiq put an arm on his shoulder. “We have almost

made it, but now we have to go back and collect our bundles and the

paddles. I’ll do the first trip while you wait here.”

Kuuku sat and put pressure on his cut with his two hands. His

head was throbbing.

Some time later Tanqiq crawled back with a load of belongings

and his paddle under one arm. He pulled out a strip of soft sealskin
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and wrapped it around Kuuku’s bleeding head. “You had better stay

here and I will fetch the rest.”

But Kuuku was having none of that. “You’ve had your turn. My

head is all right. While I’m away you work out how we are going to

launch ourselves into that rough water.”

By the time he returned Tanqiq had loaded his pile and one

paddle into the kayak. Kuuku handed him his paddle and the rest of

their luggage and it was quickly stowed aboard, except for two lengths

of cord that Tanqiq had placed on his knees.

They both peered down at the frightening water. The rock barrier

had caused a build-up of pressure, and the water burst out from under

them and surged away towards the distant tunnel opening.

“We’ll lose the

qayaq

in that current and be stranded here if we’re

not careful,” said Tanqiq. “We could stay until the tide is lower, but we

would have to wait for many hours and I’m not sure how that trapped

water is going to flow later on.”

“Let’s get out of here as soon as possible,” muttered Kuuku.

His teeth chattered and he peered up at the roof of the tunnel as if

expecting more rocks to fall on them. Both boys were becoming very

cold in the damp air.

“We’ll tie one of the ropes to the front of the

qayaq

and the other

to the back before we lower and launch it,” Tanqiq decided.

They carefully knotted the ropes with a looped knot that would

hold firmly but could be unfastened easily and quickly.

Kuuku noticed a jutting piece of rock a short distance away. “I

think we should tie one rope to that arm of rock if it is strong.”

They climbed across and inspected the rock. “No, that is not

the right shape,” Tanqiq decided, “but look at that thick exposed root
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above us here. It looks very firm.”

They quickly fastened the rope that was attached to the back of

the kayak to the root, with just enough length left over to lower it into

the water.

Tanqiq and Kuuku sat side by side. “We have to get this right.

There will be no second chances.”

“Tell me what to do,” said Kuuku. He was trying to sound brave,

but he felt a jittery feeling in his legs and up to his stomach. Some-

where in his head he questioned why they had not stayed back there

with the otters forever.

“The rope fastened to the front of the

qayaq

will be fastened to

me,” explained Tanqiq. Kuuku helped to tie it around his waist.

Tanqiq gave instructions. “We’ll both lower it into the water, hold-

ing onto the ropes.” Tanqiq’s throat felt dry. “Then you will go down

first and get in while I stay here and hold my rope tightly. Once you are

aboard you will use your paddle to steady it, keeping it sideways on

and as near the rock as possible. It won’t be easy because that water

grows stronger every minute, but the other rope attached to the root

will help.”

Kuuku listened to the complicated directions and hugged himself

tight to stop the shaking.

Tanqiq continued. “Then I will climb down with this rope and

get in. We will then untie the rope at the back that is attached to the

root and leave it behind. We’ll have to control the

qayaq

with both our

paddles as it is freed into that chaotic water.”

“Are we ready?” Tanqiq looked at Kuuku. “We must hurry. That

current is growing stronger.”

“Let’s do it.” Kuuku took the rope attached to the root and
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Tanqiq held firmly to the rope that was tied to his waist. They carefully

began to lower the kayak down the rocky slope. It see-sawed from

front to end and wobbled from side to side, but they managed to just

keep it upright until it reached the swirling water.

The ropes were taut as the current grabbed it. Tanqiq braced his

feet against the rock and leaned back as the pull came on his rope.

“Go now. Hurry up. I can’t hold this for long.”

Kuuku slid down the slope on his backside and put his hands on

the heaving kayak. As it bobbed upwards he made a frantic leap and

sprawled on the bottom.

It tossed him about as he desperately scrabbled to grab his

paddle. At last he managed to kneel and had the paddle in his hand.

