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Karlsson' s face could have served as figurehead for the craft, 

if it can be imagined that a Kolosh canoe would go to sea with a 5 ~ 
.~ 

parson's profile at its front. Everything o ~ was £Gouc&ui imrara, U/"""" A~ 
6 \ i """4 

toward the portioning-out of effort te knew was needed to survive. 

Set hi.in down in the Sahara, he would know that one step after another 

added up to the route to oasis. Put him on a mountain, it would 

foot-hold-mndhold-foothold-handhold Wltil there was no further 

elevation. Before that mechanism of pace in him gave out, his body 

would. 

Wennberg was at war with a swarm of fears (foes?). The ti.ppi~ 

water was bad Ellough, arrl the steady exertion demanded., and the 

terrible absence of lam, but the nausea was worse because it was so 

insidious, within him as if it were a fault of his body. He felt 

weaker than he could ever renember, yet the work of paddling had to 

be constant. He too fell ineo an automatic rhythm with the paddle, 

jab-lift-pull back-jab, but for a different reason thaD Karlsson•s. 

Overswarmed with doom, he could think of nothing to do against it 

but move his arms, which happened to have a paddle at their end. 

• 

• 

•1 



• .i. ... 

Among tb3 bigger men, Braaf sat like an urchin. He was the one • 
among them most in place in this situation, for at deep, this crossing 

of Dixon was an act of tooft--of stealil'lS life from a hazard which had 

every intention of claiming it. Braaf then unierstood the situation 

better than any of toom ani did what had to be done against odds, ferxied 

to keep them from him for as long as possible, poked the paddle to 

too water as if using a stick tc dis courage a large dq?; ••• 

•• • 

• • 



• Afloat, you are balanced between great distances. Above you, • 
the sky and the dCJNn-push of' too forces of the universe. Beneath, the 

thickness of ocean, a compressed uni verse of its OW'n, wl th its upward 

law of gravity, buoyancy. But in ti.me the greater deep, that of the 

sky, will win the pushing contest in which yen are the point of contention, 

ant yen will go down. The game is to scamper to neutrality, land, 

before this can happen ••• 

• • 

• • 



• 

• 

• 

ttYou need to know a thing, Wennberg. Braaf, Karlsson, you .- ' also. 

I heard it from Mishkin, tte e115inear on t~ Nicholas. Once he came 

with a trading mission the Russians tried, before they left this part 

of the coast to the E~lish. There was a feast--the Russians finally 

figured out that the natives were trying to make more face--ani Mish.kin 

shar~ a bottle 
found himself a canoe chief. The native wan.iled to know, 

as best Mishkin could understand, how many heads t~ Tsar bad:ff one, 

like you and 1111i1 1 Mishkin told him~ No, the native made bim urde:rstani, 

not hOlf nany heads. How many skulls,"/ Skull~°'; said M:ishld.114' '!,hat lil>Uld --
-av... t"P~ ~h.Jb Lib 

1ia do with 1;;1MtJmi!f Sleep on them, the way 00 does, the native said. He 

pointed Mis bkin the chief in tte middle of all this carousi~ • 

t:f Why does he sleep on them-1 Mishkin asked. For strength, the native 

said. Anybcxiy who sleeps on a pile of skulls is a stro~ man, is he 

not?" 

Meland er had not meant to tell than this. He was not certain 

he hould have. But no more objections were heard about care over 

camp 
fire smoke • 

,, 



• 

• 

• 

.., 
\ 

'/VJ.. 

Wennberg pointed to the horizon. 

uyou 1ve sighted Cape Flyaway," .Melander said. nc1ouds. Sometimes 

they sit down on the water like brood hens, am you'd swear they' re 

Gi""'1 ~·1t'T" ~ 

compasses, read the t J 1 aum:s Is: points of land, and not go 

chasing clouds. That'll fetch us Astoria 

..1 .. u ~,, 
-:I,...._," 

~ 
nWhat 'll it be like?" This was Braaf. 0 Another woodpile like New 

11 

lrchangel?" 

- "The sailors• buzz is that it's a proper port. Sits on a fat 

t-1 ()A ~ () 
c6 0 O,,, river. Tbe Americans ••• 

• 

• 

• 



W: What would you do, Melander, if the Nicholas ca.IOO around that • 
point over there just nc:M? 

0r~1 ~O~) 
M: After I emptied out my trousers} Wennberg, the Nicholas 

is much on your mi.Di. What about you other two? What 1 s your guess? Are 

the .tiussia.ns on their way after us? Ayp? 

K: No. Ttl3 y think we can't survive. 

W: Why do you think we can? 

K: Because we're still alive, and closer to Astoria with each 

• stroke of the paddle. • 
M: Your prediction, Braaf. Are the Russians on the scent, or 

Bi No. They don't think of us at all by now. 

W: We sashay out or New Archangel practically under their noses and 

they don't evm think about us? Braaf, your head is mm. 

B: They have to fors@t us, or we 111 :man too much to them. 

You learn that fast in the streets. (B's first reference to being a thief) 

They may regret the canoe. They may regret the provisions I took from them • 

• I But us, we re wisps by now• • 



... 

• So they had slipped themselves from the seven-year shackle of 

New Archa.QS el. Melander' s escape plan had tutored them through the 

months of wait and watch and filch and cache, had steered them around • 
tl'e night-black ne.ze of Sitka Soun:l 's isles, had nerved them to face 

down the Kolosh bountynen. Na-t all it needed to do was soioohow to 

4iiimiB;;rmost wild coastlines. 

Melander let everyo~ sleep for three hours after that first stop, 

• ~ 
then had them back mto the canoe for an afternoon of paddling. He krew, 

as sailors must, that tine must be seized whenever it can; anyri distance 

• gained here early in their voyage was that much less to be ground out • 
later, when they were wearier. 

He brought them to 1'a near 00 before stoppi~ for the night. Braaf, 

the least accustomed to labor, looked particularly done in. He said 

not hi~, ho·wever, and lent a hand in hefting the canoe ••• 

• 



• So, the matter came down to distance and speed, speed and distance. • 
Melanier preached to his crew like a prophet now. "Dig that paddle, 

Wennberg. You 're stro~ as bran wire n(Jfl ••• Bra.a£, can you fim it in 

your heart to s1'roke along with the rest of us? ••• we're doing it, 

Karlsson. No water is wide as forever ••• 11 The canoe moved southe~t 

at a steady pace. They had no timepiece, but an onlooker could have 

clocked Melander•s periOO.s of paddli~ to within two minutes. ch 

rest period, one man would continue to paddle to ke~ the canoe fran 

• backslidi:qs. He then rested briefly while tbe ot rer three resumed, then 

~c.a."" ~ • plunged in again. Wennberg grumbled and Bra A s ked out of sheer habit 

woon he wasn't remirrling himself otherwise, but treir strokes added up. 

Karlsson was a human pis ton at the bCM of the canoe. Dixon Entrance 

began to swallow them--they were farther· from land than they yet had 

been since leaving New Arch.angel, ar.rl were not <UJite halfway across--

and Melander consulted a compass more often. They moved their arms 

and tried to put from mind the numbing of their knees, and across 

cedar-colored 
Dixon Entrance they caxoo, a creature on gray, four broad-hoofed legs 

• working at the water, runni~ on the sea. 



• • A lcw wall of reassurance lay behir:d them: the outline of Eall 

Islam and its neighbor, Prince of Wales. Distant as il was, the 

islanl shoreline seemad a foothold, a place to return to. Then, just 

after 
imd'mm Melander reckoned atxi announced :Jrimlnmi1iwappaai1XdNJ they might be 

a third of the way across, Braaf glanced back and saw that the land-

wall was gone. In place of the islands stood a sheet of fog. 

~~ 
They were nCM in a bowl of sea, nothing but water ar its air-allies, 

fog and cloud, all about them. 

• • 

• • 



• Near to what Melander estimated must be the mid-point of the • 
channel, waves began to chop harder than at any o~ther tine of their 

~1GA-
voyage, as if annoyed that anything frail as a canoe would dare onto 

water. There was a new sound against the side of the 

canoe, and a more stinging spray. 

While Melarrler was noting these additions, Bra.a.f noticed an absence. 

The gulls which cruised in curiosity beside them in the island waters 

were gore• He discovered too that the air felt different, more bi ting, 

• and that a curtain off to the west did not look like fog, nor rain. • 
Braaf turned his bead mough to say softly aver this shoulder to Melander, 

as if it were their secret, 11Snow. 11 

"Jesu Maria," Melander said back. 

The storm hit them first with wirxi. Gusting, it took the canoe 

mm-D:i"ahl at an angle from the no.rtheast (?), as if smaking behinl 

the range of vision of the prow designs. Toon the snow arrived, fiakes 

~ kiting on the drafts '00 them. The flakes were fat and wet, 

like sp~ blcwn off the clouds. Melander hoped it neant the storm 

• • was a squall, the unloading of a few cJl.ouds which had ~t too heavy for 

t~mselves, rather than a settling-in blizzard. 



• streaks lay on the water, long ropey crawlers of white. 

"Neptune's snakes, 11 Melarrler knew toom as from his shipboard years. 

• • 

• • 



• 

• 

"Rye-cakes," Wennberg burst out one night beside the fire. 

The otoor three broke into laughter. 

"Laugh yourselves crooked, you bastards, but you 1d give as 

much for a rye-cake right nCM' as I would." 

"Mister Blacksnit h is right," Melander admitted witll a chuc!Q.:e. 

ttThough with me it's not rye-cakes, but a featherbed in a sailors 1 
0 

inn I knCM at Danzig. tiJlk I could bob in that for a week and 

never open an eye except to look for more sleep, aye?tt 

Karlsson nominated next. n A woman I knew in our village in 

Skane," he said :k R'• slowly ... 

Braaf blinked as the other three looked at him. "I'll 

or three paces of headstart on each of you•" 

• 

• 



•• 

• 

Melarrler let bis breath out w.i th great slamess am said: 

ffY:es, l have heard of tha:tt. u 

Braa.f nodded above his armload of wood . "I thought they did " 

he said, anaf urned back toward camp • 



• 
.in the eveninqs, and so would feed us supper catch-as-catch-

- ~o .• y h I ft"\ H 1! / 1!,..., 
could at home, with Harold arriving~enever he found space 

b t · t · · o· nc·e after he made his wordless come e ween wai ing repairs. 

and go, I went to the kitchen and joke d to Ge rtie: Harold 

must've been here for his s~er , hmm? I heard the kitchen 
~p.,.e:1.'t1~ 

door slam twice. She ":hooped with~, and to roy alarm 

retold the lines to Harold 
n eurpria • 

He at me .,.....,_,.iiliidl!MI-.• 
And Torn: ~onuny Chad, as the townspeople s ometimes 

·------------ / 
lilted about this boy-man .

1 
• 

" ..... 

Th un asiness I felt about Gt-an 

instant depoeit of me· with the Chadwick8 was th nws ttlat tbty d a . n 

t1 their owu. Ever sine my wint r with the K lsos, when their ·scm. Eric 

was my elas te in third g~ad , my boardings h b en w1 thou sue . 

a complic ti a, am I h d be n fr to geq. by with y le rned · bj.t or 

wal~ into trang living room, opening a book am disappearing i t 

1 t until t~ week rrl. But n<W I stood sh!Ud.~ hands with Tora~ bis eyes 

great wl th curiosity bout ne, but ayi~ almcst s little I did. I 

'• 

turned out th t w~eed to y much aloud, bit 1 like ,..., Brazilian 

and a pplamer som!IJ hew fallirg into step in the same forest, we could 

appreci te ach other by insti re t. 

<.:Jf' His mother's thick-set look 

had rebuilt itself on Tom: anvil shoulders and s olid beams 

of arms, h i s neck a col l ar of heft, blocky power everywhere 
..__J ~owev e.r j 

you looked on him. ~ you looked firstYaE tifris r !J g ; 
::: ~. 

• 

• 

eyes, bright unaer the ir dark thatches of brow . as mountain - · ponds beneath a ridge of tiITber. 



• 

• 

"Tumble up 1" elander roused them as rapidly ~s if they were 

the crew of a schooner aiming into storm, and for the same reason: 

-t 6 ~o..Q.. rTI"""""""A~ ,. 
knew, as a sea veteran must, that tim had to be snatched 

whenever it oould be. Any distance gained here early in their voyage 

was that much less to be ground out later, when they were wearier. 

Accord~ly, Melander captained them to near 00 before stopping 

for the night. Braaf, too least accustomed to muscular labor, looked 

particularly done in. He said nothing, however, and lent a hand in 

heftill?; the canoe into shelter among a shore-touching stand of spruce • 

Wennberg was cajoled into building a fire, Melander apportioned 

beans and salt neat in-00 a kettle, Karlsson spread the sail-cloth 

of New Ar change 

I/ I 



·- "Cheery as a long gravestone, isn•t it? The Russians deserve such 

country." ~Y were into their second day of paddling beside the gray 

rock shoreline of Baranof Island, am Melander was trying to brighten 

the situation. 

"Maybe we should have pointed north." Karlsson was going along 

with the try. nive benn up the coast ( !! C Mith the bear-robbers"--

the hunters--uand the I( a 

"You'd see enough white, all right, .. - .. ••slllh sooner tl'an soon • 

• Icebergs and glaciers. It's the north slope of hell up there. No, 

eredit me with knowil'l?; enough·-' to aim us "the otber way." 

"Does that mean you 're taking us Melander?" 

(Wennberg) 

Melander sighed. 111Wennberg, your soul is ·' as gray as those rocks. 

Shut u~ an:i ~addle•" 

• 



• • 

• 

• 

• 

Braaf and Wennberg a.rxl Melander now realized, though it never 

would have occurred to tb3 first two to offer it aloud and even 

Melander found it a matter to unwieldy to frane into words, that in 

all their time at New Archangel they never truly had seen the Alaskan 

"'tfl«/ 
forest. Pinc~d onto its site as it was, New Archangel grand as 

~~ 
Stockholm · with this vastness of standing wood. Oh, 

" 
-.._.iliiliilll.- green fiCM badged the fort arrl settlement, furred the isles of 

s 
Sitka Sourrl and too humped backt1 of -W..Whl:AiRQ...=&e---&t'ie-we=D. g.ut nCM -

boun:iless garment of 

~.J~ 
The horizon on their left ae•••_.*r' jutted with trees.> .. ~WM!di!i.t:.V' 

ere was firmament for them to fasten themselves upright o 

II I 

• 



• 

• 

• 

It took them too n3xt day and most of the one after to reach 

the southern tip of Baranof Island, Cape Onuna.ney. In that time they 

saw not another human--whic h was what Melander had banked on--nor 

even any seal.ife, for too Russian-American Conpany's hunters long 

since bad harvested these waters bare of otters and seals. But birds 

were constant. Baleful crCMs sometimes circled them. Eagles rode 

too air above too coastal lines of bluff, making 

before letting the air spiraJ. them high again. Seagulls, cormorants, 

~:eathing 
ducks of a dozen kinds; at times, ever:rr fA 7 · · 'thing of this 

coastline except the four paddlers seemed to take wing• 

Cape Omma.my stood as the land's sentry against the open 

it, a pranontory which rose as it went until it had 

hunched itself into a stony bluff nearly half a mile high. Perhaps 

hwnped moWltains around New Archangel, 

for that evening after supper he nodded out toward the bay between 

them and the cape and asked: ttWha. t would you do, Melander, if the 

Nicholas came around tbat point just now?" 

