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Karlsson's face could have served as figurehead for the craft,
" : <h
if it can be imagined that a Kolosh canoe would go to sea with a o Rana

Kardsson  oraanliol to - lurn m’»’
parson's profile at its fromt. Everything onas fe-euod-tmverdg QWM Aowmels

o olells
toward the portioning-out of effort he knew was needed to survive.
Set him 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 ~handhold -foothold ~handhold until there was no further
elevatione Before that mechanism of pace in him gave out, his body
would. .
Wennberg was at war with a swarm of fears (foes?). The tipping
water was bad enough, and the steady exertion demanded, and the
terrible absence of land, 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 remember, yet the work of paddling had to
be constant. He too fell inbo an automatic rhythm with the paddle,
jab-1lif t-pull back-jab, but for a dif ferent reason thah 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 ende
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Among the bigger men, Braaf sat like an urchin. ﬁe was the one .
among them most in place in this situation, for at deep, this crossing
of Dixon was an act of theft--of stealing life from a hazard which had
every intention of claiming ite. Braaf‘ then understood the situation
better than any of them amd did what had to be done against odds, fended

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

the water as if using a stick to discourage a large dogee.s



Afloat, you are balanced between great distances. Above you,
the sky and the down-push of the forces of the universe. Beneath, the
thickness of ocean, a compressed universe of its own, with its upward
law of gravity, buoyancy. But in time the greater deep, that of the
Y
sky, will win the pushing contest in which you are the point of contention,

ard you will go down. The game is to scamper to neutrality, land,

before this can happens..




"You need to know a thing, Wennberg. Braaf, Karlsson, you dmmk also.
I heard it from Mishkin, the engineer on the Nicholase Once he came
with & trading mission the Russians tried, before they left this part
of the coast to the Ernglish. There was a feast--the Russians finally

figured out that the natives were trying to make more face--and Mishkin

sharing a bottle
found himsManoe chief. The native wambed to know,

t\‘*'v |‘”\ ]’.
as best Mishkin could understand, how many heads the Tsar had.ﬁ'One s y”
like you and me, Mishkin told l’rl.m.‘#No, the mative made him understand,
not how meny heads. How many sku]ls??QSkulls': said Mishking what would
ThL “ho~ nhatlr
-2 do with &hem?!! Sleep on them, the way 00 does, the native said. He o
to U\*‘O'W.a\"
pointed out Mishkin the chief in the middle of all this carousing. K
N s

4 Why does he sleep on them,” Mishkin asked.?For strength, the native

saids Anybody who sleeps on a pile of skulls is a strong man, is he

not?"

Melander had not meant to tell them this. He was not certain

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

camp
fire smoke.



. Wennberg pointed to the horizon.
"You've sighted Cape Flyaway," Melander said. "Cloudse Sometimes

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

conaddm'f M%* ’{/_j“it/ o one prohunc gun chandi (-
land, (‘That Finn skipper spent half % morning W o
' . O
hww‘p&ua{{{m @coastdghd:l,ztn_c o ouN LA,
KN" \“"y a thunderhead @ we need to be careful) Read the
1

compasses, read the

points of land, and not go

>0
L
chasing clouds. That'll fetch us Astorial)
"What'll it be like?" This was Braaf, "Anothez," woodpile like New
' Rrchangel ?"
|
A ‘A raaned

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

on 00
of 0O, river. The Americans...




W: What would you do, Melander, if the Nicholas came around that
point over there just now?

M: After I emptied out my trousers)m Wennberg, the Nicholas
is much on your mind, What about you other two? What's your guess? Are
the Hussians on their way after us? Aygp?

K: Nos. They 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: Youwr prediction, Braaf. Are the Russians on the scemt, or na pe
JJ';“Z,\)' A
W
not? yﬂbi:""’

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

W: We sashay out of New Archangel practically under their noses and
they don't even think about us? Braaf, your head is mud.

B: They have to forggt us, or we'll mean 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,

But us, we're wisps by nowe



So they had slipped themselves from the seven-year shackle of
New Archargel. Melander's escape plan had tutored them through the
months of wait and watch and filch and cache, had steered them around
the night-black maze of Sitka Sound's isles, had nerved them to face
down the Kolosh bountymene Now all it needed to do was somehow to
G

R L L R —
P

NOE V.Z'A.<

Lone of the eabth's Fempmmtmeme most wild coastlines.

conquer

Melander let everyone sleep for three hours after that first stop,

then had them back into the canoe for an afternoon of paddlir)g."_fﬁe knew,

as sailors must, that time must be seized whenever it can; anyd distance

gained here early in their voyage was that much less to be ground out

later, when they were wearier.

He brought them to 8 near 00 before stopping for the night. Braaf,

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

nothing, however, and lent a hand in hefting the canoes..



So, the matter came down to distance and speed, speed and distance.
Melander preached to his crew like a prophet now. "Dig that paddle,
Wennberg. You're strong as bran wine now...Braaf, can you find it in
your heart to sbroke along with the rest of us?...We're doing it,
Karlsson. No water is wide as forever..." The canoe moved southegst
at a steady pace. They had no timepiece, but an onlooker could have
clocked Melander's periocds of paddling to within two minutes. Each
rest period, one man would continue to paddle to keep the canoce fram
backsliding. He then rested briefly while the other three resumed, then

onea im o uuds)
plunged in again. Wennberg grumbled and Braa?ﬁ'rsﬁirked out of sheer habit

when he wasn't reminding himself othbrwise, but their $trokes added up.

Karlsson was a human piston at the bow of the canoce. Dixon Entrance

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

been since leaving New Archang#@d, and were not quite 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 M

Dixon Entrance they came, a creature on gray, four broad-hoofed legs

working at the water, running on the sea.



A low wall of reassurance lay behind them: the outline of Rall
Island and its neighbor, Prince of Wales. Distant as if was, the
island shoreline seemed a foothold, a place to return toe Then, just
after
kmfmem Melander reckoned and announced kmmuhcwayoqumimtny they might be
a third of the way across, Braaf glanceé back and saw that the land-
wall was gone. In place of the islands stood a sheet of fog.

Arondon

They were now in a bowl of sea, nothing but water or its air-alljyes,

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 ofther time of their

UM‘ (< 2y =
voyage, as if annoyed that anything frail as a canoe would dare onto

\?”\?plateau of water, There was a new sound against the side of the
canoe, and a more stinging spray.
While Melander was noting these additions, Braaf noticed an absence.
The gulls which cruised in curiosity beside them in the island waters
were gonee He discovered too that the air felt different, more biting,
and that a curtain off to the west did not look like fog, nor rain. .
Braaf turned his head enough to say softly over this shoulder to Melander,
as if it were their secret, "Snow."
"Jesu Maria," Melander said back.
The storm hit them first with wind., Gusting, it took the cance
Imomcheimie at an angle from the northeast (?), as if smeaking behind
the range of vision of the prow designs. Then the snow arrived, flakes
X
spimming kiting on the drafts to them. The flakes were fat and wet, \fﬂ(
like spume blown off the clouds. Melander hoped it meant the storm
@

was a squall, the unloading of a few clouds which had got too heavy for

themselves, rather than a settling-in blizzarde



Now

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

"Neptune 's snakes," Melander knew them as from his shipboard yearse
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"Rye~cakes," Wennberg burst out one night beside the fire.

The other three broke into laughter.

"Laugh yourselves crooked, you bastards, but you'd give as
much for a rye-cake right now as I would."

"Mister Blacksmith is right," Melander admitted with a chuckle.
"Though with me it's not rye-cakes, but a featherbed in a sailors(',
inn T know at Danzige ®imk I could bob in that for a week and
never open an eye except to look for more sleep, aye?"

Karlsson nominated next. "A woman I knew in our village in
Skane," he said jwesles slowly...

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

'S

settle}for three paces of headstart on each of you."

. 1
,«r'f\“




Melander let his breath out with great slowness and said:
"Yes, I have heard of thathe "

Braaf nodded above his armload of wood. "I thought they did,"

. he said, andfturned back toward campe
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lilted about this boy-man.

in the evenings, and so would feed us supper catch-as-catch-
to emt by Rimse/f
could at home, with Harold arriving1§henever he found space

between waiting repairs. Once after he made his wordless come
and go, I went to the kitchen and joked to Gertie: Harold

must've been here for his supper, hmm? I heard the kitchen

preciatio
door slam twice. She vhooped withW and to my alarm

retold the lines to Harold when he came home after closing.

surprise as I waited warily, and then gave me a greal
He loocked across at me dark silent grin.