He dipped the paddle deeply in the water and began to fight with the

current.

“I can’t hold it any longer. I am coming,” Tanqiq shouted hoarsely.

“Hold it for me!”

As soon as Tanqiq moved forward, the overhanging root took

the full weight of the loaded kayak and Kuuku. There was a crack and

the root gave way, bringing a shower of rocks from the roof down on

him. He was dragged down the slope with the broken root and rocks

and hauled into the water at the end of his rope as the untied kayak

careered out of control down the tunnel.

Kuuku watched it all with horror. He twisted and turned in the

whirlpools and currents. His paddle was useless. He leaned over to

find Tanqiq and saw his hat in the water as it appeared and disap-

peared on the end of the rope.

“Tanqiq!” he screamed. Tanqiq did not call back. He shouted

again, “Tanqiq, get your head up!” But no head was raised at the end











[image: page74]

.

74

.

of the rope.

Kuuku called and pleaded, “Wise man Uswitusqaq help us. Uswi-

tusqaq please help us. Uswitusqaq we need you!” His screams echoed

off the walls of the tunnel.

His paddle was there in his hand, and his arm suddenly felt power-

ful as he dipped it in the water with great force. The craft responded

and steadied and straightened as the entrance to the tunnel suddenly

loomed up ahead. His arms paddled with a strength he had never

known.

With a final thrust they were through to the open bay beyond!

The water was still turbulent but with strong strokes Kuuku steered it

sideways to placid, shallow water near the edge of the rock wall where

there was a small pebble beach.

He turned and pulled strongly on the rope to which Tanqiq was

attached. He could see him with his body bent over and his head still

under the water.

“Tanqiq, I’m here. Don’t give up. We’re out of the tunnel!”

Tanqiq did not respond. Kuuku held onto the rope, jumped into

the water, and was soon beside his brother. He clutched his head and

lifted it up. The shore was not far away and Kuuku dragged Tanqiq and

the kayak to the beach.

He heaved and gasped as he hauled Tanqiq out of the water,

still attached to the rope that floated near the shore. He rolled Tanqiq

on his stomach and immediately began to pump up and down on his

ribs.

Nothing happened. “Breathe, Tanqiq!” he yelled. He pushed

harder and there was a splutter and cough as Tanqiq vomited.

Kuuku kept up the pressure until he was certain Tanqiq was











[image: page75]

.

75

.

breathing. Then he untied the rope from his waist. Tanqiq gasped and

retched. His body shook uncontrollably.

Kuuku waited. “Please keep breathing, Tanqiq,” he whispered as

tears streamed down his face.

He pumped again and watched as Tanqiq continued to gasp with

rasping breaths. He pumped and pumped. “Please breathe. You must

breathe!”

At last the breathing became almost regular and Tanqiq lay there

with his eyes closed. Kuuku bent over him and shook him. “Talk to me.

Say something,” he pleaded. Tanqiq began to groan and shake his

head.

“It’s all right, Tanqiq. We are back on shore.”

Tanqiq’s head turned, and he looked at his brother with a dazed

expression. “You saved me,” he croaked.

“No, Uswitusqaq saved us!” Kuuku shouted with relief. He hugged

his brother and hauled on the rope to beach the kayak.

Overhead two eagles swooped and soared in excited circles and

eventually perched on top of the rock wall, like sentinels of the sea.
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T

he boys shivered, wet and exhausted, as

they sat on the small pebble beach. It

was tucked on the outer side of the high rock

wall and overlooked the big bay, which led to

the ocean on the far horizon. That was the way

home.

“Wrap this

ulik

around you.” Kuuku wrapped

a warm blanket around Tanqiq, who was leaning

against a rock. He still coughed and occasion-

ally retched with rasping gasps.

The narrow beach was surrounded by steep

cliffs, but piles of driftwood had floated ashore

and with the help of some dry tinder sticks they

had brought with them Kuuku soon had a fire

burning. He offered Tanqiq some water from

their container and he gulped it eagerly.