..(Ad-~ 
"After I enptied my'itteaselal', do you mean? So then, Wennberg, 

A 

the Nicholas is in your dreams tonight. Me, I think sba 's still 

fl 

• 

• 

• 



• 

• 

• 

By now they were at too southern tip of Kuiu, off a rocky point 

which looked =e~n any profile of the island yet. Clwnps ,, 
of timber stocxi in the water beyorrl. Melander looked at his map; 

navigated through here. They set off for the islands, and pulled to 

shelter on om just short of full dark. 

I t had been a day of stumble, two 

~ut tooy._ ........ had alit still secure. --

called Prince of Wales rests in this topography like 

a long platter, and the scatter of land is as if its western rim 

has been shattered to bi ts. cut a course which, while 

Melander said a snake woul d break its back tcying to follow their wake, 

kept them steadily shielded from the ocean 1 s weather. With the days 

merely steadj" paddling, be a lci..nd of floating 

household • 



• 

• 

• 

The North Pacific has its own logic of existence; is, in a way, 

a shard-shaped planet unto itself. 
.. 
~ 

rule • Most of he- tiMlllllllL& climates_., -----
~~err 

are arrayed somewhere aloqs ~ coast:W.., from polar •llillll" 
A 

stun of desert heato 



I Karlsson had suggested they try trolling, so a line ira and hook 

baited with salt pork was let out of the canoe behind Melander. On 

their secorrl day, the line whirred behirrl Melat:rler, and he struggled 

to pull in their catch. 

~ "'-t)~ 
Melander ~ tM head of the fish out of the wate It the side 

swore 
''Mother of Moses, 11 he in wonier. 

I\ 

11What the devil is i t?11 

"Looks like a shark fathered by a toad," Melander muttered. None 

I of them had ever sem the species of small shark called dogfish. ttWell, 

what do you sey-? Do we try to eat it?" 

No ore wanted to be the first to admit how repellent the dogfish 

- - -- -...---- ~~ ---. --~----,,,,.,---- ...---.---- - --- ~ 

• 

looked. At last Karlsson said, "I'm the chef, and I'll give it a try. 

But I don 't kn<:N ••• u 

"Hunger is gocxi sauce,tt Braaf said dubiously. 

0 It better be,'' said Wennberg. 
~At least cut~ 
~head first, n Braaf prompted. "Else it looks like it '11 

be gnawing on us before we can get to it•" 

"Somebody reach the hatchet and conk the bastard," Melander ordered • 



• 
them a thunierous burp, and sank.4/'"Sea lions," M said. When the school 

surfaced again, each head making quick thrusts as if puncturing the water, 

tt:ey swam beside tbe canoe ••• nMerma.ids, 11 00 said ••• 

• 



• Their faces were becoming barbed with beard--Mela.nder's and • 
Karlsson 1s blonde, like barley chaff', and Wennberg•s a surprising 

sorrel shade--except for Braaf 's. His cheek-coverlet was a downy 

fuss. "Angel whiskers," Wennberg said derisively. 

• • 

• • 



• 

• 

- I 

A monent of each of these dusks, cherish with Melander the scroll 

he fetc'tes from its snug place in the canoe. Hunkered within tte circle 

of firelight, one by one he polishes four biscuit-sized stones against 

his pant-leg. 
~ ~ · ·~ Jike a Muslim ~~§ a prayer rug, Ml roll~ 

the Tebenkov maps ,ltllt se~ a scrubbed stom '00 weight each corner. 

There is not much that Meiarder is reverent about, but these maps 

qualify. Each of them seem not just a line ren:iering, but a miniature 

oo untry in its elf• T.iny shrubs indicate forest. 
~ 

Tideflats W9Pe delicately 

dotted, as if speck-sized cla~ beneath. The rises in 

elevation, shown as scalloped 

_,~' C>d' 
""­

plateaus with shadcw-lines fanning dGJne 
11 

Proven sailing routes r 

f.OA 
thread-like, as if an exploring spider mi tested out the journeys • 

.. 
I The total of engraver s strokes upon each map 

M 
astound~, thousands. 

Castle had the skill and energy for such work • 



--. 

• - .._...._ _,,,,..,. 

• 

• • 

In our time, a poet has offered the thought that it is ill within 

the civilized portions of mps nar that the injunction should be inked, 

Here be monsters . Melander' s maps represent a point of balance in 

hUIYBnkin:l 1 s relationship 'With the Nor th Pacific--an era beyond sea 

serpents, and before dismay. Tooy were, in short, an intelligently- drawn 

gJ11J1J1 estimate of the waters and the stubs of land. 

Governor 

Tebenkov wrenched the information from Russian captains who had at last 

begun to think themselves modem nen, an:i turned it over to a gifted 

om of the New Archangel Creoles, a gifted copper-worker8 HMts!i 'l'e-+ 1 • 

Creole's 
WP91._lllilr:tinecraft ~uld have pleased a king. Casting a glance onto 

these maps was like loold.ng suddenly beneath the skin of this 

coast, ,;. o the bones an::l liga.nents: ledges of rock, clots of rock •• e 

The frame of this ccastline was what Melander needed to knCM, an:l the 

Tebenkov maps delivered it • 



• A moment of these encamped nights, cherish with Melander the 

scroll he fetches from its snug place in too canoe. 

HWlkered within the firelight as Braaf and Wennberg arrl Karlsson 

settle to sleep, om by ore he iii* polishes four biscuit-sized stones 

against his pant-leg. Wipes his fingers down his shirt front. Digs 

from a pocket a stub of pencil. Now like a Muslim with a prayer rug, 

unfurls tte roll an:l sets a scrubbed stone to weight each corner. 

j l There is not much that Melander is reverent about, but the TebE!lkov 

• Each of them unfolds as almost a tiny country in itself. 

Miniscule shrubs indicate forest. Tideflats are delicately dotted, 

as if speck-sized clams breathe beneath. Wherever the land rises--

and this coastline abounds in up a.r:d dOW"n--the elevation is shown as 

a scalloped plateau with shadow-lines fanning down. Threaded among 

the shores and islets are the proven sailing routes, as if Jill an 

. e~loring spider has tested out each journey. The total of engraver's 

strokes on each nap is astour:rling, thousands. Melander cannot imagine 

• who among the Russian pen-jabbers in the Castle had the sldll and 

energy for such work. (In actuality, none. After Governor Tebmkov 



• 

• 

• 

wrenched the navigational infornRtion from his Russian captains, he 

turned it over to a gifted copper-artist among the New Archangel Creoles.) 

In our time, a poet has offered the thought that it is within 

~ civilization's portions of naps new that the injunction should be ~ 

inked, Here be monsters. &ireii~t represent 

in humankind's relationship with the North Pacif'ic: 

an era after sea serpents were discounted, and before tc:wns and cities 

proliferated. To cast a glance onto these functional maps was like 

shore, 
looking abruptly beneath the fog-and-cloud skin of this coast, down 

t.o bone and muscle and ligament • The fratll3 of this coastline 

is what Melander needs to knav, and the Tebenkov maps deliver it to 

him steadily • 

J 



• 

• 

• 

~ ~ 
iltlli the coastscape at ha.rrl"'- is not Sitka, but the cO\mtry of tre 

in furl of 
third Bf Melander's :rre.ps. ·~~~loe:Mf~"if'E~ mnong a lingual stew 

:. 

here--islands 11ZlXl'lfli dubbed Heceta arrl Noyes, Baker a.ni Suemez--which 

represented the contention of British explorers with Spanish • 



Yet when you eatne to think of it, everythi~ of these :naps was • 
in pieces; dabs, driblets, chunks ••• The entire coastline was something 

like a school of sea things--jellyfish and barnacles and ••. 

either on the map or in actuality, to permit voyage amorg theme 

• • 

• • 



• 

• 

• 

~ 
~•sie-.~~ Melander pennits a few hoo.rs of champagne!-;:-~· •r 

sleep before an afternoon of paddling, another picture is needed in 

the mind, large as you can manage 

w make it. Perhap:J larger yet, for this image must be of the northmost 

arc of the Pacific Ocean: the chill ascendant quarter-moon of that 

hemisphere of water, 

Alaskan, then downcurving 

sou th and east along the continental extent of Canada and America • 

the pla.m t the Europeans were uncustomarily 

beyoni the carry 

tre ir curiosity into the Nor th Pacif'ic ~he Englishman Cook 1 s obdurate --
genius as a floating expeditionary 

alifornia• ~he Russians 1 almost hypnotic curiosity as to -
what would happen if they inched farther and farther out onto the limb 

~N'N~"QJ.0 ~ AO j 

the tine the United States of Amerio a had coma 

into being and too French were beheading Bourbons, 

ships of Europe are kna-Tn to have ventured as far as the Gulf of Alaska • • 



• 

• 

• 

Of this Pacific-plamt, these four Swedes in a Tungit canoe 

~~ """•sM ,,.., , 
are attempting a thous arrl-mi.le fraction. Not all that much In 

CNV--- C>\ ~ .11/;,v )..,~ 6-~ 41>')\ 1""" ,..,, o-e.. 
forty or fifty sturdy days J'&tt could waJ..k the distance Except that 

1-/avr-
this particular version of it is broken into archipelago, or barbed 

with forest where not n • 



• Marls son was the bav paddler; behind him, Wennberg; behirrl 

Wennberg, Bra.af; Melarrl er in the stern. Melander had thought through 

' this placemmt, am. as ever had his reasons. Karlsson was the strongest 

p:tddler •••• Wennber:-g, behind K's exanple and with the eyes of the 

other two on him, woold try to keep pace with K. Braaf, Melander 

wanted umer his a:11n scrutiny, to see that he didn't shirk • 

• 

• 



• 

• • 

• 
• 

2- -- fl 

~ - ' 

Melander, as would be expected, had made it his business before 

they left New Archangel to gather wha. t he could of lore aoout the 

southerly coast. 

~ed: some of what he had heard of the people of tbe coast he waild 

have given much not to l.<naf o 

"Too much smoke," he said 

to his knees to fan the fire into purer f la.me. 

"You'd never have lasted over a forge, 11 "A 

bit of anoke tans the ooul. 11 

Melander calculate nigh n a r~ '11 this 

smokey debate with Wennberg. The tall nan made his decision 

_. I 

• 



• 

• 

' { 

• 

Omma_ney -. Kuiu, the fir~t of the island stai.rsteps sc:'t~1 from 
Kuiu could hare been the ne. maker 's attack of palsy, --------------........... -

Baranof<l"81!1d gn Melander 's nap a spatter of crooked shores and hedging 
- - ,... 

r()Ck~. l"lelander said nothing of this to the other three, sinply told 

----... . : . -

them that he ju:l ged ~ there 1 d be stout current up this passage and 

the real, to them 
ttNo hole in the shore, 

e 

with 11111 ....... 111.._ ......... a threateniqs headland·alali~ia&w-.,,.~11111.e. 

--
stay away from that horse market, u the 

. 
channel between headland and rocks, "\ihe canoe aimed sou th again:1/rn 

- ( , . ';. 

a few miles# they found a cove J uhiie h: faced open t~ the weather from 

--­. tt?e west, more exposed yet • 

like this?"cff Two furtb3r inhospitable coves answered him. 

Dusk was not far by nCM, and the work of paddliqs against the 

ecoming terrible. From wear:i.re ss 
current was undered into a 'bim@ pa tch of kelp 

befor:-• ' Karlsson spotted it •i-• in the gloom. 



• 

• 

• 

By now the canoe had reached the southern tip of Kuiu, off a 

e 
elco~ than any profile of the 

islarrl yet. What looked like clumps of timber stood in the water 

beyon:i • Melander peered close at his map • A thread of line hung 

through this chanml, indicati~ a ship had navigated it; that 

testimony was needed, because !l±ICI' -• 

timber clumps, and the 

canoeists pulled to shelter on om of the narrow is lands just short 

of full dark • 

This had been a day of stwnble, two sta.irtreads of isla.trl when 

secure • 

-1 
.1 



• 

• 

• 

Jk.~ 
~ ttBraaf, you piss near me one more time and I'll rub your nose 

at the front of bis thighs. He arced a look from tbe object of interest 

there to the seated figure of the blacksmith, as if calculating 

Across the campfire from Wennberg, Mela.Mer Omalrclin 
carrying power. •1••*m»a11•WEfHinlfm1•wi•r minutely shook bis headJI 

in message him. 
to Braaf: don 1 tx rile Jiarni+J • r 

"I'll wait for the day I have enough to drown you," Braaf said 

off-handedly and moved away into t~ trees. As he stood with his 

legs wide, he became aware that sonething seemed focused on his back: 

some pressure of watching, as when instinct told him the instant was 

wrong for pilferage. But in these woods ••• Braaf whirled and met the 

~ 

eyes. Eyes • big as his hams, blindly staring at him from eitmr 

side of a long hooked beak. 

It took him a half-monent to realize that the creature was m of 

woo:i, and that at.op it3, half hidden by tree linbs, squatted otb.er 

Braaf pl~ed from. the trees, beckoned to tba other three men • 



• Melander remembered a morning in t~ Kolosh market beside the 

stockade gate. A canoe party had cone in from somewhere, and amid 

those who were hawking their wares sat a seam-faced man, a carver. 

Word had spread thro.ogh New Arch~el about his strange work: knife 

blades thatOOO ••• Dobzhansky the interpreter managed to converse 

with the man. Melander asked what had been said. Dobzhansky said 

he had inquired how many years it had taken to attain such skill. 

The carver told him, "As lol'l5 as I have lived, I have carved. If 

• the spirit people will let me, I will carve even after I am dead.u 

• 



• M recalls a carver who visited at Sitka, selling knives with carved 

walnut - -from gunstock--handles . (ex in Reid/Holm oook) Complimented 

on his work, or asked hcw long such skill has taken to learn, the 

carver says, "I have carved all my life . If the spirit people wili 

let me, I will carve even after I am dead . " 

Karlsson goes over and puts a hand on the carved columns • 

• 

• 



• ~'J '4 
"It's a cathedral " Melander replied. 

" ' 

"What are these things?" 

Melarrler looked steadily at Wennberg . "It's a cathedral,# he 

repeated. "Whatever these people believe is said in these carvings. 

understand 
If we can 1 t read them, that is a matter of language like trying to 

listen to 
mmd:m.xmiamix::a.miI!Dsm:bnH: what a Finn says • " Around them the columns 

shot to the sky, pillars of an edifice of le gem built for 00 

• generations. Eagle poised atop bear, or ca dove through the bodies 

of oo, 00, 00. The forest seemed to watch the display, and the men, 

without knaving what it was, felt the watching . 

"Why is it deserted?" Braa.f wanted to know . 

nMaybe they' re like the Kolosh," Karlsson guessed. "They have 

summer villages where they hunt from; in winter they pull back -00 

a rm.in village, like Sitka." 

• 



• • 
On the next of the Tebenkov mps--had Karlsson had a next map--

Vancouver Island lay ~led like a colossal oyster shell... Blunt at 

each end, 000 miles in leq;th and generally 00 wide, sharp with inlets 

and bays •• .Midway dam its western shore, a particularly large and rough 

;w'\ 

nick showed. Hy'JKa, the cyrillic script beside it read. Nootka, the 

Sown where ••• 

One furttier thing was noticeable on this 00 map. No thread of 

had lmavn • route went along that west shore. Melander enough of the navigation ,_, • 
of this coast to realize that the sheltered route lay alo~ the opposite 

side, arxl he W'Ould have taken them east. Karlsson headed tt.em west. 

• • 



• 

• 

• 

pinions 
These places of frontier enterprise , whetoor they were called Sitka. 

or Santa Fe or Johannesburg or Leopoldville, were the framework of 

pa. rti cular 
an age . Empires pulleyed from them: the haul of Sitka was fur . Fur 

nean oo, and 00 meant 00; both neant oo. 