A

And Tom: Tommy Chad, as the townspeople sometimes

PO Rt ol ~stutimm,~ The one uneasiness I felt about Grandma's

instant deposit of me with the Chadwicks was the news that they had a son
of their own. Ever since my winter with the Kelsos, when their son Eric

was my classmate in the third grade, my boardings had been without such ‘

a complication, and I had been free to getg by with my lsarned habit of

walking into a strange living room, opening a book amd disappearing inte

it until the weekend. | But now Iatoodamh;ld.rg hands withTon, _ﬁhisuevjrléa
great with curiosity about me, but saying almest as little as I did. It
turned out that med to say much aloud, but, like a Brazilian
and a lapplander somhow falling into step in the same forest, we could
appreciate each other by instinct.

‘-'ﬁ" His mother's thick-set look
had rebuilt itself on Tom: anvil shoulders and soiid beams

of arms, his neck a collar of heft, blocky power everywhere

however
you looked on hiim. Bt vou looked firstya’E {"Ils A SRR,

P

eyes, bright under their dark thatches of brow as mountain .

ponds beneath a ridge of timber.




. "Tumble up}i® %elander roused them as rapidly as if they were

the crew of a schooner aiming into storm, and for the same reason:
~4a strol mw:raf}\_
bime-, He knew, as a sea veteran must, that time had to be snatched
whenever it could be. Any distance gained here early in their voyage
was that much less to be ground out later, when they were wearier.
Accordingly, Melander captained them to near 00 before stopping

for the night. Braaf, the least accustomed to muscular labor, looked
particularly done in, He said nothing, however, and lent a hand in
hefting the canoe into shelter among a shore-jtouching stand of sprucees
Wemnberg was cajoled into building a fire, Melander apportioned
beans and salt meat into a kettle, Karlsson spread the sail-cloth

; ‘J) @’L&; Maﬁ"’?'{@ WJ}
tapps which would serve as ground .Y Night two of their leaving W

of New Archange]bhad_mmanned.._



"Cheery as a long gravestone, isn't it? The Russians deserve such

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

\4{’ rock shoreline of Baranof Island, and Melander was trying to brighten

s,
E3 K&%
&S

v

the situation.
"Maybe we should have pointed north." Karlsson was going along
r——————————
with the try. "Ive bemn up the coast immsiess.with the bear-robbers!--

as cottages
the hunters--"and the cliffs are whife‘fhere."w

- NS
"You'd see enough white, 211 right, m—aessssesgl sooner than soon.

Icebergs and glaciers. It's the north slope of hell up there. No, JQ’"O
credit me with knowing enough to aim us the other way."
- | a
"Does that mean you're taking us down\bl:afhouth slope, Melander?"

(Wennberg)

Melander sighed. "Wennberg, your soul is as gray as those rocks.

& Shut up and paddis.®
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Braaf and Wemnberg and Melander now realized, though it never

would have occurred to the first two to offer it aloud and even
Melander found it a matter to unwieldy to frame into words, that in

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

Aloref
forests Pinched onto its site as it was, New Archangel ‘wes grand as

When comp
Stockholmw;” : with this vastness of standing wood. Oh, -agy

O oot —
“"\%een flow hedged the fort and settlement, furred the isles of

e »’u«,\—r)_q‘_», Q,L( L W als gl r,’,‘i
Sitka Sourd and the humped back of O@-Iol&nd——te—%he—ﬂeﬁ., bu:b now

the forest stretched;%es:.de thei like some boundless garment of time

‘b’u.u Theos
The horizon on their left cemebambiy jutted with trees Ml-y
i rearen,
“es-there was firmament for them to fasten themselves upright ong
oot rnof N

where soil ran out at the shore edge, they\nﬂd-zﬁuy’fock. Each

-

tre«a\:w dozens of branches in jk its long pointed pile of shape




It took them the next day and most of the one after to reach
the southern tip of Baranof Island, Cape Ommaney, In that time they
saw not another human--which was what Melander had banked on--nor
even any sealife, for the Russian-American Company's hunters long
since had harvested these waters bare of otters and seals. But birds
were constante Baleful crows sometimes circled them., Eagles rode

great
the air above the coastal lines of bluff, making theiryWatchful glides
before letting the air spiral them high againe Seagulls, cormorants,
breathing
ducks of a dozen kinds; at times, everM thing of this
coastline except the four paddlers seemed to take winge
Cape Ommaney stood as # the land's sentry against the open

water;around it, a promontory which rose as it went until it had

hunched itself into a stony bluff nearly half a mile highe Perhaps

\ LN

o ol
it\!%-(Wennbergrof the humped mountains around New Archangel,

for that evening after supper he nodded out toward the bay between
them and the cape and asked: "What would you do, Melander, if the
Nicholas came around that point just now?"

Ind 4o n
"After I emptied my\hm%-eer{, do you mean? So then, Wennberg,

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



. #— In the next days, they worked southeas

.

By now they were at the southern tip of Kuiu, of f a rocky point

which looked more\!!-%m/ then any profile of the island yete Clumps

of timber stood in the water beyond. Melander looked at his map;

hung in
a thread of hneh"hé this channel, indicating a sk ship had

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

shelter on one just short of full darke

It had been a day of stumble, two staiﬁapn%enw

M"’“" had

pm———
intended ,ougg but they weseseales had alit still secure.

QW
The%sland called Prince of Wales rests in this topography like

y‘(_‘)& a long platter, and the scatter of land is as if its western rim

o~ J’F) % canoeistgnhow

‘I\,.,\"qu has been shattered to bitse uld cut a course which, while
"

\{_)l’)" é@h"

J,,w‘mk Melander said a snake would break its back trying to follow their wake,
o N

7ty

a0 N
~@ . M 4 kept them steadily shielded from the ocean's weather. With the days
av‘f Lﬁ\q

: v
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g ngw nmerely steady paddling, the gan to be a kind of floating

householde

£ biwewall constant sk islands.
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The North Pacific has its own logic of existence; is, in a way,

.

I y e
a shard-shaped planet unto itself. Jts special law of grgvity is -

(/‘7""’0«%‘406. 9) \é ‘~
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R colia ol weather
\_\lateral 3 currents M rule. Most of the wepldds cl:.mates P
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A/ﬁ AdAvo cold
are arrayed somewhere along bede c:;lsthno, from polar\*/ to the

stun of desert heat.




Karlsson had suggested they try trolling, so a line k& and hook

baited with salt pork was let out of the canoe behind Melandere On Mf’*f’

their secord day, the line whirred behind Melander, and he struggled

to pull in their catch.

Melander get the head of the fish out of the wateng‘r’ the side
han panl( swore

of the canoe, then s'oopped‘%ug?n{. "Mother of Moses," he\*./in wonder.
. . , e .
"Ugly pig of a thing," Wenn‘perg) observed}. "what the devil is it?"
"Looks like a shark fathered by a toad," Melander muttered. None
of them had ever seen the species of small shark called dogfishe "Well,
what do you say? Do we try to eat it?"

No one 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 knoweee"

"Hunger is good sauce," Braaf said dubiously.

"It better be," said Wennberg.

"At least cut
4 s head first," Braaf prompted. "Else it looks like it'll

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

"Somebody reach the hatchet and conk the bastard," Melander ordered.
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clalinrenad
A twenty-nosed sea creature poked abruptly from the water ,\g-'o/

A
4
them a thunderous burp, and sank. ” "Sea lions," M said. When the school

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

they swam beside the canoe..."Mermaids," 00 saide...




Their faces were becoming barbed with beard--Melander's and
Karlsson's 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.



A morent of each of these dusks, cherish with Melander the scroll
he fetches from its snug place in the canoe‘.:ﬁHunkered within the circle
of firelight, one by one he polishes four biscuit-sized stones against
o sonpunks . and 11‘10,)'
his pant-leg. Nemi, like a Muslim uefurling a prayer rug, he roll »
S .
the Tebenkov maps ,zmt seM a scrubbed stone to weight each cornere
There is not much that Mekander is reverent about, but these maps
' S
qualify. Fach of them seemynot just a line rendering, but a miniature
> 3 ] » W‘ >
country in itself, Tiny shrubs indicate@ forest. Tideflats wewe delicately
GrTE
dotted, as if speck-sized clams weme breatkg{bemath. The rises in
— Tha \‘9:;’ ane
elevation, inwhieh bhe coastline aboundae, were shown as scalloped
= NWA D oy
plateaus with shadov-lines fanning downe , Proven sailing routes r}ﬂ
has
thread-like, as if an exploring spider mmd tested out the journeys.
. ~ .
The total of engraver s strokes upon each map wes astounding, thousandse.
Ww\frf

Melandermline( imagine whof among the Russian pen-jabbers in the

Castle)V had the skill and energy for such work.