Their wet clothes were soon draped on

the rocks beside the fire. Kuuku discovered

some rare golden salmonberries and they

munched on the sweet fruit as they sat on the

beach. They watched the tide as it surged out

of the tunnel entrance.

chapter

14

arhnat

sea otters

(plural)

iqalluk

salmon

kangiyaq

bay

kiak

summer

kum’agyak

eagle

napaq

spruce tree

palat’kaaq

tent

qayaq

kayak

quyanaa

thank you

ulik

blanket

A

LUTIIQ

G

LOSSARY











[image: page77]

.

77

.

“I think we should stay here for the night. We will make another

palat’kaaq

beside the

qayaq

,” said Kuuku. The gash on his head was

beginning to throb again and Tanqiq certainly did not look ready to

travel.

The kayak was upturned and he carefully hung a blanket from it.

They were soon wrapped underneath the warm tent in their bedding.

Kuuku could hear Tanqiq’s uneven breathing and broken sobbing as he

drifted to sleep. Threaded through their dreams of fearful panic and

rushing water were pictures of their otter friends playing with them on

the other side of the rock wall.

During the night the earth shook beneath them again and a deep

rumble echoed from the tunnel. The exhausted boys slept through it

all and the kayak remained upturned and firm over them.

Mist lifted over the bay in the morning. The water in the big open

bay was calm, the horizon a clear line in the distance.

Some curious seals poked their noses out of the water near the

beach and gazed at them with whiskers twitching. Further out some

cute black and white puffins splashed water over their feathers and

dived down to feed in the depths. Their enormous odd orange and red

beaks and legs brought color to the bay.

The boys were covered with bruises and scratches as they

emerged from their shelter and hobbled stiffly about.

“Look,

kum’agyak

the eagle has caught an

iqalluk

. And he has

also found a friend.” Tanqiq coughed and pointed upwards as the big

brown eagle with white head and tail gleaming in the early light joined

its mate on the rocky ridge, a freshly caught salmon in its talons.

“My head hurts,” grumbled Kuuku, holding his head between his

hands.

Tanqiq gave a small smile. “It’s good to hear you complaining

again. Life must be getting back to normal.”
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“If you weren’t an invalid I would heave you into the water.” Kuuku

grinned.

They put on their dry clothes and limped over to the kayak.

“We must check there are no leaks in it,” said Tanqiq. “We will

take it out for a trial paddle.”

They scrambled aboard and leisurely paddled along the rock

ridge towards the tunnel. Their arms felt weak.

“Stop!” shouted Kuuku. “Where is it?”

“Where is what?” answered Tanqiq. He was bent over as he

inspected the bottom of the craft.

“The tunnel,” replied Kuuku. “This is where it was. Don’t you

agree?”

“I wasn’t watching the entrance to the tunnel as we came out

yesterday.” Tanqiq’s smile was twisted. “But yes, I can remember we

entered it just about here. It must be further along.”

They paddled a little further along the wall, but nowhere looked

familiar.

“There has been fresh rock fall,” said Tanqiq.

“The entrance has disappeared,” Kuuku declared. “It used to be

under that old gnarled

napaq

tree up there.”

“Yes, look, the water disappears under that pile of rocks. There

is still a deep channel under those rocks for the tide to flow in and

out.”

They sat and stared at the crumbled rock wall. Their eyes tried to

pick out the entrance.

“I think there must have been another earthquake during the

night while we slept,” suggested Tanqiq.

“I am glad we weren’t still in there when it happened,” Kuuku

replied. They shivered.

Tanqiq sat quite still. “You know what this means. No one will
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ever be able to find the entrance and hunt the

arhnat

in their hidden

bay. They are safe. I am glad it has happened.”

Kuuku looked at him. “But I want to go back one day.”

“When the time is right we will come back,” said Tanqiq. “We may

have to walk a long way to find them again. In the meantime we can

be sure that Mik’i and his friends are safe. Uswitusqaq’s secret dream

is safe.”

“There is a small leak here.” They returned to the shore to patch

the

qayaq

as their strength gradually returned. They were eager to make

a start on the long journey home in spite of aching arms and legs.