The energies of nations pulsed out along the routes , net the 

forcefield of existing cultures, changed or broke them . The effect 

was cumulative as that of glaciers . 

Pel try was a soft gold . 

At a place called Nootka Sow:rl, like motmtaineering parties 

clambering in from all sides of too sa.rre precipice, the empire-makers 

adenturer 
all enmeshed . The Englishman I-'leares had Chinese crews building trading 

vessels, the Spanish came up from Mexico to stop him, the Russians were 

on the northern verge, the Americans proddiq; along the southern . 

involved continental chunks big as all of Europe 
The trade-off was colossal , at least in spans on the map : 



- • 

• 

• 

Wennberg 's face hung open in a look of surprise. His mouth ma.de 

motions but no sound. Then, with effort: "I'm. Getting. Sick." 

"If you don't paddle, you '11 get dead, and us with you. ~ve 

~' 

a pute now and be done with it, Wezmberg. We need your arms • " 

Wennberg put his head over the side of the canoe and opened bis 

mouth as if gasping help up from the ocean. After a minute the gasps 

became words: ttQan 't. Too. Sick." 

~ 0 You 've got to. Wezmberg, listen to roo..J[ nun a finger down 

your throat, do anything--tell yourself you've swallowed soapberries--

Dump 
but get the sickness out of you now. Do it, Wennberg. ~your gut. 11 

ttKeep on, you '11 have me puking too, tt muttered Braa:f' o 

~'f-t~ ~ 
Just then Melander's~ad .!I intended effect on Wennbergo 

"There now,tt Melander proclaimed in satisfacti.ono "You'll be a 

bull again before you knOW" it. Rest a bit, we can spare you until 

you get your breath back. 11 

Wennberg focused whitely toward Melander "Melander, one time 

I'll reach dCMn that mouth of yours am ••• " But in minutes, be 'Bad 

strokes of the 
picked up his paddle an:i, while still not smoothly in phase with the 

others, added propulsiubn to theirs. 



• 

• 

• 

11More beef, Wermberg. Push that paddle deeper, aye?" cfTMelander 1 s 

urging began while the tips of the fir trees of Dall Island still 

~'~ 
them. He had not expected Wermberg to be slack in 

J ~ 
this situation; Bra.a!. was tae e:Re who chronically scanted his labor • ., 

But Braaf was thrustillS steadily, &s rag-wrapp:>d hands as if bound 

:-\ -/~cl ~ 
to the paddle!)ani he added gibe . Melander•s admonitd.bn: ttBashful 

l-4 

are you, Wennberg? Reach right down there am meet it, why not ••• u 
0 

Wennberg grumped something unhearable 
-' 

his paddlirg picked up markedly • 

hillocks of water l•ter, \he fagainf was 

of the boato 

forty or fifty 

11Wennberg~ u•re dabbing at it againo11 Melander's tone had sharpene 

The broad man held his paddle just above the water, as if tey-~ 

~of.o..A ' 

to ciB recall whetoor tlJater or air was the elenent in which it operatedo 

He swiveled the upper part of his lx>dy enough to look back at Melander. 

• 

•· 



• 

• 

On Melander's map, 

I -

~· 
three widths of a thwnb would have~ 

A 

the space inscribed ttDixon Entrance.u ~~ 
In actuality~ w ' ap~f 

A 

water extends twice the distance of the Er.glish Channel between Dover 

and Calais, ar.rl no calm white cliffs stand as guides . The canoeists 1 

crossing would be stretchjd even farther ~ because they would 

~~00-
"'98 @eift~lique, ang~ east to too arm of land. All in all, calculated 

"' 
Melander, it added up to most of a day of paddling. 

• 
• 
• 

• 

• 
• 
• 



"Sleep deep, n Melander said. "TomorrCM we introduce ourselves 

to Kaigani. 11 

The letters lay large mar too bottom_ of ~elander's third map, 

p~ 
arrl in sober block ratoor than the delicate script elsewhere on the 

Kaigani Strait • 

• 

• 



- I - , I 

• A waverywall of reassurance yet could be seen behind them--the • 
outline of Dall Island and its neighbor, Prince of Wales. Distant • as it had become, the shoreline of the isJ..arrls seemed a footing, a 

place to return to. Then, just after Melarrler reckonedz aloud that 

they might be a third of the way across, Karlsson glamed back and • 
saw that the landwall was gone • In place of the islands hung a 

sheet of fog. Tbe canoeman now xrB were in a basin of sea, nothing 

• • 

• 
• 

• • 



• 

• 

• 
/ 

shoved ~~ 

The river eaP¥ed through the land like a smooth glacier. 

~~ '" 
Had the gray surface been solid enough to walk on--it'-wo~~ Q.,.-joke 

in some seasons of run-off that not much more mud content was needed 

striding 
to make it pedestriable--it would have taken a ma.n~rom its 

" 
toward 

north shore to its south an entire hour. That man would have crossed 

the largest river of the Pacific shore of the Americas, 

the Colwnbia, an:i there on the sou th bank be would have stamped his 

feet 111 at Astoria. 

Astoria was tiny, but already in its third incarnation. John 

Jacob Astor 1 s wealth had installed the settlement in CXJOO as a 

fur depot. The ar of 1812 passed the site to British control, 

and it became Fort George •••• By the late 1840 1 s it~a lll@llllilll once 

C.AciJJ. -~ ~ cJ. 
and saloons ••• aJ.l in all, a few dozen structures bu.ddled at the 

A 

~ 1 //W~ ''-"-) 
foot of a Columbia headland. 

" 
Yet, port, ships calling regularly ••• 

~ 'f ..M1 

If for aeme reason you found yourself at Astoria, you could make your 

way on into the world from its little docks. 

just unde 
This night, the four canoe-going Swedes are 000 miles upcoast 

from Astoria. 



• Amidships of the canoe, Wennberg heaved the ooulder within his 

arms to the height of his face , and with a grunt le.f it crash into 

the oo ttom of the crafto The crunch was like the enlarged noise of 

a club striking an anirrnl ' s skull , and the canoe bottom broke in a 

descent of splinters beneath the rock. 

- ~~ 
Wennberg gave one rapi~ted the stern of the 

canoe and 

passed the driftlog when he heard the shout behind him, arrl he 

• did not look back. Ahead of him, Melander and Karlsson and Braaf 

• 



• were struggling to the bE}ach with their own canoe , »-iil!Ri.1 _ _.. .Melander 

somehaJJ fir.diqs time as well to yell at Wennberg to hurry up and lend 

a har.d . 

They put the canoe into the surf just as the first musket ball 

blooped the water beside them Wennberg in puffing agony looked back 

to see two rran in skins kneeliqi; to fire , five or six more on tne ir 

way to the beach, as mmy more clustered around the spine-broken canoe . 

~ 
nearest shooters, missed them but n:aQ.e them flinch away from the 

• shot's ricochet among the beach gravel, and threw his musket into 

fo r epart of the 
too anoe "Jesu ..1.·.laria ,s-aaj(, in and paddle!" 

stroked as if hurling the ocean behirrl them as a barrier, and the canoe 

climbed a mild breaker in slow surge to the beach, sped, climbed a 

stronger wave , then slid rapidly southward from the §igures on the beach. 



• 

• 

• 

Morning. Melander stood just outside the line of trees, 

studying tb.e snore, when Karlsson came beside him. To their right J 

the beach extenied in a smooth arc or tan sani and treeline as far 
/ 

as they could see. To their left the beach cut sharpl.y inland, am 

beyom the cove-like cut a wall of trees «•"• .. ••t sheered out to meet 

the water of Dixon Entrance. 

They rose, hc:J1ever 1 as they mm neared 

the shore, into towering tops. Melamer dipped his head wward the 

green spires in a point~ nod. "We should have a look there. Tell 

Braat we're going ••• " 



• Having pushed the canoe into the placid water, Karlsson and 

1-lel.ander found themselves paddling across the mouth of a river, dark 

Small circles of £oam spun 

alo~ its surface toward them like ghostly anemones. On the far side, 

they began to discern a black rim of rock between the waterline and the nus 

• 

4 ••I 

• 



Around the point of rock tMy pulled the canoe to security and 

clambered onto the now of black rock' bd'L 

11 God 1 s bones, what a place, u .Mela.rd er murmuredo The point had been 

as if havi~ been under siege from small cannon, riven into troughs by 

~ ) 
tte waves. surf blasted up from a blowhol.e 

behind them, a mocki~ geyser of w as they whirled to ito 

Inlam, a twlble of black boulders too size of oxcarts. Then a 

• fir trees. 
~ 

Then.- sharp upshot of cliff, which went 

into tb.e fog just above tM tree tops. 

---~~-

• 



• 

• 

Karlsson stood urrler the great trees, waiting for Melander. 