In our time, a poet has offered the thought that it is im within
the civilized portions of maps now that the injunction should be inked,
Here be monsterse DMelander's maps represent#® a point of balance in
humankind 's relationship with the North Pacific--an era beyond sea
serpents, and before dismay. Y‘hey were, in short, an intelligently drawn
gwxxs estimate of the waters and the stubs of land.

As—erafismenshipy—bhe-maps-would have pleased-a-ldnge Covernor
Tebenkov wrenched the information from Russian captains who had at last

begun to think themselves modern men, and turned it over to a gifted

one of the New Archangel Creoles, a gifted copper—workeramnm

The Creole's
\b!n’-b’finecraé‘t would have pleased a king. Casting a glance onto

oo
v
these maps was like looking suddenly beneath the skin of this LO(’ :

ol
coast, flo the bones amd ligaments: ledges of rock, clots of rocke..

The frame of this coastline was what Melander needed to know, and the

Tebenkov maps delivered ite
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A moment of these encamped nights, cherish with Melander the
scroll he fetches from its snug place in the canoee

Hunkered within the firelight as Braaf and Wennberg and Karlsson
settle to sleep, one by one he sk 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 the roll and sets a scrubbed stone to weight each cornere

There is not much that Melander is reverent about, but the Tebenkov

[}

W\_‘)
maps qualif

Each of them uhfolds 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 and down-~-the elevation is shown as

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

Vo
i L
the shores and islets are the proven sailing routes, as if =k an :
_exploring spider has tested out each journsy. The total of engraver's
strokes on each map is astounding, thousands. Melander cannot imagine
,:K..o,fr;‘v.
who among the Russian pen-jabbers in the Castle had the skill and pd

energy for such work. (In actuality, none. After Governor Tebenkov
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wrenched the navigational information 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

ke civilization's portions of maps nos that the injunction should be "
inked, Here be monsterse. Iﬁelarxder‘;S}'ivéps n-the—firelight represent

am ;vvf}mﬁ“:f,,
\s—ggiafof balance in humankind's relationship with the North Pacific:

an era after sea serpents were discounted, and before towns and cities

proliferateds To cast a glance onto these functional maps was like
shore,

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

to @ boneg and muscleg and ligamentg., The frame of this coastline 7 N

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

him steadilye




Bwb the coastscape at hand is not Sitka, but the country of the

in furl of
third =€ Melander's mapse. The—-caneeists-were among a lingual stew

here--islands xammmt dubbed Heceta and Noyes, Baker and Suemez--which

represented the contention of British explorers with Spanish.




-1 Yet when you came to think of it, everything of these maps was
in pieces; dabs, driblets, chunks...The entire coastline was something
like a school of sea things--jellyfish and barnacles and eee
h an effort of wlll)‘ho believe they actually would hold still,

either on the map or in actuality, to permit voyage among theme
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Jus=hera, as Melander permits a few hours of cmx@agnemsg\.d/

sleep before an afternoon of paddling, another picture is needed in
the mind, large as you can manage
to make it, Perhaps 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, M from the islands of

e —— S—— - i sty — —— «,‘,.~~ -

Japan )past the Siberian coast anthhe Alaskan, then downcurving

south and east along the continental extent of Canada and America.

. cﬁ ' M nowah /*rcwi,t °"' O'VJIQMN\, aanol - Ju, rm%«of-w«\ ﬂf A “"“fuu )
(/?b—h-g&._,, —— A A =< *_,y,_" }
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Thie \(sectlon of the planet the Europeans were uncusfomarily

wripadad cmpntan
%to get toe /

Something fme beyond the ord:mary)ﬂas required to carry

Wealhans omol ol 274
their curiosrby into 'I:he/jr Nor th Paclficb the Englishman Cook's obdurate Lo

el i pti
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genius as a floating expeditionary,

aliforma. the Russians' almost hypnotic curiosity as to

what would happen if they inched farther and farther out onto the limb

W&Mo. Even Ao, )

of the Aleutia ny the time the United States of America had come

into being and the French were beheading Bourbons ,m’—‘-ﬁn{a dozen (?)
°

}" ships of Europe are known to have ventured as far as the Gulf of Alaska. .



Of this Pacific-planet, these four Swedes in a Tlingit canoce
LQWM n\"(éu ,.aa" ,
are attempting a thousamd-mile fraction. Not all that much, In
S pendap 1/41./ hare {eilhin o s nole

NS
forty or fifty sturdy days yeu could walk the dista.nce/, Except that

) N ol
Horur ans_cyorn ad tsmiliegr——

this particular version of it is broken into archipelago, or barbed

/
/

with forest where not tfévfcen.




Marlsson was the bow paddler; behind him, Wennberg; behind

Wennberg, Braaf; Melarnder in the stern. Melander had thought through

this placement, and as ever had his reasons. Karlsson was the strongest

paddler.... Wennberg, behind K's example and with the eyes of the

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

wanted urder his own scrutiny, to see that he didn't shirke.
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Melander, as would be expected, had made it his business before

they left New Archangel to gather what he could of lore about the

southerly coast. \3

———

(I—n:i;ed, some of what he had heard of the people of the coast he would

~ have given much not to know,

orR.. -
"Too much smoke," he said W evening, and dropped

to his knees to fan the fire into purer flame,
"You'd never have lasted over a forge," Wennberg\nnb}e‘ "A
bit of smoke tans the soul."

T haee <
Melander calculatedg it-was—bhebhive nightivin a row) @ this

smokey debate with Wemnberg. The tall man made his decision, awiwbagen.
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reodiad 2 Bs_sndvrang ) )' d
‘ The-next-morning., the to cross the channel from Cape
‘ -‘-O.Ar O‘Y\("&V"d &"\0
Ommaney Kuiu, the first of the island stairsteps sewbisremd from p)y.r’ o~
‘Xuiu could have been the mapmaker's attack of palsy, , NS; s
Baranofew on Melander's map)fa spatter of crooked shares and hedging )

rockse Melander said nothing of this to the other three, simply told

them that he jud ged -“asst there'd be stout current up this passage and

Anodly
ttpy would need to aim fsouth to end up east.%It wor ked ou‘b\bha( way,
JKviu, snow-decorated peaks rising ﬁh‘;;-'(’“a”“e i %

and by noon the canoe was nearing Me, however,
and squi T coastline
the muss of dots|on the map became real, and fhe-sheme~Stood to them

\ 'No hole in the shore, aye?"
m— ey B
with meesssopemolsnkimsssmshiy 2 threatening headlande

. % gﬁw_@éﬁ' J off
L paats—behind . ( nto rocks not far of -the point. "let's

o A
¥ NYPY) . VH’
stay away from that horse market," Melander 5 and avoiding the
channel between headland and rocks, the canoe aimed south again. '/In
bt

a few milesg they found a cove w-hioh- faced open to the weather from

o ———— break in the shore
the west, amdavebeedsdsn The next as 4 more exposed yete

4 “"esu Mar:.a,“ Melander sald, "is this whole danm u island unbu‘btoned

Y like this?"'|Two further inhospitable coves answered him.

Dusk was not far by now, and the work of paddling against the

ecoming terrible, From weariness Mlond
‘ current was 3 ey near undered into a Wik patch of kelp

-

: 7~
M’(’H} before ipe Karlsson spotted it ajssssse in the gloom.

o

8 ]
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i . By now the canoe had reached the southern tip of Kuiu, off a
i fjf'ﬁdbi Andg e
‘ - rocky point whi cthore umwelcoming than any profile of the
‘ .ﬂ N

f;‘,?‘:r" island yet. What looked like clumps of timber stood in the water

W
o,m beyord. Melander peered close at his map. A thread of line hung
[y

through this channel, indicating a ship had navigated it; that

testimony was needed, because isigmssx rocks {é‘duld h:‘.B?'themselves in
C/) o
this dusk. Melander set thegf off for the timber clumps, and the
canoeists pulled to shelter on one of the narrow islands just short
of full darke
This had been a day of stumble, two stairtreads of island when

but one had been interded. But «-iﬁnmmﬁy had alit still -

Securee
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"Braaf, you piss near me one more time and I'll rub your nose

ek ﬁ
in it like a’xwfpup." Wennberg's warning halted Braaf in mid-pull
at the front of his thighs. He arced a look from the object of interest

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

Across the campfire from Wennberg, Melander bmoitcin -
carrying power. Raymetmidgonomeppymideimoier minutely shook his headm ar 7

in message him,
to Braaf: don'tx rile msmiomiix
"71]11 wait for the day I have enough to drown you," Braaf said
off-handedly and moved away into the trees. As he stood with his /,MJ\Y
legs wide, he became aware that something 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 hamds, blindly staring at him from either
side of a long hooked beak.
It took him a half-moment to realize that the creature was wmx of

wood , and that atop itx, half hidden by tree limbs, squatted other

(staring creatures, a ladder of sets of eyes.