“Look. I think we are going to have two scouts with us on the way

home.” Tanqiq pointed.

Kuuku raised his eyes. The two eagles ascended from the rock

wall. They flew together in loops and circles overhead and glided away

to the south in the direction of the boys’ distant village.

“We will paddle across the

kangiyaq

and head for home,” said

Tanqiq. “There is no hurry. We will travel slowly until we are fit again.”

They eased the repaired kayak into the water and headed across

the wide expanse of the bay to the open sea, following the course

taken by the eagles.

The high rock ridge and its secret slowly slipped away behind

them.

The journey home was slow and delayed by two storms. The boys

talked about the sea otters. They wondered what they might be doing

and missed their new friends.

Kuuku had a jagged scar on his head, but it had mended well.

Their strained limbs were strong again and paddled steadily. The two

eagles were always in sight.
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It was almost ten days later when they approached the corner of

the island where they had set out so many weeks before.

“Are you pleased to be going home?” Tanqiq asked Kuuku as

they neared home.

“Yes,” Kuuku nodded slowly, “but I am also sorry our task is over.

We have changed so much. It will be different fitting in with our family

and friends again in the same way. When can we go back?”

“We will have to ask Uswitusqaq to have another dream.” Tanqiq

smiled. “You have been a good partner and friend, Kuuku. I could not

have discovered Uswitusqaq’s dream without you.” He looked across

at Kuuku. “You know that, don’t you? I would have failed and I would

have never come back home without you.”

He felt for Uswitusqaq’s original carving of the otter, his own

larger one, and the other small one that he had finished on the way

home.

At their beach camps Kuuku had collected small pebbles of

different sizes and colors. There was a beautiful greenstone for his

girlfriend Kiak.

There were also black and white ones, precious rusty red chert,

and speckled granite. He placed them in a bag and they added to the

weight of the kayak. He planned to make a big story picture pattern of

their adventures on the village beach.

His most precious find was a piece of golden amber. The amber

would not be placed in the mosaic picture. It was wrapped separately

as a gift for Uswitusqaq.

Tanqiq gathered driftwood each day of different shapes and vari-

ous shades from dark to light brown. He planned to whittle and shape

many otters, bears, and eagles. On a distant shore he was excited

when he found a rare sperm whale’s curved tooth. At another hidden

cove he spied an ancient clam fossil. These treasures were carefully
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packed with Kuuku’s piece of amber. There were stories to be spun by

Uswitusqaq around these special gifts.

Closer and closer to their home they paddled, and soon they

could see in the far distance the smoke from cooking fires.

“I wonder what everyone has been doing while we have been

away on our journey?” asked Kuuku.

“They won’t be expecting us, so there won’t be any special

welcome,” Tanqiq replied.

“They probably stopped watching for us. It has been so long.

Perhaps they have forgotten about us!” Kuuku thrust at his paddle.

They were almost there. A familiar rock jutted out. Someone sat

on it. Closer they paddled until suddenly they recognized the figure.

“It is Uswitusqaq!” shouted Kuuku. “How did he know we were

coming?”

The old wise man was sitting there with both arms waving and

beckoning.

His grey hair stood on end and his clothes hung loosely around

his thin figure. He was singing in a high-pitched voice, a welcome song

that carried across the water.

“His dreams perhaps told him and his friends up there.” Tanqiq

pointed aloft to the eagles.

They stopped paddling and waved back with great excitement.

The kayak rocked as Kuuku stood up to wave and call back.

As they approached the village they could see a crowd of familiar

figures as they all waved, called, and ran back and forth.

They glided into the shore and many hands helped to pull them

up to the beach. People hugged and stroked them as they laughed

and cried with joy.

The crowd separated as Uswitusqaq was carried aloft on the

shoulders of four men. They set him on the beach and he reached out
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his arms towards the boys.

“Welcome home,” he sang. “You have done well.” They ran to

him, knelt, and put their arms around him.

“Your dream came true,” Tanqiq declared in a voice full of excite-

ment and pride.