/o:t-
A:)b"ead of water ticked his r i ght wrist, aM: he lee¥eEl 1B:;a &nJAFrioo 

~~~8' 
A OJ.J.r Ooh\~ 

up. He efntlti eee s. water bead 

~~ 
~like a slow tiny jewel. aafi eMH ~e had time to step aside 

from it before it struck. 

-
~-:111 JJ.ke strange, slowed-down rain_, 

= 
theee to the minute; Karlsson found 

be could dod@e ~~of tbem, steppiQ5 back and forth aroond 

the tree trunk, head aimed up like a drunk man at the gate of God • 

C-Of-1~ 
The play of it ~k him ove~ without his being aware of it 

happening; his miro went free and nothing existed but the dazzles 

of water and his strangely danciqs oody ••• 

(~ve M fi!rl him at this?) 



• Rain stayed with them steadily. This was not New Archangel 1s 

soft, muslin-like sh<M ers, but cold hard rods of wet, drilling 

d<Mn on them. Its sound xxx ca.rte up off their garroonts - -00,00--

like fingers drumming on an impatient knee • 

• 

·.: '. : ...... 

• 



~ol '(- - I 

The others were in well-worn rainshirts, but Braaf sat • colored 
resplerrl ent in a thigh-length Aleut parka, eh1u@i yarn sewn i nto 

designs at the wrists, a front-ruff of eagle doon ••• (check details 

with Cook slide, ref in Voyage Details card file) 

"What 're you, the crown prince?" Wennberg had demanded that 
• 

~~ 
come ~ that " 

f'ir st morning. "Where 'd 

Braaf held up a wrist and admired a scroll of sewn design. 

"Oh ••• round and about•" 

• • 

• • 



- I 

• It took a number of nights to become accustomed to the noise of 

the water along tte shoreline. Melander, for his part, was made uneasy 

by an absero e, arrl at last placed it; Jj.e was listening for the creak of 

ship timbers, the other part of the choir whenever ocean was heard • 

• 

• 



• Usual bruised-looki.l'lS sky, tatters of fog in the tree tops. 

This coast's brawl had 

• 

• 



• Trees pushed down to the absolute waterline : green, then 

blue • You could reach up from swinuni~ and make your way hand-

over-hand thru the forest • 

• 

• 



• The neare:s:t mountains stood green as meadavs. The next, higher 

group darkened toward black . Then the highest, the horizon peaks, 

were a shadc:wed blue, as they were being thinned of subs t ance as they 

extended dCMn the coast • 

• 

• 



, I 

• The sun swung so lav along the southern horizon that its • 
glare struck the water in front of the canoe. Its dazzling path 

squinted 
was a hazard to too eyes. Melander ~ and swore. "Too much 

of everything, this coast has ••• " 

After the days of gray, an hour or so of sun left them sozzled, 

lj_ght-headed • 

• • 

• • 



• Occasionally the current twirled witches' knots in itself. The 

took a drifting tree into a 

complete circle, like a compass needle in total turn • 

• 

• 



• It was noticeable na-t that they were gaining a bit of dayli~t each 

day. "After Chris tma.s, each day gets a chicken-step long er," Melander 

recited. 



• 

• 

• 

wtre let to f1cw free, might prove as roily as any of t~ North 

Pacific's. 

Wennberg was the source of most tension, for after his manm r 

of wedgi:rg himself into the escape none ot tm others eould en ti rely 

put trust~ 

~ ~-=th many stro~-tempered 111m, the anger in Wennberg 

Wft:I~ could flare pure and fast as fire covered his other qualitieso 

. t 0 
highly capable voyager, able to put up wi. th discomforts 

day upon day, ~ as be asked, if some 

incident did not set him off gut tte trigger in him was always 

close to click. 

As for Mel.am.er, the problsm with so toplofty a type is that 

ordinary nen cannot always see eye to eye with him. Difficult to be 

totally at ease with a man who thinks so nany steps ahead, even though 

those stairs of thcught may be ycnr salvation. 

Similarly, Karlsson 's silent style could be thoueht a bit too 

aloot. There was not much visit in this slerrler nan from Skane, 

ani less jokery • 



• 

• 

• 

Bering," said Melander • 
• 

"It's something the Russian navy men say. Bering was a skipper, 
Ff~ ~-re; ~ 

..,.._" the is lands A where the Aleuts come frart. He was saili~ in 

the Tear's hire, ship called the Saint Peter. A true Russian 

a basket. Somewhere up there amo~ the Aleuts they 
/)~ 

got ntered in. Tnose islands don't have a whisker of timber?(Bering 
du pulled over in bl rrow s like 

am his c~into sanibills,~ sail canvas for roof. Liv 
lemmings, tell it, 
..... -~ a,e? Lived ti.11 they died, at least, and tten, the Roos -

would come into c~ ard_/ ~cv:.q A..~ 
foxes go ble the 'Oodies. Bering himself took and they him 

caved A 

in one of the dugouts. sand down over his feet, but he wouldn't 

let the orew dig~ it away. Said it kept him warm. Then sand over bis 

knees. Still wouldn't let them dig • ThEll up to his waist. Next bis 

belq1 just before he died. Very nearly all in his grave be.fore the 

last breath was out of him. So, buried as Bering, a Rooskaya says 

to feel sorry for himself.•• 



• 

• 

• 

REVISED 

In the rivers which cut the Washingt.on shoreline and in too 

streams which feed down from the mo\Ultains into those rivers, a 

chick-sized bi.rd called the ouzel is common. Slaty in color, peg-tailed, 

the ouzel behaves as if perplexed about something overhead: every 

wary of 
few seconds the bird bobs, as if flinchi~ from that peril in the 

sky. Evidently, however, the motion is nerely practice for its 

livelihood, which to walk tte bottolll3 of the rivers and streams, 

picld.:r:g bits of feed as it goes. A hydraulic adaptee, the ouzel 

seems to beJ somhow it has learned to use the now of current to 

keep i tsel.f pinned dain into place during this dirmer delve be:reath 

the riffles. 

Much in the way that the ouzel can shop along the cellar of 

the river, the canoeists too were held into route now by the sum 

of the pressures on them. Weather above, ocean beside, rarest solid 

alo~ the continent edge--the:ir 

powers of the ccs.st • 



• '-----./ 

~ . ----~ 

it 

• ~ 

Braa..f? Being around Braa.:r was like being in the presence of a 

natural pb:tnomenon, such as St. Elmo's fire or marsh vapors. Braaf 
~ 

simply was there, on his a-1n terms, take ?or wm.t be was. 

As if still in echo of their enooo.nter in the parade ground, 
~~ 

Braa.f and Wennberg jangled with each other and again. 

in the world as the fart of a fly, and Braaf would r.econnnerrl tha·t Wermberg 

shove his head up the rearest cc:w 's behind to see whether it held Ill' any 

.. .. 



• Wennberg, crossing behind Braaf, stopped and looked at the 

back of Braaf 's Aleut coat. "What's this on your back?" 

Braaf slipped an arm from the coat, brought the garment 

"Blood. From Melander." 

~ 
tears came eleun his face. Karlsson arrl Wennberg shifted awkwardly. 

out, 

• "Sayaiything, either of you, and I '11 slit you loose 

from life." 

• 



Karlsson krel t close by the firelight , carefully unrolled the 

• map and weighted it at the corners with small rocks . Melander 1s 

pencil marks began rear the top of tte nnp , at a bite of harbor 

I 
which K recq;ni.zed as Sitka Sound, then traced from islarrl to island, 

the Kuiu-Kos ciusko-Heceta cha.in of their first days, across the 

channel of peril to the Queen Charlottes, down their shores to the 

islarrl--not named, Kunghit--where Melander had been killed . Karlsson 

saw that tre island where they now were , just off too mainland, was 

narood Aristazabal. • 

• Toon Karlsson glanced to the bottom of the map, and froze . · 

In his mind ' s eye oo saw again the sketch of the escape route M had 

scratched into the dirt that first daY,; the briefness of Baranof ~ .,,,, 
:::-

~ren the Queen Charlottes group, ~hen Vancouver Island. 
Mt 

n the 

- ~·U.v~ 
the Strait of Juan de Fuca to Astoria . The map showed 

-to tip 
the topmost of this sue cession, he north JC:mlJdi of Vancouver 

Island, then ended. 

Karlsson saw too, in that flash back to Sitka, what had happened . 

• Melander was the ore to steal the rrap from the steanship: he had Jre1m had 



• to hurry because of the wood crew, had not had time to search through 

all the maps ; would have told them eventually, as he had of the oo, 

and borne them on . Except now Melander was dead, and it was Karlsson 

who had to point them into the unknc:Mn . ad a sensation of being 

emptied, as if his booy from the stomach down bad vanished alo~ with 

the bottom of the map • 

• 

• 



REVISED 

• Except for the 

~He woke to day's colors were all grays , 

sea and sky nearly the same, rocks and fore st darkerf. The big 

cape to the north was obscured this morning. 

-------

• 

• 



• Meetill5 the ocean swell at the mouth of the Strait of J~an de 

Fuca, the brig rocked and dipped as though in introduction. A curtsy, 

it may have been, for too vessel was named the Jane• Her hold was 

filled with pilings which would help to underpin th3 multiplying 

A.~~~ 
docks of · she w~s outbourrl nCM from one of the ~-

~ ~o.._Ul_ 
of Puget Sound to 'tfie Qaliferrti:e sity. The 

Jane ii worked clear of Cape 

Wennberg saw the vessel two hours later. Its twin masts arrl tail-

• like gaff sail were like tepees on the water, two miles or so out from 

Braaf. 

TlEy stared at the shijl 1 lWJN!K8CDi ftPmuJ upa- like ~n yearning 

to jump to the moon. Under full sail as she was, they couJrln •t catch 

her. A sigml fire, even if one could be built in ti~, 

cause a ship to hove to aloll?; this wild coast, but._ guaranteed 

~ to attract the whale-hunti~ natives.~ Gunshots were the 

same proposition. What was left to them was to stand and watch the 

sails plGl out of sight to the sou th • 

• 



• Wennberg would happily have been back at his forge--any forge , 

wherever- -heat and hammer in their heavy dance before him, the 

glowing flakes falling from the metal as he imposed shape on it. 

He went in his min:i a number of tines to that morning when he came 

behin:i Braaf in the parade groundat New ArchaJ'€el--and each time , 

he veered yards away fro~ Braaf ••• But this was like trying 

w undo a colliaaion of comets: paths cross paths , arrl there you are • 

• 

• 



• While still within what sho~d have been sheltered waters--nothing 

but island horizon to their west--the canoemen be~ to meet swells, 

long swaybacks which rocked too canoe with the stror:g ne ssage: the 

ocean is waiting • 

• 

• 



• If anything, the forest rose more sheerly than ever from the 

tideline Cravs and ravens flew in arrl out, disappearing as if gulped, 

re-emerging as if spat out • 

• 

• 



• The ocean would gl!l change from ghastly to enticing. And pr6bably 

back again in an hour 

•• 

• 



• Trees--not drift logs but roots, branches, bristles arrl all--drifted 

in the channel • 

• 

• 



• 

• 

M~~ 
11 Last ilmnb7 Monday, as I rode with my son Jarecf 

at 
a the north of our land claim, we found, jrmrPr beside a canoe, two nen 

nearly starved to death. We spoke to them, but cruld not make ourselves 

understood. After taking th.em to our house and summoning some of the 

other settlers from around, we finally succeeded in conversing with 

ttem. Their history is as follcw s: In 1850 tl'By engaged i> work for 

tba Russian Fur Company seven years, and aocordi~ly embarked, in 

company with 18 others, and sailed for the northwestern coast, round 

for New Archangel. After a residence of nearly two years, they found 

they could not bear too ill-usage which they were receiving, and 

det ennined to make their escape • 

iiftx:mill9-imdux:Jfimaoo1iimlil1dibal1l&lllJHJIP 
They were four, who determined i'iB:xllb:x::DI on that course of action • 

· at a place oeyo anco uver 

Island, one of tleir number was killed by tre Iniia~. A second 

unfortunate was drowned in the descent of the Washington coast. 

When found, too two who have survived had been in this Bay for three 

days-subsisting on roots and berries. by were much emaciated, 

and looked the perfect pictures of misery and u despair. One af the 

poor f ellCMs, when fout:d, was ••• 

Their canoe is about twenty feet in length by three in widt;sprightly 

built; and with this tmy have made a voyage of over 1,000 miles on 

one of the worst pg.rts of the coast. They are well cared for by the 

citizens here, ani at present are comfortably situated at Chinook, 

wheree they will be taken across to Astoria wten their stre~th :is 

sufficient • 

Their names are Nils Karlsson and Henriltl·Wennberg, and they are 

of Sweden." 
Jonathan E. Cotter 



---

• 

• 

·REVISED 

knife--

the truit to be peeled in one stopless cutting, dawn and down the 

red-white-red-white 
pare of skin coiliIV froa tle lad:llMlb blade's glide, a spiral 

stair ever more like~ to snap awa:r: but yet is it, tor each 
.,, ...... ---.. - - --- -e----. 

shaving of coil twirls a bond with the others, the helix is holding 
A 

' 
A~ "'°" d"r\ .!.) ~; 

itself toee~ creatl onal grace. 
) A 

e that. Each day the canoe sliced 

distance from the North Pacific, mld..ng the journey just that much 

more apt to sundert or just that much ore c~ly pliant, you 

wou1d not hae wagered which • 



• J 

• 

• 

~""' W' 
J 

There are momentfi;hich form themselves 
-r ' • 

before in our lives or shall again. Ours migtrli seem a kindlier ..., 

"r, 
evolution if what we know as memory had ~en set in us t'D9 other way• 

· ncid ents Bfmcm:i: 
~o'\.lo..I I /::. 

mini w~n enter the world--a glance, and A can be seen ready to ,, 
''!. 

happen son:e certain 'fnBql.,,,- Thursday; beyond it B is viewed clear) 

~due on a Wednesday two years an:i seventeen days off ••• The snag 

is z, the ne prospect we could not bear to knOW' with exactitude: 

death's date. Is it why the apparatus fetches backward for us rather 

than forward, rremory rather than foreknc:Mledge--so that we can stand 

existence? Whatever, Karlsson at wait here in the Alaska night is 

like all of us in life 1s dark, able to know only that a moment is 
+o ~ 

comi~ due am it is not the last of the series • 



• 

• 

• 

Some moments form themselves unlike any that have come before 

in our lives or shall again. Ours might seem a ldndlier evolution 

if what we kn<JN as manory had been set in us the otter wayJ if tM 

...rvital incidents of existeroe already waite';'i~~ in the 
, all the Karls sons of us, come into t his wo rld--a glance, 

min:l when we ·are born--A there seen ready to happen some certain 
beyond it 

Thursday, B~ viewed clear and due on a Wednesday two years an:i 
~ 

seventeen days off ••• The snag is z, the one prospect we could not 

bear to knCM with exactitude: death's date. Is it why the apparatus 

fetches backward for us rather than forward, memory rather than 

foreknowledgeA~o that we can stani existence? Whatever, Karlsson 

awaiting tte moment to come is like all of us in life's dark, knawing 

that sorrething, stala<ttite or stalagmite, is forming, but not what 

its shape or . thrust will be 

only that forming is going on. 
,(,. I Wo..> '· ' '!( A>A 

at wait tare is like ~all in life's dark, able to know only that 
~ "i;;.. ~u,........,,__,_ 

~Jt moment is ee~ ~~~ ~.;(, ~ - · J..o.Af 7·~' 
/)~ ~ c~· 

UIJ'A Vt... 
and A ..is 



• Soma moments form themselves wlli.ke any that have coma before 

in our lives or w_i~ Like speeded-up stalactites or stalagmites 

they suddenly loom, daggering obstacles somehow to gift be got around. 

Ours might seem a kindlier evolution if what we knCM as memory had 

J> a:;z~ti",., 
been set in us the other way; if these a incidents of existence 

"' 

already waited in place in the mind when we were born 

of life there to be seen, 
, then 

~ , .. some certain Tuesday, 
B viewed clear on a Wednesday two years_,, off ••• 

• The problem is z, we could not bear to knOW': death's date. 

I\ 
in us, nemory rat her 

• 



• 
Death's credence comes '00 us in sma.11 costs, mounting am 

mounti11?; • La.ck of a remindi~ word to Braaf when he took time 

in shifti~ his paddle • Loss of the sailor~ -habited scrutiny of 

the water aroun:l, every chance of rock or sheal commented on. 

No "aye?". punctuating tP,e I day s time. 

Near mid-d~y, when the canoe put ashore at the next islam, 

the three nen for a long minute stood looking at the folded-forward 

..--..... 
Melander, still llllllr yearni~ not to believe the death. Wennberg 

• :4 vfu'"" 4 <: t 

had cursed periodically during the crossing - -"fish-fuckers ••• fish-

fuckers 11 --but now said nothillS , llSllllll~ seemed to be grit ting against 

1 •td d~ 
whatever Braaf too was silent, and very pale o 

'.rb9y managed, with Karlsson•s ax and the cooking pot, to gouge 

a shallow trench in the forest floor. Wrapped in sailcloth, Melander 

was put into the thin grave. Atop the dirt, Karlsson and W'ennberg and 

.... ' Braaf piled head-sized rocks from the beach to J 1-1 discourage aninBls. 

,... i • ~n they made camp arrl sat to re-think life with out Melarxi.er. 