Braaf plurged from the trees, beckoned to the other three men.



Melander remembered a morning in the Kolosh market beside the
stockade gate. A canoe party had come in from somewhere, and amid
those who were hawking their wares sat a seam-faced man, a carver.
Word had spread thruogh New Archangel about his strange work: knife
blades that000... Dobzhansky the interpreter managed to converse
with the man. Melander asked what had been saide Dobzhansky said
he had inquired how many years it had taken to attain such skille.
The carver told him, "As long as I have lived, I have carved. If

the spirit people will let me, I will carve even after I am dead,"




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

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

on his work, or asked how long such skill has taken to learn, t

the

A - by od carver says, "I have carved all my life. If the spirit people will

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

=
)
v
-
&)}
1)}
o]
-
(4]

goes over and puts a hand on the carved columns.



ﬂdmw

"What is this{pimee?" Braaf asked.

tvnd o
"It's a’\cathedral," Melander replied.

"Don't give us your meddemwee riddles, Melander," Wemmberg rasped.
"What are these things?"

Melarder looked steadily at Wennberg. "It's a cathedral,¥ he
repeateds '"Whatever these people believe is said in these carvings.

understand
If we can't read them, that is a matter of languagej like trying to

listen to a2l
umaxakarnx aktmsexa) what a Finn says." Around them the columns

shot to the sky, pillars of an edifice of legend built for 00
generations. Eagle poised atop bear, orca dove through the bodies

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

2

i(‘

without knowing what it was, felt"vi' i;he watching

"Why is it deserted?" Braat wanted to know.

"Maybe they're like the Kolosh," Karlsson guessed. "They have
summer villages where they hunt from; in winter they pull back to

a min village, like Sitka."



On the next of the Tebenkov maps--had Karlsson had a next map--
Vancouver Island lay angled like a colossal oyster shell... Blunt at
each end, 000 miles in length and generally 00 wide, sharp with inlets
and bays...Midway down its western shore, a particularly large and rough
nick showed. Hylka, the cyrillic script beside it read. Nootka, the
Sound where...

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

had known
route went along that west shore. MelandMough of the navigation

of this coast to realize that the sheltered route lay along the opposite

side, and he would have taken them east. Karlsson headed them weste



pinions
These places of frontier enterprise, whether they were called Sitka

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

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

mean 00, and OO0 meant 0O; both meant 00.

The energies of nations pulsed out along the routes, met the
forcefield of existing cultures, changed or broke them. The effect
was cumulative as that of glaciers.

Peltry was a soft gold.

At a place called Nootka Sourd, like mountaineering parties
clambering in from all sides of the same precipice, the empire-makers

adenturer

all enmeshed. The Engiishman Meares had Chinese crews building trading

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

on the northern verge, the Americans prodding along the southern. ;‘;‘:‘t.&

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 made
motions but no sound. Then, with effort: "I'm. Getting. Sick."
"If you don't paddle, you'll get dead, and us with you. Have .
a puke now and be done with it, Wennberg. We need yourarms."
Wennberg put his head over the side of the canoe and opened his
mouth as if gasping help up from the ocean. After a minute the gasps
became words: "Can't. Too. Sick."
Ry ¢
"You've got to. Wennberg, listen to n‘:—j)’ﬁ 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. Rmpky your gut."

"Keep on, you'll have me puking too," muttered Braaf,

» ‘ QL0 uf\ +":’V: M
/‘ Just then Melander's\w?oﬂmdhﬂrintended effect on Wennberg,
{ "There now," Melander proclaimed in satisfaction. "You'll be a

bull again before you know ite Rest a bit, we can spare you until
you get your breath back,"
Wernberg focused whitely toward Melander.jf "Melander, one time B
‘ I'1]l reach down that mouth of yours and..." But in minutes, he bad
strokes of the

picked up his paddle and, while still not smoothly in phase witﬁ_?hé}”-

others, added propulsimbn to theirs.



"More beef, Wemmberg. Push that paddle deeper, aye?“WMelander's

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

o e R

dlstincﬂbehirﬁ them. lHe had not m@ectequennberg to be slack in

A whe
this situation; Braaf was the—eme who chronically scanted his labor.

L,.l 0,4‘#;/,, 7..1"'

But Braaf was thrusting steadily,[gis rag-wrapped hands as if bound

- T orvaed o
to the paddle,)and he added gibe 4o Melander's admonitdbn: "Bashful

are you, Wennberg? Rgach right down there and meet it, why not..."

Wennberg grumped something unhearable at these.

Aok
r him, and his paddling picked up markedly. 8ut forty or fifty

hillocks of water later, |he jagain/was faltering, a\”fn the rhythm

of the boat.

e —— gy ——

e ———————. —

W e —

"Wermberg, %n're dabbing at it again," Qelander s tone had sharpemne‘d".?

s

AN

The broad man held his paddle just above the water, as if trying

ARANRC o 0-d

to dm recall whether water or air was the element in which it operated.

He sw:weled the upper part of his body enough 'bo look back at Melander.



On Melander's map, three widths of a thumb would have<e >

: . ! )
the space inscribed "Dixon Entrance." 1In actualitny

water extends twice the distance of the English Channel between Dover

and Calais, and no calm white cliffs stand as guides. The canoeists'

qrasel o 4o e .
“Be~geinmgOblique, angyeast to the arm of land. All in all, calculated

o B T R Sl M 5 . Ao el 5
[

crossing would be stretch@d even farther kyxikemmmi® because they would

Melander, it added up to most of a day of paddling,




. p},fd "Sleep deep," Melander said. "Tomorrow we introduce ourselves
/
0

to Kaigani,"

The letters lay large mnear the bottom of Melander's third map,

QM

ard in sober block rather than the delicate script elsewhere on the

as though in warning: j
paMrol Kaigani. Kaigani Strait.e
Sl




A wavery wall 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 islands seemed a footing, a
place to return to. Then, just after Melander reckonedz aloud that
they might be a third of the way across, Karlsson glanced back and
saw that the landwall was gone. In place of the islands hung a

sheet of foge The canoeman now wxm were in a basin of sea, nothing

i Cha ain, and (o9,
but water or its MW cloudfall about theme



wruwllom 2.4-%l

shoved mou:uf(
The river earwed through the land like a gmweet smooth glacier.

canma o bea,
Had the gray surface been solid enough to walk on—-it‘nu-l%—b(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 man A' from 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 Columbia,fand there on the south bank he would have stamped his

feet mm at Astoria.
Astoria was tiny, but already in its third incarnatione John
Jacob Astor's wealth had installed the settlement in 0000 as a

fur depote The War of 1812 passed the site to British control, a_,‘Wvaﬁ

/v

/_,/‘
and it became Fort George....By the late 18L0's it svas Astoria mmssm once

more. Not so much af a place, nfallp§ a post office, some stores

and saloonsees all in all, a few dozen,‘structures huddled at the

lrwvu' 4«°sz 07[/w&w 'c:..)

foot of a Columbia headlands Yet, a port, ships calling regularly...
whalsven iy

If for seme reason you found yourself at Astoria, (you could make your
way on into the world from its little docks. posm h

Jjust und
This night, the four canoce-going Swedes are miles upcoast

from Astoriae




Amidships of the canoe, Wennberg heaved the boulder within his

arms to the height of his face, and with a grunt lef it crash into

4/

S

the bottom of the crafte The crunch was like the enlarged noise of
a club striking an animal's skull, and the canoe bottom broke in a

descent of splinters beneath the rocke —~

/0%, Wennberg gave one rapid look) then skirted the stern of the

A}
FaY = "N g o, 4

o
canoe amemm and begen—ruming, a bear in a footrace. !l He ha\q«"just

)

passed Mlle the driftlog when he heard the shout behind him, and he

did not look back::ﬂAhead of him, Melander and Karlsson and Braaf




were struggling to the bgach with their own canoe, mmelander
somehos firding time as well to yell at Wennberg to hurry up and lend
a hard .