“I know there was much danger and you both needed great

strength and courage,” replied Uswitusqaq. “Tanqiq and Kuuku, you

are heroes of your people. We are going to have a great celebration

and you can tell us all.”

High above, the two eagles swooped down in a majestic dive

and finally soared up and away, their huge wings silhouetted against

the blue sky.

Uswitusqaq shielded his eyes against the sun, and he and the

boys raised their arms in farewell as the two proud birds became dark

specks in the distance.

“

Quyanaa

,

kum’agyak

. Thank you from all our people.”

There were sticks to collect for a nest on the rock crest beside

their hidden inlet. The eagles were returning to the north, back to the

place of Uswitusqaq’s Dream.
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glossary

akutaq

.......

dessert made from

berries and seal oil

aqllaq

.......

wind

arhnaq

.......

sea otter

arhnat

.......

sea otters (plural)

carliaq

.......

baby

ciqlluaq

.......

traditional sod house

imaq

.......

ocean

iqalluk

.......

salmon

kanaglluk

.......

waterproof jacket

kangiyaq

.......

bay

keneq

.......

fire

kenirwik

.......

fire pit

kiak

.......

summer

kum’agyak

.......

eagle

Kuukuuwak

.......

nickname for the youngest

or favorite baby or child

macaq

.......

sun

maqiwik

.......

steam bathing place, known

as a banya or sauna

mikt’sqaq

.......

small one (abbreviated to Mik’i for

baby otter’s name)

napaq

.......

spruce tree

napat

.......

spruce trees (plural)

nasqulut

.......

kelp with bulbs (bull kelp) (plural)

nuna aulauq

.......

the earth/land is shaking (earthquake)

ALUTIIQ

ENGLISH
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nuusiq

.......

knife

nuya’ik

.......

seagrass kelp

nuya’it

.......

seagrass kelp (plural)

palat’kaaq

.......

tent

pinguaq

.......

charm or bead

qayaq

.......

kayak

qapilaq

.......

mussel (shellfish)

qapilat

.......

mussel (shellfish) (plural)

qilak

.......

sky/heaven

quyanaa

.......

thank you

taangaq

.......

water

taangarsuun

......

water container

taquka’aq

.......

bear

tanqiq

.......

light

ulik

.......

blanket

uswitusqaq

.......

wise one

uutuk

......

sea urchin

uutut

.......

sea urchins (plural)

NOTE:

Any of the above nouns, if written ending in a

t, are plural (three or more) in Alutiiq. Nouns ending in q are

typically singular (with some exceptions ending in k, such as

eagle). Nouns ending in k are usually dual (designating two).

To hear the above words spoken in Alutiiq and learn

more about this story, visit the Alutiiq Museum web page at

http://alutiiqmuseum.org. Click on the

Education tab

, then

on Resources.
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Uswitusqaq’s Dream

was the outcome of my third visit to Alaska.

My husband and I were flown in a small seaplane out to a remote cabin

on Kodiak Island. During a kayak trip on my own early one morning,

I passed through a tunnel in a rock ridge and in a sheltered bay met

a group of sea otters. It was a magic experience and inspired this

fictional story based on part of the geography, history, and culture of

this beautiful region and these amazing sea mammals.

April Laktonen Counceller, Ph.D.

,

the language manager at the

Alutiiq Museum and Archaeological Repository on Kodiak Island, was

extremely supportive. She supplied the authentic indigenous back-

ground information and language for the story and read and edited

the manuscript. Dr. Sven Haakanson, the museum’s executive direc-

tor, also provided the Alutiiq images that appear at the beginning of

each chapter.

I have a background in primary teaching and have written stories

for use in the classroom. We pioneered a farm on the south coast of

Western Australia and I have been involved in a study of the history

and heritage of my region and the observation and recording of birds,

plants, mammals, and geology. This has resulted in the preparation

and publication of nonfiction booklets with the local Wellstead Histor-

ical and Heritage Committee.

Pattie Leighton,

Wellstead, Western Australia,

rpleighton@wn.com.au

about

the

author
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