_______________ ___ __.......,,,,__ ~ -- - ... __...,___ 



• Kneeling clc:se by the firelight, Karlsson unrolled the scroll 

/ 
of mps and weighted it at the corners w.i th small ovalll stiones from 

f the beach gravel. Melander 's pencil mark began near the t.op of the 

first map, at the square dots which were the buildings of New Arch~el, 

and looJX'd le.ft around Japonsld. Island then down and out the bottom 

of Sitka Soum. On the next map, the penciled route hugged the west 

shore of Baranof Island to Cape Ommaney, then struck west to Kuiu. 

The third map brought them down the Kuiu-Heceta-No)'es-Smmez-Dall 

• chain of islands and across Kaigani Strait to the horn-tip of the 

Queen Oharlottes. The fourth~ showed hew they had crossed Hecate 

Strait, descerded the is lands of the past several days, and then, u 

mnca+l•w+dahM just more than halfway down the map, Melan:ler 1s 

penciling stopped, at a rough-edged small island with no ~ne. 

this 
New Karlsson glanced to the bottom map,and .._ froze. 

In his mini m saw again the escape as Melani.er had scratched it 

into the dirt that first day. The briefness of Baranof' Island. Than 

the Queen Charlottes group. Then Vancouver Island Next, last, tte 

• southering coastline from the Strait of Fuoa to Astoria. This fourth 

map showed tae eoastline as the nortlunost tip o:f Vancouver Island, 



• Perhaps think of that trick to be done with an apple and a knit' e: 

to peel the fruit in om continuous cutting, the peel spiraling dc:Mn CJt..M"'- ~ 

e:IJ.,,.~ 
like that, each day's dangle--made by the canoe slicing 

more snap than the one before. 

• 

• 



• 

• 

• 

~ -
•• a->" 

0 

,-... 
It is an experience lost to us• nOW', 

om life and another. But H0t, cabinet-maker 

of Llanelli in Wales, bouni out for Patagonia; er Henty, E11zabeth, 

wife and mother, foll<Ming husbard and sons from Sussex to ,._, 2 lad• 

'°...ru...1£1V1..~ 

d in ustralia; or Van Der Wende, Kathrin, girl of eight, 

6~ 0-A.(4 

wo:rxier-eyed in/\steerage from Rotterdam to New York; or any of tens 

of hundreds of thou sands of others of the nineteenth century's sea-
--. -- -- ~ - --- - --- --- ~-, 

-1(1".. l 
change citizens, tte voyage stayed in your mini. It couldn 1 t not. 

~ 

Sway of the waves, the shrunk.,_. berth tD live in, the reliance 

of your survival on sailors who worked in the mast-trees like slow 

~-~ 

monkeys; queer turns of the world, all. Some evens poke, after, of the 

shipboard weeks life; a compressed existence, like a 

battle or an illness or a first unsuccessful time in love, which 

ct.') 

stood · no other set of 

Me lam er had been the calma. ti ve for the the 

immensity of their attempt. He had been one of those salt-water monkeys 

in the mast-stays, lm9w and was not at all bashful to say that an ocean 

can be mnaged, fended with. 



• 

• 

• 

But naf Melander was no longer on hand to be in charge of faith. 

Braaf and 
rlsson and 

upstairs and the moon, had" to find their own ways not be daunted 

by this sea-run • 



• Between ~m and Vancouver, they quickly discovered, lay several 

hundred inst~es of monotony. 'Wave upon wave, the canoe met, was 

lofted at the bar, then wallowed righblard 
slumped, dewn and Dgilk somewhat rightward, 

inw the water 's trough. A new law of motion this seemed to be, dive-

and-stagger. 

Karlsson Jahll called to Wermberg. Wennberg bal.f-turned; he 

was grim, but functioning. "No, I don't need any invitations to 

toss up my breakfast •11 

• The crossing was O hours of slosh, um.er the most beautiful 

weather of the entire voyage • 

• 



• 
On an:y- planet? The hurl of it, constantly moviq;, collapsing, reblilding, 

simultaneously white and gray an:i lethal ani lulling. Tb3 extent of 

it, its grave beat upon too shore am against all sides of all 

continents at once: hCM is there any foothold left for us? 

Braaf had wondered too, looking at t~ colossal force of the 

ocean, why it didn 1t tear great chunks from the land all the timEh 
.. 

~~ 
Perhaps it did, in great storms, and that was how the islands of 

• their route had been made • 

• 



(from Rialto Blue card Hl} 

• The surf came in cream-colored, thinned to milk as it s.1.-id /~-v L..o 

up the beach. Between the waves the pattern was marbled, thick 

noise 
loops and circles of foam. Its Sl!DIJli was a constant rumble with 

lii·ts of sound, like a strong wirrl through a forest. An:l within 

this, a hiss, a foamsound as the tide-edge deliquesced up the beach. 

It smelled very fresh, more a sensation than anything the nose 

could identify: a t~ • 

• 

• 



• 

• 

• 

This patience of Karlsson's, like any :a 

/ 
~VISED 

be counted virtue. It evidently kept him in situations, for instance, 

wren Wennberg would have crashed out or Braaf wriggled out indeed 

had done much to deposit him, w:i thout over-ample debate or decision, 

into Alaska • 



• 

• 

• 

55 

The pair of them, tree and stump somehow endowed with legs, 

moved with no word through the night for two minutes, three . 

Apprehension strode with them both. Apprehensions, rather, for 

the~~anxieties were sized -~~ ~ifferent a~ the men. 

A several hundredth time Melanier retold himself the logic by which 

l's had singled out this night. Yesterda\Y" the Russians all had gone 

a.round solemn as churc ce, crossill& themselves until it seemed they'd 
side 

wear out too air. NCM, £' · t r the religious of Christmas having 

been observed, certain as anything they would 

be celebrating and carousing and dancing their boots off. Assuredly, 
all 

and any of the Company Russians who frequented their 

card games and tippling and monotony-breaking argument, 
one of them 

ball in Baranov's Castle . 

Nor, when 

was discovered, would the Russians be eager to eir snug 

~~ tndai:~~ festivities to cha~~~ Lh~oqgh t e o Alaskan night . . The 

~~i~4 lea,.,w Kolosh meanwhile would be · to their longhouses, s ta;(iRg~clear 

of drunk and boisterous Tsarmen. Confusion, alcohol, reluctance, all 
w t-'c! ,·"' . ~ &\ ~k: q .L,..-
~Y18 e t!""""t fie Swedes' Christmas allies for escape. But late-going 

" Russians yet within the officers' lodgings ••• clatter in the gun room 

heard by 

them moved with 

Wennberg's 

blockhouse .•• Melander's months of 
quiver 

beyond logic, and t~of 

himself. Until he stood up 

from beside the card-players in the barracks t he blacksmith had not 

been convinced he would go through with the escape. 

Why risk the ttmi:>le, ass-over-earhole, down this bedamned coast? Why 

trust even a minute to these three orphans ot Hell? So how came it that 

now he was traipsing off with Melander into disaster's black avid mouth? 



• Just off the eas t ern shore stood a long li~ of fishing snacks with -

white , white sails 1 
They toppled 

and were taken back by the water to be reformed for the next trick 

of surf: this tine it was round white islets, an archipelago of 

Karlsson considered that he had seen wild surf so 

far on this voyage, and he had , but this high~thrc:Mn whiteness was 

another matter . The pvwer of Queen Charlotte Sound seemed to have a 

need to climb into the air -~_,,_,.. ... -. 

--

• 



• Karlsson was a particle of the Swedish diaspora which began in 

the 1840's, a man uncoupled from his family's farm by a surplus 

of brothers and absence of opportunity. The two brothers younger 

fever, put themselves into the 

emigrant stream aimed to the prairies beyond the Great Lakes. 

At ·their suggestion that he come along, Karlsson said only: 

"I am no farm maker." His liking for time in the forest, 

learned as helper to a gamekeeper on a nearby manor during his 

Skane boyhood, bent him toward Alaska even at the price of becoming 
_. --~ - :;;;":.;C;--..,.....;.-__.;... /"""> .... = ~ ~- ......... 

• 

• 



• 

• 

They were in a part of the coast now where broad channels drove 

directly from the cxean northeastward between islands, like fat wedges. 

·1banke Sound, no more than O miles but the 

first test of tte lessened canoe crew. ------ -Gaps of daybreak had begun on the eastern horizon when 
'\ 

Karlsson 

Gradually the 

islands and mountains all arourrl tre channel~ to sight
111 

crig;aie:c-

r. 
~r.d:a!::::k~~~;:a:c:~ As fuller daylight advanced, the strips of 

light on the eastern horizon were as if chinki~ had fallen out 

between mountains and clouded sky. The dawn went from silver to 

sl ight yellow, to peach. Then the clouds began to shift away, out 

af sight over the mountains • 



• One further thing is noticeable on this 00 map. No thread of 

route goes along that west shore, past Nootka . Melander had lmown 

enough of the navigation of this coast to realize that the sheltered 

route of voyage ~ lay along the opposite side of the island, and 

at the prow of Vancouver, Gape Scott, he would have taken the canoemen 

east. Karlsson headed them west • 

• 

• 



~ • 

• 

• 

Weary :llBlilm though he was , 

had roomory of things which must have been 

dreams • (The,. occurrences which had to do with worren, he knew with 

regretable certainty to be dreans.) Again am again the carved columns 

rose in the forest of his
1
brain, the wilq . c reature-faces stacked one 

eag e ·· 
Bear and beaver and--human? 

stand beside the big-

beaked face . Togethe r Melander ~ and the beaked thiq; looked 

back at Karlsson. Karlsson said to Melander it was time to push 

on iltHt in the canoe • "Aye , " replied Meland er, but still stood there • 

Karlsson would repeat that it was time to embar 

would say again, unmoving o 

"a"re " Melander ~v · ' 

~-

/ ,Y. ,. 



As in tte forest when branches become moving wands overhead • 
over dam. Streaners of cloud shot alo~, 

JllbK.11111fl1JdRabodaatrl••td: the sky ,.._.. ... Ii hither and thither, 

you never knew what to that it would be disorderly. 

wouihd-be stor~ ani pretensions of clearing • Sitka bad accustomed 

them to cha~eableness with its weather-of-the-minute, but at Sitka 

the concern was not whether the ocean would erupt beneath t~m 

in the next swoop of gust• 

• 

• 



• ~ ~ ~----., 
Sometime in these days the canoe'tclok them 'J ,, out of winter 

~d--~ 
calendar would have the monent itself 

was asJf untraceable as the atom-point at which a breeze first sets 

into motion. The alteration was no less definite for that. Ferns 

had begun to unroll green from their winter rust. In wet places 

of the forest came the bloom of skunk cabbage, its butter-gold flame 

of blossom and smelling like burnt sugar. SaJ.mon had begun their 

turn ••• (?) To the north, the strains had begun within the Alaskan 

• glaciers which months later would calve icebergs •••• on the rivers, 

Yukon and Stikene and 00 a.Di oo, breakup was that much marer ••• 

stirrings, engen:ier 
~ecount i~ in scores of e long coast had begun to ""R!las;:Glt?lft-

spring • 

• 



• 

• 

• 

c}.µ~ a_~ I ol ~~, ~~ 

- ~ 
- /ct\J.. 1-' 
• /I""' o--url 

/\J2. c;. c.4-
The paddles dipped, glistened wet on too forward em- of the 

stroke, dipped 
t, 

he seemed to have no notion 

of tune whatsoever did not matter to the situation. His random 

buzzes irked Wennberg, which made them their am justification. 

Karlsson constantly looked ahead as he paddled, as though he 

could pull the horizon of' water nearer with his eyes. 

In Wennberg 1s armwork there was none of' Karlsson's thrift nor 

Braaf 1 s minimwn attention; just the resigned pl<Xi of a man wishing 

hea were anywhere else. 

7, - IC: 5$ f 

The canoe rode higher in the water now, without Melander. Without, 

too, the food supply, which was f'ast dwirrlling • 



• If anythi~, green crowded more thickly to tb9 tideline than ever. 

When crows and ravem flew into this forest, they disappeared as if 

gulped • 

• 

• 



• • 
Too shoreline mountains and ridges we.re as if in Jiii a state of arrest; 

awaiting the next fiOW' o£ ex:Jli'tieroe, the next pose to assume ix when the 

• • 

• • 



• \ ·~~) 

y;-/ rock or tiderip was too great--greater, 

af natives. Karlsson arrl Wennberg were agreed that bays and river 

mouths were where the natives habitated. Aproach these with care, 

hide out during the day and slip past at night, they decided. 

One thing I helped: they at last were on a gentler slope, so to• say, 

~&g. of the precipitous coast. Coves were frequent. The timber 

still Callle like ¥a'terfall over the rim of the continent, but stopped 

now a beach's-width from the ocean. The truce 

• Wennberg gratefully sank to, each night. 

The offshore, however, was spiked with more rocks than too coast 

farther north. Seastacks a.rrl reefs were constant; this portion of 

vigorous mountain 
shore looked like the the coast behin:i them 

to the north • 

• 



• They c rone ashor e each dusk like old wonen stiff in the knees . • 
Wermberg encouraged a fire while Karlsson put together whatever could 

plSS :.I as a meal. Only after they had food in them could they face 

the canoe chores, the sheltering ••• 

• • 

• • 



• "Fear the goat from the front, the horse from the rear, and mn 

from all Now Karlsson watched Wennberg ••• 

If he could have watched him from within sleep-shut eyelids, he would 

• 

• 



• 

• 

• 

the first 
It is told that, in another corner of the Pacific , when Kki::kJI 

exploring ship from Europe 
explorers fir st appeared to the aborigines of Australia, the aborigines 

registered no surprise, nor even any interest. The Erxieavour, out of 

Deptford(?)--this was Cook's ship of 0000-0000, another of his adroit 

clambers to the tkm: ends of the Pacific--stood 35 yards long and 

with a cloud of canvas. A few f'isherrren in canoes did not even look 

up at the ship . A woman ashore gave it a glance, nexpressed neither 

surprise nor concern, 11 and tig lit a fire to cook dinner . Not until 

the English sailors came ashore in small boats did the aborigines 

react to them. Apparently the ship had been "too strange, too 

monstrous, to be compreherrled." The aborigines were entranced by 

dream--"all that was unknown or not physically present at any given 

moment was referred to as being 'in the drea.mirg ' . On their own 

ledge of the Pacil"ic, Karlsson and Wennberg were entering their own 

dreaming ••• 



• 

• 

• 

Karlsson 1 s shot struck the seal in the head, dropping it before 

it could lurch off the tidal shelf into the water. (Or: have it quivering 

in death, possibl,- topplirg toward water, and the men rushing for it?) 

which Karlsson had shot. He made his first climbing stride across 

the neck of rock when surf burst in front of him and a white weight 

of water tossed itself against him. Off balance, Braaf fell backward 

int.o the tidal trough • 

...._ rifle, thought Karlsson as he clambered :r;aa1• down toward =-
the trough, Wermberg cursing behind him, reach him with the rifle, 

pull him up ••• * The trough sloshed Braa.f wildly, banged him against its sides. 

He grabbed with both hands, but the mussels and barnacles slashed 

his hands and he could not get a grip. Then the tide was tossing 

him again. 

Tre footing along the top of the trough was treacherous; Karlsson 

and Wennberg were like 
I\ 

as they tried to get close to Braaf. 

All the while, 

and forth the length of the trough. 



• 

•• 
• 

• 

Mr John Orvis Waterman 

F.ditor, Oregon Weekly Times 

REVISED 

3 
Shoalwater Bay March 19th 18 

nr Sir--On Mor:day last, as I was riding ldth my son Jared to examim 

oyster-beds at the north of our lam claim, we found, beside a canoe, 

two men near to death. We spoke to them, but could not make ourselves 

uni erstood. We contrived to lift them onto our horses an:i after 

taking them to our house an:l surmnonillS oome of the other settlers 

from arourrl, we fimlly succeeded in conversing with them. Their 

history is as follows: In 1850 they engaged to work for the Russian 

Fur Company seven years, and accordingly embarked, in company with 

18 otoors, and sailed for the northwestern coast, bound for New 

ArchallSel. Arter a residence of nearly two years, they found they 

could not bear the ill-usage which they were receivi~, and determined 

to make their escape • 

T~y were four, who determined on that leave-taking. At a place 

beyorrl Vancouver Island, one of their number was ld.lled by the Indians. 

A secord unfortunate was drowned in the descent of the ~ coast 

beween the Strait of Fuca arxi here. When found, the two who have 
/ 

survived had been in this bay for three days--subsisting on roots and 

berries. They were much emaciated, and looked the perfect pictures 

of misery and despair • One of the poor fallows was mald.ng a chant 

to himself, as though in prayer. Their canoe is about twenty feet in 

length by three in width, sprightly l::uilt; and with this they have 