They put the canoe into the surf just as the first musket ball
blooped the water beside theme Wemnnberg in puffing agony looked back
to see two man in skins kneeling to fire, five or six more on their
way to the beach, as meny more clustered around the spine-broken canoee

¢ Katrlisson hurried a shot at the two

camstol to
rearest shooters, missed them but mede them flinch away from the

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

.

forepart of thes A LI\M"//M:—ZQ(’
W TJesu "‘ar'i;Mn and paddle!l" Melander ewieds  They

“
stroked as if hurling the ocean behirmd 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 beache



we

Morning. Melander stood just outside the B line of trees,

studying the shore, when Karlsson came beside him. To their right cedlio-of
the beach erxtended/in a smooth arc of tan sanmi and treeline as far

as they could see. To their left the beach cut sharply inland, and

beyond the cove-like cut a wall of trees mmmmxmmt sheered out to meet

the water of Pixon Entrance.‘“'W"dippad”mﬁnuhwm

trees in. a-peinting-ned;- W realized the treetops were

~ They rose, however, as they xmmx neared
the shore, into towering tops. Melander dipped his head toward the
green spires in a pointing nod. "We should have a look there. Tell

Braaf we're goinges."



Having pushed the canoe into the placid water, Karlsson and

Mglander found themselves paddling across the mouth of a river, dark

and $lowing very slowly.

\
as black lacquer, - Small circles of foam spun

along 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 1%%%3‘/



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

clambered onto the flow of black rockg o/dl o M Lorote.

"God's bones, what a place," Melander murmureds The point had been
convulsed into hummocks and parapets, mmmmmst pitted with fist-size holes
as if having been under siege from small camnon, riven into troughs by

WM& J
the waves, As they stood surf blasted up from a blowhole
T
behind them, a mocking geyser of wh% falling as they whirled to it.
Inland, a tumble of black boulders the size of oxcarts. Then a

narrow\bwﬂ/of fir trees. Then ® sharp upshot of cliff, which went

into the fog just above the tree tops.



o
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Karlsson stood urder the great trees, waiting for Melander.
(ot
Efbead of water ticked his right wrist, snd—he—teeied-withsunpuise

W W his head uni;:(l}\ he was looking straight

from 244
up. He eeuld—see—s water bead 1e itsﬁimb fifty feet above himgaw!

drot
“eeme’ like a slow tiny jewel, ane—s+i3d he had time to step aside
from it before it struck. Me=wss like strange, slowed-down raing

olas eamelagf
‘,‘I'he droplets veeusmed two or theee to the minute; Karlsson found

S2AN
he could dodge m:-t]:}/of them, stepping back and forth around

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

The play of it “eok him overzmmamgmmer without his being aware of it

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

of water and his strangely dancing bodyeee

(Hagve M find him at this?)




b Bl 3-c0 & |
/‘J‘A‘le/, 2238/

Rain stayed with them steadily. This was not New Archangel's
soft, muslin-like showers, but cold hard rods of wet, drilling
down on them. Its sound wa=x came up off their garments--00,00--

like fingers drumming on an impatient knee.



PV T A SR -

The others were in well-worn rainshirts, but Braaf sat '
colored

resplendent in a thigh-length Aleut parka, xkmm® yarn sewn into
designs at the wrists, a front-ruff of eagle down...(check details
with Cook slide, ref in Voyage Details card file)

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

A i

first morning. "Where'd you

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

"Oh- . .I‘ound and about o“




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

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

by an absence, and at last placed it; Pe was listening for the creak of

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




Usual bruised-looking sky, tatters of fog in the tree topse

were as if in the heavens
This coast's mornlnM brawl had gone onjall night.




blue .

Trees pushed down to the absolute waterline: green, then

You could reach up from swimming and make your way hand-

over-hand thru the foreste

(.‘
| X g
P

Y

€
.’
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. The nearest mountains stood green as meadows. The next, higher
group darkened toward black. Then the highest, the horizon peaks,
were a shadoved blue, as they were being thinned of substance as they

extended down the coaste



The sun swung so low along the southern horizon that its

glare struck the water in front of the cances. Its dazzling path
squinted
was a hazard to the eyes. Melander kkkmkest and swore. "Too much

of everything, this coast has..."

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

light ~headed.



Occasionally the current twirled witches' knots in itself. The

canoemen watched once asmmwmm.

such a whirlpool took a drifting tree into a

complete circle, like a compass needle in total turn.




w3~ 5|
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It was noticeable now that they were gaining a bit of daylipht each
day. "After Christmas, each day gets a chicken-step longer," Melander

reciteda.
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L,\“ﬂ‘mwﬂ/w« y
Among these four W'crosscurrents waited which, if they

were let to flow free, might prove as roily as any of the North
Pacific's.

Wennberg was the source of most tension, for after his manmer

of wedging himself into the escape none of the others could entirely

put trust in him, )

e

>t CAs with many strong-tempered men, the anger in Wennberg

,-/,, ) .’,/
ot

e 4

- mﬁ;‘eﬁ':'could flare pure and fast as fire covered his other qualities.

T ha Hochn -
N H%’was a highly capable voyager, able to put up with discomforts

o tha comet

day upon day, ki as steady\a-uezieed’és could be asked, if some

incident did not set him off<ébut the trigger in him was always

close to clicke

As for Melander, the problem with so toplofty Va‘ type is that
ordi nary men camnot always see eye to eye with him. Difficult to be
totally at ease with a man who thinks so many steps ahead, even though
those stairs of thought may be your salvation.

Similarly, Karlsson's silent style could be thought a bit too
aloof . There was not mich visit in this slender man from Skane,

and less jokery.
7 C S rin

.
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May 7 &/

"Buried as Bering," said Helander.
)"Y;mwuwf“ Gl o/
"Ihocbag&n," Braaf ;)wi—ted.

) "It's something the Russian navy men say. Bering was a skipper,
ﬁv: oY A

g
v up-d.n the islands where the Aleuts come fram. He was sailing in
the Tsar's hire, Wedwe ship called the Saint Peter. A true Russian
vessel, leaky as a baskete Somewhere up there among the Aleuts they
themselves

£°
got ntered in. Those islands don't have a whisker of timber, j( Bering
pulled over in burrows like

and his cminto saxﬂlﬁllMail canvas for roof, Lived e

lemmings, tell it,

womms, aye? Lived i1l they diéd, at least, and then, the Roosldi sapy—
would come into camp and / ol dsail

foxes)gobbled the e, Bering himself took 3¥ and they pu him

in ore of the dugouts. The sand\-lbild./ down over his feet, but he wouldn't

let the crew dig & it away. Said it kept him warm., Then sand over his

knees. Still wouldn't let them dig. Then up to his waist. Next his

belly, just before he died. Very nearly all in his grave before 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 Washington shoreline and in the
streams which feed down from the mountains into those rivers, a
chick-sized bird called the owel 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 flinching from that peril in the
sky. Evidently, however, the motion is merely practice for its

A
livelihood, whichy(to walk the bottoms of the rivers and streams,
picking bits of feed as it goes. A hydraulic adaptee, the ouzel
seems to bej somehow it has learned to use the flow of current to
keep itself pinned down into place during this dimmer delve beneath
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, forest solid

ressed to
along the continent edge--their ooursWthem by the

powers of the coaste AL
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Braaf? Being around Braaf was like being in the presence of a
natural phenomenon, such as St. Elmo's firg or marsh vapors. Braaf
simply was there, on his own terms, tal@% what he was,

As if still in echo of their encounter in the parade ground "
Braaf and Wemnberg jangled with each athermw‘ and again:)

——
e

\ . e e
R —— i ———————————

o = |
= (Wennberg would suggest that Braaf had about as much weight

in the world as the fart of a fly, and Braaf would recommend that Wennberg

shove his head up the nearest cow's behind to see whether it heldr; any
M%O;f«?. UJ_EA alde 7o g /b—d‘

more Iturds like him. Melander)Sloves th?aj‘slanging , Wi-theut-managing

_ )
fever 49 quite ﬁtop ite

@ —



alin 2-/0-8

Wennberg, crossing behind Braaf, stopped and looked at the U,;r"
: N oo cdr'p A0t o
back of Braaf's Aleut coat. "What's this on your back?" Uc-w

Braaf slipped an arm from the coat, brought the garment
aronnd to have a 1ook."‘-}/Dark splats, as if a ¥ rusty rain had

aj‘,y(o.w
fallen, showéyd“)écross the back and shoulders.

"Blood. From Melander."