made a voyage of over 1,000 miles on _ om of ~he _wo:r;st :earts __ ~f !ihe __ ., . _ __,, __ -·-~ _... ...-..- .... _,_ , .- ..,- ... - · -- - - .. 



REVISED ~ -s-f--~I 

I 
"Hold me," Karlsson directed Wennberg. The burly man put both 

arms around Karlsson's knees as Karlsson stretched himself flat, toward 

the spilling water. He held the rifle at its barrel en:i, thrust the 
..Mto ' 

was as t them, an the landward side, his boy's face in a grimace. He 

~,.~ 
seemed to shake his read at them, then the tidal su~d b~ck 

t..V6A A ,_....""'"'~!\a 

toward the ocean and Braaf ~~~;i.. 

·--"" 
the sane twi ce. Have 

to be quicker 

'J. 
~I\ -Karlsson and Wennberg •Blllllltilil-. stared toward 

·-------·------.--
~ 

the trough, braced themselves for the riptide •s return an.ct the hurl 

of spray across them once more. mrd spa. t ter, runnels 

down their taees, n<M eyes could open again ••• 

This tine the tide ha:l not brought Braa.f back with it. 

• 
#'13 1LAJ ,, ~ """'--rJ ~-••I 

"Braaf1" shouted Wann.berg. Karlsson scrambled for the ocean edge, 

banging knees am hards on rough rock, Wennberg lu cirg after him. 



REVISED 

The footing along the top of the trough was n treachery itself; 

• Karlsson a.rrl Wennberg lurched like nen on soapstone as th9y tried 

to approach the edge. 

Wuw-~ 
Braaf whirled · · · 

I\ grabbing with both hands at ~ 

~ug~ barnacles and w=11mllllill 

~· 

I\ 
This tine the tide tossed him from sight ~--Ni. 0..-1~ 

• 

• 



REVISED / 

he was not so wide a thinker as Melander. 

Come to that , he and Braaf and Wennberg together probably were not 

that spacious. A man of task, -the patterns of effort 

required to get a job done of most interest to him. 
- - - .,.. • Melander's province of interest had been the entire coastlire, 

over beyotrl 
and whatever joined it e bend of the world. That was all 

very well, but Karlsson had the instinct that a tinier realm was 

equally vital; the circlet of strength where the palm of a hand 

• went round the haft of a paddle • 

• 

• 



• 

• 

REVISED 

Death's credence comes to us in smaJ.l costs, mounting an:'! mounting. ~x 
- ~ 

The new absence presented itself constantly to the paddling mm. Lack 

of a reminding word to Braaf when he made his imt habit ua.1 dawdle 

in shiftill?; his paddle. Loss of the sailor-habited scrutiny of the 

water arourrl, every chance of rock or shoal or current commented on. 

The hours unpunctua ted by "aye?" 
~e-'~~·~l~tlm-~~tlMii~·~~RA--tke~P~~. 

--------------..--·- - -· -- --......... -'?- · -- ..... ----·- -



REVIS EU 
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I Death's credence comes w us in small costs, mounting and mounting. 

Melander dead, . mainbeam of the escape collapsed, the long coast 

~ ~~3~----
burping down lif~as an owl would a dormouse. Like wild new hearts 

Braaf and Wennberg and Karlsson, so profound a 

change they could not in the ir minds, onJ.y feel the 

rus and~ 

• at last forced its way to one of them--Karlsson, it happened to be--

that to pull on paddles was not enough, that they needed a compass heading, the 

fV"-0-CJ~o ~ 

needle s howed them to ~here they ought. It was in the i- pause 

for that, Braaf , compass from the stowage beneath Melander, 
It 

~ ~o.11. ~ tl'\N..A 
forward to Karlsson, when too absence of Melander 

~;t~ 

his sailor-habited scrutiny of . 

the water around, every chance of rock orf""iiiiiiii shoal or current 

commented on. Lac of reminding word to Braaf wh:m he made his 

habitual dawdle in shiftill?; his paddle. The hours unpunctuated now • by "aye?" 

• 
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REVISED 
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A~~c( 
Near mid-morning, the canoe ashore at the :oox the 

canoenen stood looki~ at the folded-forward bcxiy of Melander. During 

the crossing Wennberg had cursed periodically and profour:rlly but new 

said nothi~, seemed to be gritting against whatever was on its way 

~~, 
next. Braaf too was wordless, and 

came first out of the silence: "We need to bury him." 

\¥ ·1th Karlsson 's ax, the gaff, and the cooking pot 

to gouge a shallow trench in the forest floor. Wrapped in sailcloth, 

Mela.rd.er was put into the thin grave. Wennberg and Braaf hesitated when 

Karlsson began to tromp down the dirt, toon joined in. From the beach 

they brought rocks arrl piled them onto the gravetop to discourage 

a.niimls. 



• Karlsson and Braaf looked to Wennberg . The broad man shook 

his head. nr don ' t believe in that """'"""""'..._,,.,,,__ any mo're . Particularly 

after this . " 

"Dojf it for the words , " Braaf murmured . "Do the words for 

Meland er . " 

W~nnberg h3 si ta ted , then th3 from him in a low 

~ 

r uilble :" ••• A thoo.sand years in ... thy sight are but as yesterday 

when it is past , and as a watch in the night ••• we spend our years 

as a tale that is told ••• So teach us to number our days •• •" 

• 

• 



• The next bad time was quick to coma• 

was sitting, stopped, arrl looked down. 

you, t 1'¥:3 n?" 

the Aleut parka, b3 b:rougb: too garment aroum to have a look. Small 

dark splats, as if a rusty rai h:td fallen, showed across the shoulders 

and the middle of the back. 

Jt8a:sqs"' · cs; rnMw1J&H11li!Frpaanl 
The three men stared at the stains where Melander 1s blood had 

shCMered forward. Braaf gulped, and twin lanes of tears pathed his 

face. 

Wennberg shifted awkwardly. "Maybe it'll wash ••• " 

Braaf choked out, "ffay anything, either of you, and 

Later Karlsson was not sure what the signal had been between him 

and Wennberg, hc:M it was that ttey mutually walked off up tb9 beach 

away from Braaf • 

• 



( . 

') 

r~ 
\ 

/ 

elsewhere along . the coastal tracery of Puget Sound am the Strait of 

Juan de Fuca, arrl indeed into the life of anot~er rmn--this is all a 

journey I have awaite for a 
0

decade , ever since I began u/¥aware 

?~~:V . '"~ ~ ~ ,w /YV'fM~ 6'f. t:M_lo.-_~· 
of ha.; ~mortally , I ~ i m c:Acd LIJ 6 ftr OII this elusi~He~ 

1 ~ 

A season of frontier , this winter will be for stepping 

in search of the paths of westering i.TIJ.>ulse .that~across Arrerica ' s ~ 1 
~ ~ 

plains am over its continental~and at la~p off here at the 

surf of the Pacific . Those paths that for so nnny years carried Swan , 

and flew to Queen Charlotte Islands where he was told good land could 

be found. The butterfly, a creature as big as a house acco~anied him 

and would fly up in the air and when he saw any good land he would 

unfold his proboscis and point wi. th it. 

Just the way, Edinso drives the point home with a tap of mockery, 

Johnny was going with me showing me places. 

• 
• 



• 

• 

• 

To the astonishment of Braaf and Karlsson, Wennberg - sa I "1 volunteered 

the notion that Karlsson now have charge of the maps , arrl the voyage 

decisions .1fThe bJacksmith spoke it reluctantly . "We can 1t-;'chase 

each other like cats . make miles alo~ this 

I regret the day I hi 
~ 

or m--

a jerk of the head toward Melander ' s grave in the forest--ubut here I 

am . 
~ 

Wherever) I am." 

Karlsson looked to Braaf' • 

It took the young thi ef an instant to realize b9 was being polled. 

He blinked and said: "You've to do it. I can't read the maps and 

Wennberg couldn 't lead a goose to water. You've to do i t." 

-- ----- ... ----.......- ~ ---- -·- -----

I 



Th3y made early camp. All words seened to have gone with 

Melander until Wennber, crossing the campsite, stopped and looked 

down · at the seated Bra.Bf • "What's this on the back of you, then?" 

Slilpping his arms from the Aleut parka, Braaf brought tte garnent 

arourrl to have a look. Small dark splats, as if a rusty rain had 

fallen, shc:Med across the shoulders and 'the middle of the back. 

Braaf stared at the stains where Melander' s blood had showered 

forward on'OO him. He gulped, and twin lanes of tears pa thed his 

face • 

• Karlsson and Wermberg strttar shifted awkwardly. 

Braa.f choked out, nSay anything, ei. ther of you, an-d I '11 slit 

you loose from life. 11 

• 



• Crossing the oampsit e, Wennberg stopped and looked down at 

the seated Braaf. "What's this on the back of you?" 

Braaf slipped his arms fran the Aleut parl<a., brought the garment 

arouni to have a look. Small dark splats, as if a rusty rain had 

fallen, showed at several places across the shoulders and the middle 

of the back. 

''Blood • Melande 

• 
Karlsson an:l Wennberg shifted awkwardly. 

Braaf choked out, 11 Say anything, either of you, and I 111 slit 

you loose from life." 

• 



I Here stocxi a new style of coast to any they had seen yet. The 

three of them were at the inshore edge of a rock shelf high and flat 

as a quay--MnnrmBl 
--.... 

cq•.- although no ore but nature had use ld for 

a quay some foo.r hundred paces long and half that in width. In the 

blue and brown afternoon, the ocean bright around tbe sober xD1al coastal 

rock and the seastacks daggeri~ up offshore, the huge queer natural 

wharf lay thinly sheeted with water, like puddles after rain. -------- ......-----«*-. - ... -. ......,........ ..._ -~ 

By now Braaf tad tides in his 

high drowns 

• 
Eve~ 

c;:ke t~:ves were trying to leg themselves up over 
l'l 

of the sre lf. . 

"Quick we'll be," Karlsson 
~ ~ O'VI a..lJ.ei( 

--~ 

and was in motion while the WX>rds still touched too air. "Over here, 

I 

He led too other two onto the tidal plateau, a rock 

formati. on the size and shape of a boatsail bladed up. Beside it, 

from sight of the seals, Karlsson studied out ambush. To the right, 

the ocean with uninaginable patience had forced a crevasse--a curved •• tide trough broader than a man would want to try to j wnp, and swirling 

harshly with each surge of surf into it. A short fist of rock jutted 

• 



I 

• • 

• 

Sometire in these days the canoe slid them out of winter into 

not -winter . 

of moments 
is 

those s 
as impossible to single out a~ato~f air which pushiS against 

evidents 

-= Northwesv 
trance is lifting from tHe:fOas t and pulling new life in after it . 

Ferns unroll green from t~ir winter rust. Up from the low dampnesses 
/.. 

s 
of the forest lick the bloom" Of skunk cabbage, 

of blossom and scent like burnt sugar . lFar out in the Pacific salmon 

reverse ilim compass,:i!" 1111•• make their instinctual veer from underocean 

pastures back tav ard the rivers where they were spawned and must new 
----- - - --~ - . ------ ~ ---... _.. ~ 

spawn in turn. Seals ~forth in the offshore swells. 
4 

Baja 

California is departed by gray whales, the Bering Sea is to know them 

r:ext. Geese and ducks wri 

t heir calligraphy of flight northward . To the north too, .."d:eebe:'e 

glaciers creak with the first of the strains which months later will 

calve icebergs into too azure b ays . Within the whi te rivers, Yukon and 

Stikine an:i Susitna and Alsek, Kuskokw:i.m and Kvichak and Nushagak, currents 

begin to pry at treir winter roofs of ice • 

In stirri~ s tiny am mighty, the restive great coast was engerrl eri?l$ 

spring . 

• 



• 

• 

• 

• 

In tte rivers which cut this shoreline am in the streams which 

feed down from the mountains into tlv3 rivers, a 

called the ouzel is comm.on. 

and behavior are those of a very tat wren perplexed about something 

overhead: every few secon:is the bird bobs, as if flinching. Evidently 

the motion is not flinch, however, but merely practice or its livelihocxl 1 

which is to walk the bottoms of the rivers an:i streams, fee~ busily tJf' <>' )t." 
\.A~ 

The ouzel seem to be a hydraulic adaptee: the flow of current 

riffles. In the way 

that the olEel shops alo~ the cellar of the river, the canoeists tDo 

a were now held into route by improbable pressures. The weather over 

them, ocean beside them, forest solid behind the shore edge--tight as 

a nume, their course was bald fo them by the parers of the coast • 



• 

• 

~• 

at the errl of the tidal trough, alor{?; the inside of its wrist, ---- ' 

directly in front a l~ hump of rock • 

. Karlsson made the short crawl to the hump, Wennberg just behind 

him on the left arrl Braaf on the rig ht • They hmiched low as Karlsson 

peered to the seals • 

Tte shot would be almost a hundred paces. Karlsson disliked the 

the 
distance, but tried to anen:i for it a bit by singling out seal 

lying ±Imsiimll'll!lnlXS farthest inshore, a 00--bachelor--bullied • into 

of the herd • 

~'.4 
"Tickle chin

119lllllilll•r 
J 

Braaf said softly as Karlsson aimed. 

"Or it 1 s ai:r soup tonight, 11 Wemm.berg muttered. 
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•• s I 1
1

d 
Sonetime in these days the canoe 8*:t:~ tl'em out of winter 

oUf~ 
into nat-winter. No calendar sha-1s theAday, and the moment itself 

~~io.AM1~~ 
is as u~t:r::a?Ceahle as the way a g breeze begins, the first atom of 

I ~ 

air in push against the next until all is motion. The alteration 

is no less definite for that. Ferns began to unroll green from 

their -winter rust. Up from the low dampnesses of the forest licked 

the bloom 0£ skunk cabbage, its butter-gold flame of blossom arrl the 

scent like burnt sugar. Salmon had begun their turn, their instinctual 

veer from underocean pastures toward the rivers where they were • spawned, and would si::awn in turn. (?) Seals and otters ••• 

Gray whales were departing Baja California ••• Geese and oo ••• 

To the north, the strains had begun with the Alaskan glaciers which 

months later would calve icebergs into the bays ••• on the rivers, 

Yukon and Stikene and 00 and 00, breakup was that much nearer ••• 

In scores of stirrings, the long northwest coast had begun to engender 

spring • 

• 



• 

• 

REVISE.D 

The Indian arrived at the Port TCMnserrl customs house wi th an 

item an1 a tale. Downcoast from the village his people called Hosett, 

whil~ hunti~ seals he had cone upon the booy of a white person. 

The native used the word for "boy," and it was not until he added 

the description of a light fluff of beard that the cuswms collector 

realized a grown man was being described. The Indian had quickly 

first clipped proof for . . He handed the custDms collector 

a forelock of straw-colored hair • 

The customs collector knew that the weather since Christmas had 

been violent against vessels 

the Mindoro, the Vandalia, the Bordoux--three barks and a brig, they had 

gone to grief 

c 

(. _ all been ong that coast in these weeks. Tald.ng up his pen, the 

~( 

has assisted the duties of this District of Customs Collection . his 

_ _...._.::::of;.;f:.:i:_c_ i al epitaph of Braaf: 
report of • • • then turned to his daybook and began 11fi•iil.-.llllllr-

t"'h ~ 

• during this fearful winter, has conw:t 

round faced •• •" 



• Gaps of daybreak had begun on the eastern horizon when Karlsson 

came awake • By the ti 100 Braaf and Wermberg were up arrl breakfast 

was into the three of them, the islands and mountains all around t~ 

channel had grown to sight . Trey began to paddla, and on the eastern 

hariz on na; were strips of light as if chinld.ng had fallen out 

between mountains and clouded sky. 'Iba dawn warned from silver to 

00 yellcw, to peach. Then the clouds, cut free by the light, began 

to shift away, out of sight over the eastern mountains . Karlsson's 

• first day as vicar was going to be stormless • 

Tley were in a part of the coast where the Pacific got a ia good 

pry, its broad chanrels driven northeastward between islar:ds like 

fat wedges. The next of these uld be Milbanke Soun:I, no more than 

0 miles across but the first sea-test of the lessened canoe crew . 

First, though, there was the day in the cha.nrel to be got through. 

of natives. This too wore at their stamina, and Karlsson called an 

early halt for lunch, arrl again for the night. Melander could stretch 

• heavenmost 
mm beyom what they thought were their limit~ Karlsson already 

lmew he was going to have to ration, when possible, demands on 
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• Karlsson was at the end of his last nap now. The northmos t nub 

of Vanoouver Island was all that sh<Med, and it had no more utility ••• 

It would have had, though, for Melander. A thread of route xk led 

out of Queen Charlotte Souni along the eastern shore of the island, 

and there at the prow of Vancouver, Cape Scott, Melander would have 

steered the canoe into this sheltered route--and at the southern end 

of Vancouver, " _.-,such route would have brought tham to a new Hudson 1 s 

Bay post, Fort Victoria.. There the Swedes would have been at the whim 

• of the governor, to be retumed to the ltussians or let find passage 

to .b;urope. 

None of that eventuated, however, £or Karlsson knew only to stay 

~~ 
with the coast, and at Cape Scott Karlsson

11
headed them down the west shore. 

t 

• 



• 
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--the 
of the 

Endeavour• -i'!;;iillllli.. The Endeavour was out of Deptford on the 00 

and ~ captained by James Cook, on another of his adroit 

cJ.ambers to the edge of the earth. The i"zaeilretie:n inlet into which 

Oh~ 

sailed was ~ be called Botany Ba3 and it was a monentous Cook nav 

instant, the ~Of white exploration to an unknam Australian 
A 

coast. ~ Thirty-five yards long and flying thunderheads of canvas, 

too greatest explorer of his era on the foredeck, the Endeavour 

on the shore and in the bay registered--

nothing• Fis he men oes did not even look up at the passing 

ship. A woman ashore passed it a glance,"expressed neither surprise 

nor concern, 11 and squatted to light her dinner fire. Not until the 

English sailors began to oar their way to shore in small boats did 

the aborigines react to them, and begin to combat them. The ship 

~~ 



• 

• 

• 

They made a long day of it , as if this coast were new footing 

for them . They passed a line of seastacks which extended offshore 

like an avenue of castles in ruins • Then, in latEJ afternoon, rain 

took the shoreline from them arrl they guided by off-shore rocks . 

intending to 
They came along the outer edge of a timbered islarrl , Kaa:msmm1 

turn to shore there. But rocks bulked in the cove, stone knuckles 

everywhere . "The is la.rrl," Karlsson said, and they put to shore on 

its inland side . 

(Next morning , the map dispute?) 



• 

• 

• • 

Braaf pointed out to s ea. Craft wer e there , a number of them 

blade-forms strewn on the water. 
Karlsson put the spyglass up to his right eye . 

ncanoes , " he said . "Big ones , with something in ta.r •• Stay from 

sight •" 

focused on the canoes , puzzled at their cluster . Then- -

a whale . 
They ' re towing a whale . " 

disbelieving . "Where'd they get a whale? 

Karlsson. Let me see that " • 

Wennber g focused in turn, but by nCM tte glass was not entirely 

made out 
needed . It could be y all three of them that the canoe fleet 

was bringing in a glistening length, buoyed with floats that looked 

like puffed-up seals, which could only be Leviathan . 

Wennberg, 
~ 

still not wantil'€ to accept : ttBut hav • • •" 
- - ---- -- .. -- --

Karlsson had stu:iie d again with the glass . 

kill whales . 11 

Karlsson now felt a dry clot form at the top of his throat as he 

watched the long canoe~six, ssven, eight altogether, with triple# 

paddles which cut the water so quickly on each side of the craft , and 

~ .£tu..,jl"Wlill'ViML. ~, 

•-•-•• at either end of the _harpooner forward and 



--

• 

I 
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steersman aft, who watched the ocean like fish hawks. 
are for him,__, 
raaf was 

perturbed./ 
openl~i~k~ene11@l'v Wennberg tried to look scornful, but Karlsson 

saw him try to swallcw his cwn pebble of fear as well.··~ 
portion of the coast was populated with these sea hunters ••• 

The canoes angled south of the watching sight 

around a high-standir:g islana just off the tideline. 

"So?" This in honest puzzlement. 

"Yes, oo." Karlsson was ready to go on vhen Wennberg blurted: 

"This is a how-d 'ye-do we don't need." 

"Yes, but we have it anyway. One tm.~, we can do about it. 

travel by night • " --. .-. 

Braaf chewed at the corner of his mouth at this news. Wennberg 

tested out argument: "These whale-chasers, don't you suppose they're 

like the Kolosh, they'll lay up new for a feast am the like? What 

about if we paddle wide of them here, swing ~ to shore davn w coast?tt 
nu £1 

• , ,. 

"Maybe they'll feast, and maybe this is a season they hunt and hunt. 

Would you rather risk sone dark, ar meeting those canoes?" 

"Dark,u voted Braaf instantly, "and the blacker the better.tt 

11Dark, 11 Wennberg grated out. "These fish-fuckers down this coast, 

why can't they squat on their asses and look wise all day like the Kolosh?tt 



• "Doesn't look just right." 

~4 
"We don't g1 ve a rat's shit h<M it looks, just ao it 1 s •liilllllfit" 

• 
green roof roughened into growth ot gz 00 brush, aU>p a great gray 

butt or cedar driftlog; the log •a weather-silvered side, tall as 

the nen, dropped pretense ot gray cabin wall. 

Karlsson swall<Med, felt the ache sharpen behim bis eyes. For 

• o~ , Wennberg was too disheartened to 'be furious. He tood am 

shook his bead, like an ox discoo.ra~ flies. "Why couldn •t it've 

• been •• •" 

• 



"What?" 

• ~ 

0 Mast paint. Melanler called pea soup that." 

"Meland er." Wennberg gave a half -b3 arted snort. 

"Tal<aa a m0100nt not to be a prick and tell me a thing, 

"You 1i ttll, pil~ of •• •" 

"The pair of you, douse it, 11 said Karlsson. 

"My regrets, blacksmith," Braaf offered. 

a moment not to be a prick. Just tell me this I you •ve swallowed gospel 

• in your tine : where is h3 ?" 

"No, just tell me: where's Melander right nOW'?" 

had asked him the cubits 
Wann.berg squinted as if Braaf of tb:t universe. "Melander• s 

where's be ••• gone to?" Braaf bobbed yes 0 

translation 
comfortable with this fian with 

~-----~-~-~ ~ ) 
a matter of hCM he met judgment, that •s all." 

waited. Wennberg 
Braaf blinked and continued to look at :Jlim Wermberg. The broad 

• man tried again: 

"Look at it this way. You remember the balance-scales at New 
~- -~ -- - ---------
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Just off the eastern shore stood a long line of fishing srracks 

with white, white sails. 

As the canoenen stared, the fleet toppled arxi was taken back 

an archipelago 

of froth. 

Karlsson considered that they bad seen wild surf so far on this 

voyage, an:i they had, but this high-thrown whiteness was another matter. 

The power of Queen Charlotte Sound seemed to have a need to climb 

into the air. They would need to keep the canoe well out into t~ 

water, away from that turmoil. 

The sun had stayed with them. Wisps of clouds hung above 

the shore, a:al a few thin streamers out over the ocean, westward, 

but the Sound i tselt was clarified in the light. The water was blue-

black, an elegant ink with every detail of swirl perfectly shown. 

Mountaim were not so high here, except a few on the eastern horizon; 

this was a lower, more rwnpled shore than they had yet seen, and the 

I effect was to emphasize the Sound itself, its dark water, arxl the 

lOW' blue line on the horizon, far across, which was Vancouver Islando 

- -- ~ · ........ --- .,,.,.,,,.,_- __ .,,,,.,.....,._ - --- --------
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• 
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Not sime taxing their leave of New Archangel had they paddled 

at night. The memory of that did not go far to reassure Braaf and 

familiar 
Wennberg. Ordinarily night was Braaf 1 s time, too thief 1 s soul.ma. te 

quilt. But her~ in the canoe, Karlsson could Braaf 1s distrust 

of the dark, feel how his paddling was more tentative, grudging, than 

ever. 

blackness single-harrled. His paddling was a near-flail!a until 

h.~ 
Karlsson drew a deep breath and said: "Wait, the both of you, we need 

to beat our wings together. At my word: now ••• now ••• ncw ••• " 



• "Cape Scott, off there," said Karlsson. The western jut of 

coast and broken wall of rock offshore from it matched the profile 

at ~he lower left corner of the map across his lap. Ttie northmost 

nub of Vancouver Island • 

• •• so now I go blind, and say that I see. Braaf, Wennberg, 

forgive this, but I have to aim us as if I know the shot ••• 

Karlsson resisted an urge to hurl the map overboard, rolled 

it and replaced it into the waterproofed canister, and ~ ~icked 

up his paddle • 11 Come back to us , Braaf, 11 he said to be saying • my 
oo:roothing, ""and mi:gkt as well bring your paddle when you do." 

• 



• "I chose wrong," Melander once had told the blacksmith, "in 

brirging you instead of your forge and anvil. They 1d have been 

easier to drag along this coast than ycu are,Wennber-g. 11 Karlsson 

reroornbered that now and silently chorused with Melander' s irony • 

• 

• 



• 
"~-~ 

~ ~ Braaf was the scale -weight of the three of us . 
~ 

With him ameng ~s , 

Wennberg dared do nothill$ . Turn on ne , he had Braaf to worry about; 

----.. 
contend with Braaf, there 1d ~ be me . But now . It has to be 

the two of us against this coast because neither of us can last 

alone . Wennberg is no ox , he can see that, if his rage doesn't get 

in the way. But how to keep him tamped dCMn ••• 

• 

• 



• 

• 

• 
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Karlsson awoke, as usual these mornings, to the peg of warmth jutti~ 

up alof€ his stomach . "Pride of the morning , " Melander had called 

such 
:tiu.t:D night-born erections . "If your britcres don't bulge at dawn,Y 

it •s a scant day are ad , aye?" Scant days evidently arrived wi'l(h full-

rigged longings of their own. These were nights of dream for Karlsson, 

another 
is he ad, busy an:i alarming, people of gone years 

~~ ~, 

put ting their faces 

night into the wantiq; which he would awake to • 

. Just now Karlsson wanted a wonan ani he 

wanted not to be captaining this canoe voyage 0 He was, in fact, 

in a mood to want any number of things that were nowhere in t~ 

o.ffi~ along this ilrackless coast, could he have brought 1hem to 

mini, but th e particular two took up all the space. Those otter-

~(Mo\ 

smooth maneuvers, Melander again in ch@.rge of fate, memories 

conjoired ••• Karlsson lay on his side, waiting out the loq;ing; then 

a pee . 
got up and went into the forest to -H~au~••L 

If 
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• Weary though he was, Karlsson dreamt often these nights. 

At least, by daybreak he had memory of extrav~gant events which must 

have ·been dreans • in-the-dark oo currences which had to do w.i th 

wonen, he knew with regretable certainty to be dreans.) Sometimes 

the canoe was being endlessly paddled and getting nowhere, sometimes 

Karlsson was under the falling beads of water in the Queen Charlottes 

forest once more. Or JllG-* again and again this; the carved oolumns 

rising in the forest of his brain, tre dead-eyed creature-faces 

• stacked one on another, bear and beaver and eagle arrl--human? 

Melander has stepped over beside the big-beaked face. Together 

Melander and the beaked thing look back at Karlsson. Karlsson 

tells Melander it is time tto push on in the canoe. "Aye, 11 replies 

Melander, but still stands fu ere. Kar ls son rep ea ts th at it is ti.me 

to embark. "Aye," says Melander again, unmoving • 

• 
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• ''ThereJ" Wennberg was pMnting • 

T~ cabin sat on the far side of the marsh from them, green-roof ad 

and hunkered low. 

The two men plunged into the muck, found they had to veer inland 

for better footing, and slogged rapidly as they could. Wennberg began 

:a:k hallooing, his calls loud arrl lonely in the gray stillness. 

No answer crone. "Got to be someone about, got to," Wennberg 

pinted. Karlsson concentrated on lifting his feet through the muskeg. 

They were within a hundred yards of the cabin before Karlsson 

• let himself say what had been forming in his mind. "Doesn't look right." 

"We don't give a rat's shit how it looks, just so it's shelter ••• " 

"Wennberg, it's not." 

The cabin profile dis solved entirely in the next fifty yards. The 

green roof could be seen to be a brush growth, atop a great gray butt 

of driftlog; the log~s weather-silvered side, as tall as the men, was 

( 

what had looked like gray cabin wall. •1111•••••-•--••••lll-
Even Wennberg was too disheartened to be furious. He stood and 

• shook his head, like an ox slowly fighting flies. "Why couldn 1 t it •ve 

been ••• " 



• 

• 

• 

REVISED 

Gulls were drifting up a current aver the headland to the south. 

toward the 

ocean·. This portion of coast attracted bright tides, comber after 

comber breaking white from tM swales Qf deeper water. All this, 

to land the canoe 
the less ve~nent weather, the beao s were promisi~ 

signs; there was a feel th at the canoemen had come down from heights 

to lowlands. But then the matter pivoted: Ii 41wbale-hunting natives, 

the 
~ 

the canoe through the troughs of surf, openness 

of tbe Ii .,. coves ... 



• "You think you 're too keen to be among us roughcast folk, you •ve 

quit New Archangel. Your heart's as fancy 

as Melander 1 s tong -oo was. 

fifteen-fingers Braaf will pick your pocket? Better be afraid of 

what's worth being afraid of, Karlsson. This journey'll have two ends 

~ ~ 

for you. wten we '11e mt-mt within touch of Astoria, I '11 kill you." 

"You can make the try." 

• 



REVISED 

• Wennberg would not go farther along the bay edge. "No use to 

it, t1 te said dully. "Just more muck. Go on if you need to ••• t1 

The blacksmith slumped against the big drif tlog, lave red himself' until 

he was sittiqs with his back to the wood. 

worried 
Karlsson briefly that Wennberg would wander from the log, but 

te had seemed to W1derstand when Karlsson told him he 'd be back, not 

to move. 

Karlsson aimed inland, away from the tidefla t, and wallowed 

• through dune grass which cane ti::> his waist. It was the color of a 

faded wteatfield, the rolling lines of grassed dunes extending parallel 

with the bay. 

He made his way north to where the dune grass gave way to beach. 

As he went across the sand to the water's edge the beach crept in front 

of him, a slow crawl like tan snakes as the sand blew in ropey slinking 

patterns. 

Then the bay entrance: instead of surf stacking against the shore 

four arrl five waves deep as had been common on this coast, here the whitecaps 

• flowed arrl flowed into the bay, as if breaking into stampede. 



REVISED 

• Karlsson looked steadily at the breakers, willing against what 

he knew to be the truth flashing from them. He and Wennberg were 

not strong enough to paddle out against such flow 

l 

• 

• 



• 

• 

. • • This was Melander 's lire of oo un try, the ocean. Not mine • • 

Sitka Soum, a millporrl to this. If this coast was other, maybe 

_ ~we'~ _be w~~ out. My journe~,- ~~~~·~ -h~ 

'CFo;;~~, you can make 

yru r way through, sort it for yourself as you go. In Skane I could 

~ ,. /c_ -rrA f'(V d k~ 
have been -Ee:~t+(:~~ into any wood and found my way straight 

o~ 
--7__,.,,--

-----

Eut one foot in front of another) you lmc.M you get somewhere • 

~an be - " deep as Melander said J ,,s6me places.+' deep as tn °se mountains 

are high~..fle-.lllill~=-ili.SI- ~e his word for it_, 61..~ o-v.. . -
~~--... stroke and stroke and stroke. 

with this paddle had been ax strokes, ha1 many trees 1 d been brought 

down. How many forests 1 ft more like. gould •ve built our am 

OJ 

stockade, called it New Stockholm.\!Melander in charge, 
/\ 

,;:114 ~ 
New Gotlandr;;=:itte~ftdlR=:on:::m~~~~~f!!:~·~ 



REVISED 

••• This was Melander's line of oountry, the .. ocean, not 

mine. He savvied water, but it • s like night to ne • See it but 

not into it. Forest you can sort for yruself as you go, lead me 

into any Skane -wood with a meal over my head and find 
- ... ------....,,...- -- ...-. ----

my way strajght out, I could. If this coast was other, we 1d rraybe 

• be walki~ out arrl that'd have been my jourmy. Able to hunt, 

choose camp when we wanted, put one foot in front of another, know 

we 're getti~ sonewhere. But not with this ocean, can't keep a fix 

on it. Can 

~ Melander said, some places deep as these mountains 

are high? Take his word for it, don 't go looking ••• 

• 



• 

REVISE.D 

Karlsson's shot struck the seal :b11x:ibtimx:meEk behind the base of its 

lead, severing the animal from life. It jerked slightly then lay as 

if into deeper doze. 

"Square eye, Karlsson," Braaf congratulate~ as he caine to his 

feet and scranbled to the right of the horn of rock &111 uhk:h Karlsson 

h~I 
had shot Amid his first climbing stride across the neck of rock, 

surf burst in front of Braaf and a white weight of water ca.Ire up 

over him. Taken off balaree, Braaf was slung backward. He put davn 

wet 
a l'arrl to bal t his fall; it met ~lickness of a barnacle colony, 

and the tidal trough. 

Instantly water buried 
twim of 

Karlsson and Wennberg werelbllila-

dis belie a frq; • Toon his 

head bobbled through the foain; for a breath-space 

~ insurging 
officers' quarters; the -.m~.---~~M view around 

the berrl of the trough • 

Karlsson clambered dam toward the trough, Wermberg at his heels, 

cursing blue. 

) 

the rifle to him, only chance ••• 



• 

• 

• 

REVISED 

Because of Melander 's sketch in the dirt and the knowledge that 

their destination lay south, Karlsson had irra.gined that the escape 

route dropped straight as a plumb-line; that they would go along the 