Lithing
Braaf stared at t he stains, then gulped, and twin@.unks of

Abraohad
tears came—-dewn his face. Karlsson and Wennberg shifted awkwardly.

choked out,
Bzm "8ay mything, either of you, and T'll slit you loose

from life."
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Karlsson knelt close by the firelight, carefully unrolled the

ok
AY k;”,, -
mp and weighted it at the corners with smail rocks. Melander's ‘ “‘\-"w* 5
'f*\-;ﬂf’b
pencil marks began near the top of the map, at a bite of harbor
which K recognized as Sitka Sound, then traced from island to island,
the Kuiu-Kosciusko-Heceta chain of their first days, across the
channel of peril to the Queen Charlottes, down their shores to the
islard -~not named, Kunghit--where Melander had been killed. Karlsson
V> X
I o -
saw that the island where they now were, just off the mainland, was W
named Aristazabal. P
) j_’b’-»(
M,
Then Karlisson glanced to the bottom of the map, and froze. “q0
I d n
{_ﬁ/“‘\ .
In his mind's eye he saw again the sketch of the escape route M had yf:’*
Q (4 ‘/J( 9
scratched into the dirt that first dayy the briefness of Baranof, "
Nort
then the Queen Charlottes group, then Vancouver Isiand, #hen the
z . ;i ‘j.b""‘r“"gt'— - 3
prng U*r i
souﬁl{fmm the Strait of Juan de Fuca to Astoria. The map showed
the topmost?o?ﬁe(of this sue cession,\xbhe north xmast of Vancouver oo
' IR ")'
b edds

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

Melander was the ore to steal the map from the steamship: he had kemm 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 00,

and borne them on. Except now Melander was dead, and it was Karlsson
A{;/:va AL on

who had to point them into the unknown. “He<had a sensation of being

emptied, as if his body from the stomach down had vanished alorng with

the bottom of the mape
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A

w7, :L 28 3
s windrows of surf

N\

— Except for the

fhe He woke to rainsounde X’The day's colors were all grays,
sea and sky nearly the same, rocks and forest darkerg. The big

cape to the north was obscured this morning.
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. Meeting the ocean swell at the mouth of the Strait of J@an de
\sﬁ‘w~
Fuca, the brig rocked and dipped as though in introduction. A curtsy,
it may have been, for the vessel was named the Jane. Her hold was
filled with pilings which would help to underpin the multiplying
Lunggovians, e /\\5‘?\))\
a s L‘;°‘1‘1 ?p} v
docks of\San-Wand she was outbourd now from one of the tEawy— >
X\ s
5 Iofang, that ploca
'Q:\Ij‘?\;\?" %awmill settlements of Puget Sound to the—Cedifernie-citye. The
\IS""\ v, l‘& q Faor-
NPT

& <=3 then ,_Californieward, Go" aad.
’;ﬁ;ﬂ Jane & worked clear of Cape FlatteryMore sou t a heading of 00,

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

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

alre sSSing .
the island He roused Karlsson and Braaf.

They stared at the ship mwimsnpmedbchidesmwibmeymmmg like men yearning

to jump to the moon. Under full sail as she was, they couldn't catch
unlikely to

her. A sigml fire, even if one could be built in time, wm

cause a ship to hove to along this wild coast, but wms guaranteed

SIS to attract the whale-hunting natives.imsse GCunshots were the

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

,_w‘"“w\ sails plow out of sight to the southe
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Wennberg would happily have been back at his forge--any forge,

N
,\0
‘}wﬁ,« wherever--heat and hammer in their heavy dance before him, the
N o
(’/f ¥ V@)”
(){;,a"' glowing flakes falling from the metal as he imposed shape on ite
& g
He went in his mirnd a number of times to that morning when he came
behind Braaf in the parade groundat New Archangel--and each time,
he veered yards away fromxwemwinemg Braaf...But this was like trying
\g‘,; v to undo a collission of comets: paths cross paths, and there you are.
-~
RV X's /"y
v A
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While still within what should have been sheltered waters--nothing
but island horizon to their west~--the canoemen beggn to meet swells,
long swaybacks which rocked the canoe with the strong message: the

ocean is waitinge.



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

tideline. Crows and ravens flew in and out, disappearing as if gulped,

re~emerging as if spat oute

&



The ocean would gm change from ghastly to enticing.

back again in an houre

And prébably

e

3|
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Trees--not drift logs but roots, branches, bristles and all--drifted

in the channele.




)

JoT A 147?
M , >
ay 23, '€/

Lod racking imEpEEt examine-

"Last fwmumy Monday, as I rode with my son Jared to jowe oyster-beds
:: the north of our land claim, we found, kmwmikm beside a canoe, two men A
nearly starved to death. We spoke to them, but could not make ourselves
urderstood. After taking them to our house and summoning some of the
other settlers from around, we finally succeeded in conversing with
them. Their history is as follows: In 1850 they engaged © work for
the Russian Fur Company seven years, and accordingly embarked, in
company with 18 others, and sailed for the northwestern coast, bound
for New Archangel. After a residence of nearly two years, they found
they could not bear the ill-usage which they were receiving, and

determined to make their escape.

27
o N
9@

They were four, who determined hxﬂx:xn on tha'b course of action. |

Mat a place beyond Vancouver

Island, one of their number was killed by the Indians., A second

unfortunate was drowned in the descent of the Washington coast.
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 mx despair. One of the

poor fellows » (When fm:m ,‘ WaSees
Their canoe is ‘about twenty feet in length by three in widtgsprightly
built; and with this they have made a voyage of over 1,000 miles on
one of the worst parts of the coast. They are well cared for by the
citizens here, and at present are comfortably situated at Chinook,
whence they will be taken across to Astoria when their strength is
sufficient.

Their names are Nils Karlsson and HenrikiWennberg, and they are

of Sweden," )
Jonathan E, Cotter
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thought
Perhaps bringm’a‘i/that trick done with apple and knife--

the fruit to be peeled in one stopless cutting, down and down the

red-white-red-whi te
pare of skin coiling from the kmifimix blade's glide, ayd spiral

stair ever more likely to snap away: but yet is it, for each .

ol
shaving of coil twirls a bond wi‘bh,\lihe others, the helix is holding

AP N bpn,
itself togew creatd onal grace.

an accumulat
This voyage was ﬂmIe %Ee that. Each day the canoe sliced

distance from the North Pacific, making the journey just that much
more apt to sunderg or just that much more cummingly pliant, you

would not have wagered which,



" There are momen&rhlch form themselves unlike any that have

- ?—«)r—ﬁ,_*,—’}ﬁf e % ‘j)wtkd’ M“““‘

‘ co@/bei‘ore in our lives or shall again.  Ours might seem a lcmdher
¢ erated ha

evolution if what we know as memory had been set in us the other way;
if the (vi 'ba{L Mncidents mfixmck a.lready walted on display there in the o
mind when\:v;r :nter the world--a glance, and A can be seen ready to il
happeri xsome certain fmemdmy Thursday, beyond it B is viewed clear,
-amd-due on a Wednesday two years and seventeen days off...The snag

is Z, the (mé‘ prospect we could not bear to know with exactitude:

s death's date. Is it why the apparatus fetches backward for us rather
élax "’h‘, than forward, memory rather than foreknowledge--so that we can stand
;{t}y . “‘ ” existence? Whatever, Karlsson at wait here in the Alaska night is

A KN4 like all of us in life's dark, able to know only that a moment is

oy
coming due mﬁwlt is not the last of the seriese




Some moments form themselves unlike any that have come before
in our lives or shall again. Ours might seem a kindlier evolution
if what we know as memory had been set in us the other way; if the

oNnA ci.uk Vf(w
mes-b~vital incidents of existence already waited in-plaeee in the cam o
, all the Karlssons of us, come into t his world--a glance, and A is

mind 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 amd

(¥
seventeen days off...The snag is Z, the one prospect we could not
bear to know with exactitude: death's date. Is it why the apparatus
fetches backward for us rather than forward, memory rather than
foreknowledge, \(so that we can stand existence? Whatever, Karlsson\
awaiting the moment to come is like all of us in life's dark, knowing \
)
that something, stala¢tite or stalagmite, is forming, but not what
its shape or thrust will be
only tha'b fom:_ng is go:.ng one.
/f,u/i

at wait here is llke us a.11 in life's dark, able to know only that
A S f AR AL

Ma} moment weeam:g dues /. zwx o - (m% it i
/) O

LA. & oAAA

~



Some moments form themselves unlike any that have come before
in our lives or will agaiy Like speeded-up stalactites or stalagmites
they suddenly loom, daggering obstacles somehow to gEk be got around.

Ours might seem a kindlier evolution if what we know as memory had
M—.—ﬁi&lﬂ
been set in us the other way; if these @brupt incidents of existence
A

already waited in place in the mind when we were borng the contents
N
of life there to be seen, unfolding in orderly mann “rok

@ g}/), then

! »74ays (_some certain Tuesday,
B viewed clear]& ahead on a Wednesday two years offese

¢/

a-.(\h-'
The problem is Z, the answer) we could not bear to know: death's date.

Is it

maflia
th\ﬂag been swung\‘uaou-n(in us, memory rather

than foreknowledge, so that we can stand existence? WA&“’"W\

m o\).LA\A( A

o toin e oo (Y “ K oron hansns o chx L
il A0
uv\/ PN STV N i 1, »hwprs<S horant ¢

‘,o/w»«uw
A \ Y
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Death's credence comes to us in small costs, mounting and

mountings Lack of a reminding word to Braaf when he took time SRS g%
Ao
in shifting his paddle. Loss of the sailor-habited scrutiny of
the wé.ter arourd, every chance of rock or sheal commented on.
No "aye?" punctuating the day's time.
Near mid -day, when the canoe put ashore at the next island,

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

Melander, still mmk yearning not to believe the death., Wennberg

had cursed periodically during the crossing--"fish-fuckers...fish-
fuckers"--but now said nothing, mimesiey seemed to be gritting against

LAren on t.:(/\ (2|

', » L
whaWext. Braaf too was silent, and very pale. S
it was need
Karlsson4)ﬁﬁo said, "WeWto bury him."
They mamaged, 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 Wennberg and
Braaf piled head-sized rocks from the beachf to Jowepoemw discourage animals,

Then they made camp amd sat to re-think life without Melander,



Kneeling close by the firelight, Karlsson unrolled the scroll
of maps and weighted it at the corners with small ovalx stones from
the beach gravel. Melander's pencil mark began near the top of the
first map, at the square dots which were the buildings of New Archangel,
and looped left around Japonski Island then down and out the bottom
of Sitka Sounde On the next map, the penciles 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-Noyes-Suemez-Dall
chain of islands and across Kaigani Strait to the horn-tip of the
Queen Charlottes. The fourth map showed how they had crossed Hecate
Strait, descerded the islands of the past several days, and then, zk
aoemetesscstoet just more than halfway down the map, Melander's
penciling stopped, at a rough-edged small island with no name,

this

Nov Karlsson glanced to the bottom of s map,and s froze.
In his mind he saw again the escape as Melamder had scratched it
into the dirt that first day. The briefness of Baranof Island. Then
the Queen Charlottes group. Then Vancouver Island .8 Next, last, the

southering coastline from the Strait of Fuca to Astoria. This fourth

map showed tde coastline as the northmost tip of Vancouver Island,




¥
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Perhaps think of that trick to be done with an apple and a knife:

to peel the fruit in one continuous cutting, the peel spiraling down onmd Aerirn

LA
in W greater likelihood of breaking. Their voyage was

7&:‘*&4\;&- arly
like that, each day's dangle--made by the canoe slicing the ocean--

more ks to smap than the one before.




. ﬂ.).s:x ?

It is an experience lost to us® now, $he [sea passage between
P— a
one life and another. But if yo;ﬂwere\ Morgan, Hw, cabinet-maker AV

of Llanelli in Wales, bound out for Patagonia; or Henty, Elizabeth,

Van Diements ,‘J‘-"\“'i
wife and mother, following husband and sons from Sussex to JmemiSeeciu ’

.ﬁn.wgw”, L ol
\!ﬂ*l/)aand in Q\ustraha' or Van Der Wende, Kathrin, girl of eight,
.:)J"lu :v.l-%v

word er-eyed ih_,,;'steerage from Rotterdam to New York; or any of tens

of hundreds of thousands of others of the nineteenth century's sea-
AN A change citizens, the voyage stayed in your mind. It couldn't note

P
." Sway of the waves, the shrunk =psessms berth to live in, the reliance

5 . of your survival on sailors who worked in the mast-trees like slow
v ,'\ y

A O« caibiag
monkeys ; queer turns of the world, all. Some even spoke, after, of the

an entire _-

shipboard weeks Ma‘f’ﬁte life; a compressed existence, like a

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

as 120 Coudd A the .
stood like no other set of days in memory, ~7°

Melanier had been the calmative for the other,( against the
immensity of their attempt. He had been one of those salt-water monkeys

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

can be managed, fended with.




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

Braaf and S— . hip-high
XKErlsson and Breat-end Wennberg, men as differentM

1

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

by this sea-runs



Between them and Vancouver, they quickly discovered, lay several
hundred instances of monotony. Wave upon wave, the canoce met, was

lof ted at the bow, then wallowed rightward
slumped, down and xkgkk somewhat rightward,

into the water's troughe A new law of motion this seemed to be, dive-
and-stagger.

Karlsson immicet called to Wennberg. Wennberg half-turned; he
was grim, but functioning. "No, I don't need any invitations to
toss up my breakfast."

The crossing was O hours of slosh, under the most beautiful

weather of the entire woyage.



The surf. Is there any other%n the planet like it?
On any planet? The hurl of it, constantly moving, collapsing, rebuilding,
simultaneously white and gray and lethal and lulling. The extent of
it, its grave beat upon the shore and against all sides of all

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

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

ocean, why it didn't tear great chunks from the land all the time.

of \J0,

A Wﬁu;t\
Perhaps it did, in great storms, and that was how the islands of

‘ their route had been made.




(from Rialto Blue card #1)
The surf came in cream-colored, thinned to milk as it slid LU
up the beach. Between the waves the pattern was marbled, thick
noise
loops and circles of foam., Its smmmt was a constant rumble with
1lifts of sound, like a strong wind through a forest. And 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 tange.
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REVISED

ought not
This patience of Karlsson's, like any = extrethirely
be counted virtue. It evidently kept him in situations, for instance,
when Wennberg would have crashed out or Braaf wriggled outa =y ;L_ndeed 5

had done much to deposit him, without over-armple debate or decision,

into Alaskae




The pair of themﬂitree 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
their anxieties were sized as different as the men.

A several hundredth time Melander retold himself the logic by which
he had singled out this nighte. Yesterday the Russians all had gone
around solemn as churckf:doe, crossing themselves until it seemed they'd
wear out the aire Now, fimehmesms the religioussme of Christmas having

been observed, certain as anything they would

be celebrating and carousing and dancing their boots off. Assuredly,
all
officers and any of the Company Russians who frequented their

elut h oAd-L.
“for card games and tippling and monotony-breaking argument,

every breathing one of them
would be at the governor's ball in Baranov's Castle,
e e s ———— ;)
WW (Nor, when the escapees' absence
dash from
was discovered, would the Russians be eager to eir snug

Swedes damp bla
festivities to ch;;E‘tth’{hrough t Alaskan night. The
stay, lezning
Kolosh meanwhile would be kefzdﬁéito their longhouses, segxiﬁg‘blear
of drunk and boisterous Tsarmen. Confusion, alcohol, reluctance, all
were 'n rank a

‘—-u@uii-be’fHE_Sﬁé%E;' Christmas allies for escape. But late-going

Russians yet within the officers' lodgings...clatter in the gun room

heard by a sentry at the eastmost blockhouse...Melander's months of

just _here quiver
planning “Dow teetﬁered on such points beyond logic, and £FE‘£ne€’6f
through
them moved witHEETE“Il’Eg; dark.

purely /
Wennberg's perturbance was|with himself. Until he stood up

from beside the card-players in the barracks the blacksmith had not
been convinced he would go through with the escape. Heoweamesissthat

Why z'isk the tumble, ass-wer-earhole, down this beda.rmed coast? Why

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

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

|




Just of f the eastern shore stood a long lire of fishing smacks with

T

white, white sails,” D

They toppled

and were taken back by the water to be reformed for the next trick
: < roth
of surf: this time it was round white islets, an archipelago of\szrt./
MK&rlason considered that he had seen wild surf so
far on this woyage, and he had, but this highpthrown whiteness was

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

need to climb into the air&‘m

- R



hifKarlsson 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

| e
thansiﬁgissdh/caught America 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

= % s

v’



wullan 3-

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

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

next warerndd be
The “Simwk of these wae Milbanke Sound, no more than O miles but the
»} A

first test of the lessened canoe crew.

ol

p——
Gaps of daybreak had begun on the eastern horizon when ¥ Karlsson

Gradually the

G

islands and mountains all around the channel eame to sigtw‘n?a—

—

'/As fuller daylight advanced, the strips of

. light on the eastern horizon were as if chinking had fallen out
between mountains and clouded sky. The dawn went from silver to
slight yellow, to peach. Then the clouds began to shift away, out

of sight over the mountainse

T-8l
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One further thing is noticeable on this 00 map. No thread of
route goes along that west shore, past Nootka. Melander had known
enough of the navigation of this coast to realize that the sheltered
route of voyage Ixmx lay along the opposite side of the island, and
ai the prow of Vancouver, Cape Scott, he would have taken the canoemen

east. Karlsson headed them weste




e, reamt=
. Weary mmedmm though he was, Karlsson\é?eeﬂw&/often these nights.