coast like tr.en shinnying down a rt rope . It was a revolution in his 

thinld.rg to learn from the maps that they were canoeing east as well 

as south; that the traced route veered sideways through the boxes of 

Jof no training in maps, 

measurenent--Karlsson as puzzled by those, wondering why they were 

deeper than wide, XE. why tooy weren't simply squa.re--on the paper . 

through rr.e ridians as well as 

parallels, dam too Nor th Pacific • 



• 

• 

REVISED 

Werm'berg joyfully would have been back at his forge. Any forge, 

anywhere. The glowi?¥S charcoal before him, the circle of water 

ladled aroum its edge to concentrate the heat. Then hammer and 

metal in thei heavy dance, the fire-flakes falling from the metal 

as 1'e imposed shape on it. Wennberg want in his mini time and again 

A 

to that morni~ when be him Braaf in tb3 parade ground--and 

each of these times, he veered yards away from the laden thief. 

But this was like trying to undo a fire in tm forge: pulling coals 

out in ho~ t~y would become fresh charcoal again. Indeed, Wermberg 1s 

intense sort which ~ desired 
wishing was of the to reverse a forge fire all the way to 

I\ 

Ii.vi~ tree. And ma.de, he knew, as much sense. In this life paths 

cr~s paths, and there you are• tangled up with a Braaf • 



• The clouds nCM were not Sitka 1s ebb arrl flcx-v, but fat islands thct 

stood on the horizon half a day at a time. It seemed you could ma::x:g 

navigate by :tdmm their position, which likely is what the weather wanted 

you to think • 

• 

• 



'f-81 

• to have caught motion from the surf, 

always bobbing, sld. ttering, dashing off . The sl<M-striding ravens 

of New Archangel were not in it with these darters• 

• 

• 



• If they could have bent their vision upward over the coastal 

bluffs to see wha. t they were travelillS on the edge of, it would have 

appalled trem. A sea of mountains, white chop of snON a.ni ice and rock 

m the limits of the world. Arms of their own ocean, fjords and inlets, 

felt into this tumbled expanse, an endless grapple of inunensities. 

A land, then, entirely rumpled and agitated, am the Pacific 

meeting it in great flat calm. But that was pretense, as another 

look fr an upward would have sh am. The islands and rocks appeared 

• as if they had all been dropped just at that instant, the surf whiteness 

all aroun:i them frozen into that monent of splash • 

• 



What is roomory for? To keep us from failing into the sa.roo ditch every 
· o -:;Jl-; - ~'_t l C 

day, certainly. But we use it for more than toot . We hold it up and look 

at it as a reward to ourselves . Like the thumbprint on a windcw , memory is 

a mind.print . 

-•---+---------,--_...,._--



• If Wennberg was not a good judge of situations, he nonetheless 

ck for measuring people. It was what had cast his eye 

onto Bra.at: at New Arch~el, saw through to the thievery which 

had escaped others' attention. 
nearsightednes~ 

This eei; of baJ:eu+> Mei £ad 2 i •s, 

judgment and void of it, 

he would thrust or veer int om-•· ~ilma1t1u•n·l!!9•...,r-= t · t til .. ; argumen , carry 1 on un 

he saw how his combatant was responiing, then deciding on the binge 

of the monmt whether to bluster further or back off. There is a 

• phrase out of sea warfare, "a loos cannon on deck": unpredictability 

of but with 

It simply 

always might be. 

Of the other three nen it was Karlsson who sensed the situation 

of Wennberg. Melander had dis coverid that manilpula ti on of Wennberg 

was possibJ.e, and therefore thought it could be made standard. But 

Karlsson gauged the disjointnent in t~ blacksmith, the faultline 

mere his judgments jarred against one anothero · -- __ .:::::-.::=::===~~~~· - -- ----- =- -

l 



• 

• 

• 

REVISED 

Perhaps think of that trick to be dom with an apple and a knife: 

to peel the fruit in one continuous cutting, the red spiral coiling 

down and down from t , the knife's glide, a stair of skin ever 

more likely to break--or is it, for each shaven coil concatenates 

with the others, a whole growing ever greate~? Does weight win, or 

too tension of beauty ho"Jil ?1 This voyage was like tha:t, each day's 

dangle southward--nade by the canoe slicing distance from the North 

Pacific--ei ther more apt to snap than the om before, or more 

JDDDPmrtml!IWTj natural in place because of all that had come before it • 



REVISED 

• "Empty barrels :m9.ke the loudest :mu:e: noise," the slender man said . 

Karlsson surprised himself as much as the other two. What he 

had uttered was just the sort of thing Melander would have delivered • 

• 

• 



REVISED 

• • •• Ore iooal of salt beef left. Toon just beans. Three, 

four days of those. And h.ardbread, maybe two meals' worth. Wennbert§'s 

already saying his guts think his throat's been cut. Not a bad idea, 

Braaf tells him, h<111 'd he like help? If I could hunt 

something on ore of these islands. Anything, deer, goat. Beaver, 

we could learn to think beaver was 

-........- there to starving. Better pull m shore early, 

• 

• 



• 

• 

• 

The paddler 's exertion is much like that if you yanked on a 

rope : 

Gradually the effort eats into the sockets of your arms, and still 

there is t re invisible rope--more and more a hawser as the day extends--

reaching ahead of you along the water . 
~epping 

There was a method of -™iaei:Rf!)' 

""' 
a short mast,111 •1llllli!M1Bezhm-•· iltl to the canoe bottom and affixing sail, 

ITBking the craft a hybrid sort of ketch, but the winter wind was 

against this$ :}n the first week, trey were able 1D use the sail only 

,~ ... ~~~ 
ef "'''!1 hs s1 <on a dqsleg route between 00 and 00 . Canvas 

was the yearning of the escape; arm muscles were its reality • 



• 

• 

• 

REVISED . 

"We could make a wintering of it. You're supposed to be clever 

with an axe, whyn 't we grapple together a shelter of some sort, wait 

~ 

out iii[ this pissy weather?" 

chimed in, 
Karlsson was framiq; a level reply when Bra if 

to the air: "Wait for gocxi canoeing the way the Kolosh are, d'you 

of a few 
mean? The last time you were in the• company you ran your legs to 

stubs, blacksmith. What'll you do when they're ii:Xlldc thick as ducks 

on the water?" 

to Braaf, but co nt:i nued to look 

at Karlsson. Karlsson realized that the look contained 

something he had not thought was in Wennberg: a plead 

••• He's in troth about this, wants a wintering instead of going 

bastard ••• 

~AAA 
"Wennbe~" Karlsson said carefully. "A wintering would 

be double death. We'd starve down, never be able to hunt enough to 

feed us on this island. We don't even know if there's anything here 
with spring 

to hunt. But say we did last the winter• Braaf 's right, the Kolosh 

/.) wt.W. /) ~ 
will be everywhere here. The first canoe of them will have us with 

" 
Melander. u 



REVISED 

• Tte dark-bearded man carried a lamp to the table, established 

,Q~ 1o :..l' 
it in the center, then seated himself. He was a trifle uneasy with 

for 
himse~is -;. Sum ay eveniqs oo was trinnning scrup'ibe as well. 

Keeping the Sabbath was like a secon:l backbone in a New England man. 

/') 

But in the morniI'ls Bailey's sloop would ~ the mail out of the bay 

(/) /Y(\r.l\.P- r.. tP if-J. 
e two weeks" unti 1 the nextl\ cha-nee-. Too, there was too 

'ell ~w0J. 
point th at V'Jaterman specie was rare sound 

here at this abyss-errl of the frontier. He dipped a goosefeather pen 

• into 00 ink and began • 

• 
...___ _ _ __ __ -



REVISED 

• Something about the beach disturbed Karlsson, but his exhaustion 

wouldn't let it surface. They were alive, on land of sorre manner, 

and that was all he could grip at tre moroont. He sank beside 

Wennberg and slept. 

It cane clear to him at ore e in the morning : the water was on 

th9 wrong side of them. Ea.st rather than west. And it was not ro ean, 

but a bay of some sort. The hills across the water and the other 

forestscape arc.und them were like the Alaska coastline greatly pressed 

• dcwn: green and rumpled but l<W. A silvery haze hung through the 

hills • 

• 



• By nw even Wennberg had begun to look thin. They knew that without -

better £ood, the soon would be husks of t temselves. 

"A seal, naybe," Karlsson suggested. •tLet 's take the morning to 

try that point • " 

• 



• his s'tA>IJBch wished 
The moon reminied him of an egg, and ~ he hadn't looked up. 

But the shire on the waves compelled it, a soft dazzle that was gone 

even a-s it shCMed itself; you were compelled to wonder where that 

flittir\g sheen CaJne from • 

• 

• 



• Across the bay, into themselves, turned backwards 

I by the tide advanciqs between their banks; for some hundreds of yards 

at each mouth, too WillaJa, the one, the oo, tte oo, slowly crept 
J 

back tavards th9ir origins, like bolts of olive-drab cloth surreptitiously 

trying to roll themselves up • 

• 

• 



• • • • This was Melander 's line of country, this ocean, not mine. 

He savvied water, but oo too Others of us it's kind of night. 

See it but not into it. Can it. be deep as Melander said, sont place• 

as far to bottom as these mountains are high? Take his word far it, 

thank you. Sitka Soum, a millpom to this. If this coast was other, 

we'd maybe be hi.king out. My jourmy 1 that 1d have been. Forest yen 

can make your way through, sort it for ,-ourself as you go. In 

Skane I could have been led with a mealsack over my head in to any 

• wocxi and fou.n:i y way straight out. Put one foot in front of another, 

you knOW' you get somwhere. But water moves, can't keep a f'ix on 

it. All you can do iii keep a:f'ter it, stroke a.rd stroke and stroke. 

If the work With this paddle had been axe strokes, how many trees 'd 

been brought d<Mn? How many forests, more like. Could •ve blilt our 

own stockade, called it New Stockholm. No, Melander in charge, 

New Gotland it'd be ••• 

Karlsson became ware his mind was dri.ftillg. He broke his stare 

at the backs of Braaf ar:rl Wennberg, purposely looked at the ocean 

• horizon for the next few minutes. 

- ' · ~ -·-.. -



• It had become usual: Karlsson woke to the peg of warmth touching 

• 1J.J' r-- · toward his stomach. "Pride of the morning," Melander had called 

·•· 
~ v 
p 

tr 

such ·night-born rearings. "If your britches don't bulge at dawn 

~fQ)k 
it's a scant day ahead, aye?" These full-rigged longings ~ 

leftovers of Karlsson's nights of dream; in each dark now, matters 

events took place, people of gone years put their faces inside his 

skull. Dream seemed '00 be a wild sentinel against the clutch of 

this coast; perhaps ~demanded that the mini of Karlsson 

hear its havling tales instead of brood on predicanent. In any 

event, all of it buitt through the night into the wanting which he 

would awake to. Just now Karlsson greatly wanted a woman and he 

greatly wanted not to be captaining this canoe voyage. He was, in 

fact, in a mood to want any number of things that were nowhere in the 

offing along this trackless coast, but these particular two took up 

~ 
all the ~ imagination in him. Those otter-smooth ·ma.neuvers of 

O"Y\ CQ tMr\A-
woman, this and then thiSJJ and and Mela.nder~in charge 

~ 

of fate, ayeing arrl coaxing, nemories conjoined ••• Karlsson lay on his 

side, waiting for the longing to unstiffen. Then rose and went into 

the !orest to have a pee. 



• 

They made a scampering afternoon of it, as if this new, last 

coast was firmer footing for tooir climb down from too north. The 

Strait~ a smaller, dozing relative of Kaigani, and the canoe 

stole its miles without too gray water arousing. A high sharp 

cape, waves boiling white at its base, took over the continental 

horizon. Too canoe passed arou.rrl the seaward side of a sheer-cliffed 

isJand which s toad off the point of the cape; Karlsson, Braaf, Wennberg 

looked aread to an wieven coast, dark blades of rock strewn at its 

edge. No one said anything. Trey paddled on. 

At dusk's start they put ashore just to the north of a 

~l\A.:t t 
startling procession of close-set into the 

ocean across their route. Day-worn as the canoemen were, Karlsson 

did not want to risk rounding this coastal tumble into whatever 

mischief its far side might hold. 11 Shore," he called to Braaf and 

Wennberg above the surf noise. "We've done the day." 

_, .. ....-... ___,_ -, .-.. ---~-"~ 

,/ 



10 ..- ~-ts I 

•~ All this co astaJ. rock appeared very old , as though preserved by 

the ocean brine • 

• 

• 



·- Birds of this ahorelim evidently bad ca.uaht motion from the 

surf, aJJI~ bobbing, skitterill;, dashing off. Sanderlings, 

oystercatehers, turnstones, dowitc~rs, snipe: the proud-striding 

ravens of New Archangel were not in 1 t with these darters. ~ 

the clouds nai were not the ebb and flCM" skiddi11g about 

above Sitka .soum, but f'at is ds that impended on the horifon 

half a day at a time. It s emed here at this sout.heri~ coast .J 

then, that you could m:'figate according to the clouds'• positions, and 

• that the routes of birds had nothi~ to teach but life's cont'tmion--

which it would be like both the weatmr am birdlite to have you think • 

• 



• 

•• 

• 

Karlsson 's shot struck the seal in th! neck, not far beneath 

the base of its head. The anima1 lurched, flapped it toretlipper 

and tail briefly, then l<liered i ts head as if into doze. Tne other 

sea.ls writhed toward the roek edee, were &one. 

"Square e,e, Braa.f con&ratul.ated as he came to his feet arxl 

stepped to the right of the horn of rock Karlsson had shot .tro11. 

Karlsson am Wennbere oved now too, the three of the• start~ out 

toward the seal. But amid Braaf' 1s first climbing stride across the 

neek of rock, surf' burst in front of bill am a white wefiht of water 

cane up, seEOed to stanil. in the air, and then fell on Braaf. 

Taken off balance, Braai' was l~ backward. He put dCMn a hand 

to ba.lt his fall. It met the wet slickness of a barnacle colony, 

am Braaf slid on into the tidal troueh~ 

Karlsson ani Wennbere were twins of' disbelief. 

· mewhere into the water 
snatched ke a gnat dClm a froe. 

_ foam. J For a lilreath-apace, 

his eyes held the af'fron ted look they'd had when Wennberg 's boot 

clattered tke spittoon in the office.rs' quarters. Now the insureiJili 



Karlsson ran the choices in his mind • 

• 
prayer of catching her with the canoe. A signal fire, even if one 

could be built in time, was unlikely to persuade a ship to have to 

• along this wild coast, but guaranteed to attract the wt.le-hunt~ natives. 

Gunshots the saire proposition. What was left 

sight to the south. 

-· With the glass , Karlsson studied the shoreline to the south. 

Tbe withdrawing tide brought more and more spines of rock to view . 

e 11..~ 
T £0 beach evident , just a tidal plain o~ocks, 

as if the farmfields of all the world had been emptied of store here . 

No islands fins of seastacks • I~ 

paddle it by night and make 

c1 +M 
The day this ha been, Karlsson~~ hims eJ.£ , even that 

t:TIA."4'1Cil" fl() ~oi\ 



• seem to cone : too days along Vancouver Islam • 

• 

• 



• ~ 
scene to come: description of them having to coexist in rai.1}-lm camp • 

• 

• 



• scene to come: sonething out of Karlsson's past, in Sma.J.and or at New Archangel • 

• 

• 



• scene to come: they paddle to tee beach south of Grays Harbor • 

• 

• 



• seem to come: Karlsson and Wennberg wary of each other, maybe contending • 

• 

• . 



• scene to come: description of where they are on the coast 

• 

• 



• scene to come: they get rained in, north of Grays Harbor • 

• 

• 



• • 

•• 

that catch-of-breath 
pa.us~ Bra.at whitely burradn the compass and 

a sick laze handing the instrument and container on to Karlsson--

........... 
in that stay or time, tbe abseme began its toll on them. Da7 upon 

day a.n:i all tte wakiq; hours of those days , it would be exacted now. 

Loss of Melander's sailor-habited scrutiny 

ot the water around, every chance or rock or shDBl or current 

annoumed '00 tmm. Lack of remiuiing word to Braat when he made 

his habitual dawdle in shitting bis paddle. Want of regulati.on on 

Wennberg's r- t ' bluster, which evidently even Wennberg had com 

with stone. 

that voice's watchword "a,e?" 

Mid -day nCM, the canoe ashore at the rext southward island, 

Melander's three-man crew stood looking at his folded-forward l:x>dy. 

Three men, each with new age on him. 

REVISED 
() 



I 

• 

• 

7 

Melander ~ steered the canoe aroo.nd the seaward side rather 
" 

Ahead D<Jf, Karlsson, Braaf', Wennberg could see to a disordered 

coast. Rock talons, haired on top with forest, grabbed down into 

the surf; dark blades of rock were strewn offshore. 

No om said anything. They paddled on. 

--·---
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