“

by daybreak
At leastM had memory of things which must have been

_arghd
dreams . (The}gggurrences which had to do with women, he knew with

regretable certainty to be dreams.) Again and again the carved columns

rose in the forest of his_ brain, the wild creature-faces stacked one

o eagle

A Bear and beaver and fwmg and--human? / PE Ly

\ &0 \\'\‘ ‘J & o . " ‘w‘\
\Cd A on another. ‘ Melander had stepped over to stand beside the big- V,i»f

beaked face. Together Melander xkm and the beaked thing looked

back at Karlsson. Karlsson said to Melander it was time to push y
N
! ),\(v\" ik
X0 o
. on k& in the mnoe. "Aye," replied Melander, but still stood there. PN Sl
R
Karlsson would repeat that it was time to embarkgs "aye," Melander Wt 4

would say again, unmovinge \




As in the forest when branches become moving wands overhead

Lo~
but the air at ground remains still, the weatherWruised

Lomotman v
over thewmout touching downe Streamers of cloud shot aleng,

all
At mErbe oMt eeX the sk M hither and thither,
\_you never knew what to expect except that it would be d:.sorder]_.z.’//

woudd-be storms an:l pretens:.ons of clearing,ﬁitka had accustomed

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

the concern was not whether the ocean would erupt beneath them

in the next swoop of guste




oA C{ ——
. Sometime in these days the canoe took them kiwummmi out of winter

N c:f wrwnJon the day 9

into W No calendar would have showw the moment itself

) was as# untraceable as the atom-point at which a breeze first sets
) " into motiom. The alteration was no less defimite for that. Ferns
o 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. Salmon 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 and 00, breakup was that much nearer...

- . stirrings, engender
Account it in scomleong coast had begun to Pekr=with

/

spring.
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The paddles dipped, glistened wet on the forward end of the

stroke, dipped again.

{ O,

L
g - S | DS N Y

Braaf\ very-so off;&a hummed., That he seemed to have no notion

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

buzzes irked Wennberg, which made them their own justification. it
Karlsson constantly looked ahead as he paddled, as though he

could pull the horizon of water nearer with his eyes.
In Wennberg's armwork there was none of Karlsson's thrift nor

Braaf 's minimum attention; just the resigned plod of a man wishing

hem were anywhere else.

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

too, the food supply, which was fast dwindlinge



If anything, green crowded more thickly to the tideline than everes
When crows and ravens flew into this forest, they disappeared as if

gulpede



TP g™ The shoreline mountains and ridges were as if in mm a state of arrest;
3
awaiting the next flow of e:ﬁ;c/eme, the next pose to assume im when the

” LY geologic clock Wagaln.
OALAN




\go longer could they risk : these waters, peril
y travel by night. W

Of_/

gambled
rock or tiderip was too great--greater, thWthan the chance
of natives. Karlsson amd 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# helped: they at last were on a gentler slope, so toEm say,
®HB8les> of the precipitous coast. Coves were frequent. The timber
still came like a(waterfall over the rim of the continent, but stopped
now a beach's-width from the ocean. The truce zone?‘(arlsson and
Wennberg gratefully sank to, each night.

The of fshore, however, was spiked with more rocks than the coast

farther north. Seastacks and reefs were constant; this portion of

outlyi vigorous mountain
shore looked like the ancient rruins of the coast behimd ’t‘.hem/<

to the northe



They came ashore each dusk like old women stiff in the knees.

Wennberg encouraged a fire while Karlsson put together whatever could
pass f as a meal. Only after they had food in them could they face

the canoe chores, the shelteringa..




. "Fear the goat from the front, the horse from the rear, and man

an a saying o
from all sides," Sitke Russians. Kow Karlsson watched Wennberg...

If he could have watched him from within sleep-shut eyelids, he would

slona.,




7 N %-/o-é}
the first
It is told that, in another corner of the Pacific, when wkikm
exploring ship from Europe
explorers first appeared to the aborigines of Australia, the aborigines
registered no surprise, nor even any intereste The Endeavouwr, out of
Deptford(?)--this was Cook's ship of 0000-0000, another of his adroit
clambers to the %km ends of the Pacific--stood 35 yards long and
with a cloud of canvas. A few fishermen in canoes did not even look
up at the ship. A woman ashore gave it a glance, "expressed neither
surprise nor concern," and Xig 1lit 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 comprehended." 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 dreaming'. On their own

ledge of the Pacif'ic, Karlsson and Wennberg were entering their own

dreaming..e.
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. Karlsson'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, possibly toppling toward water, and the men rushing for it?)
Braa.fg;s;(am stepped to the right of the horn of rock from
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

into the tidal trough.

e gifle, thought Karlsson as he clambered kmemef down toward

the trough, Wennberg cursing behind him, reach him with the rifle, o piflaTo

pull him upese

The trough sloshed Braaf 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. 'fhen the tide was tossing
him againe

The footing along the top of the trough was treacherous; Karlsson

Aoo—‘va{w*
and Wennberg were like men ori\é,?e"as they tried to get close to Braaf.

‘ A1l the while, he was a movingw,’ the surge banging him back

and forth the length of the troughe




REVISED s
Shoalwater Bay March 19th 18§i/

Mr John Orvis Waterman ' g
d}\&' |
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Editor, Oregon Weekly Times f
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DT Sir--On Monday last, as I was riding with my son Jared to examine
oyster-beds at the north of our land claim, we found, beside a canoe,
two men near to death. We spoke to them, but could not make ourselves
understood. We contrived to 1lift them onto our horses and after
taking them to our house and summoning some of the other settlers
from arourd, we fimally 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 others, and sailed for the northwestern coast, bound for New
Archangel., After a residence of nearly two years, they found they
could not bear the ill-usage which they were receiving, and determined
to make their escape.
They were four, who determined on that leave-taking. At a place
beyord Vancouver Island, one of their number was killed by the Indians.
A secord unfortunate was drowned in the descent of the Washdgtam coast
between the Strait of Fuca and here. When found, the two who have -
survived had been in this bay for three days--subsisting on roots and k
berries. They were much emaciated, and looked the perfect pictures
of misery and despair. One of the poor fellows was making a chant
to himself, as though in prayer. Their cance is about twenty feet in

length by three in width, sprightly tuilt; and with this they have

made a voyage of over 1,000 miles on ore of the worst parts of the
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"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 end, thrust the
uroa aletbaol unts et omee amcie,

stock \Gu"wé/ Braaf ¥ "Braaf! Grab! We'll pull..."

prased clenching

Surw up over Wennberg and Karlsson, both of tl’M

4? could look
their eyes tight against the salt sting. 'When they again, Braaf
e

was"‘{\past them, en the landward side, his boy's face in a grimace. He

anLu»M‘QA.‘
seamed to shake his tead at them, ¥ then the tidal surge)Sucked back

]

(2 S Pﬂmﬁ\;um ﬁk.f‘}«b:\-’v\ OLNNKA wprs KA. ¢ :t Cerne
toward the ocean and Braaf whiseded- past them, his hends-ebretehing i

. ) 4: AlG §n P . &
just-shor# of the gunstock.
@is: 1 rever behaves '
eeeGod 's bones, - the same twice. Have
to be quicker, e be rssclsy .., { ’ o S S8 o
» "- RS ¥ M.::LJ,L}HJ.\»{‘ 4

Karlsson and Wennberg mssswsibekiesse. stared toward the rcoi‘nér of

the trough, brac;d themselve; for the riptide's return and the hurl
of spray across them once more, Itxeen;a 3 ths-?ard spatte‘r’, the rur;r;els
down their faces, naw eyes could open againe..e

This time the tide had not brought Braaf back with it,

: WB/’M{) whan...7 ', mu_é‘
Al W s
‘ "Braafl" shouted Wemnberg.) Karlsson scrambledj/f or the ocean edge,

banging knees ard hands on rough rock, Wennberg lux;iicirg after him,

e
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The footing along the top of the trough was x& treachery itself;

Karlsson and Wennberg lurched like men on soapstone as they tried

V}J“\" to approach the edge.

Lreborur tham , |
Braaf whirlw grabbing with both hands at tha cualls

) ¢
n
e R

‘e‘\b LY z _
%ugh)sih, barnacles and mesmsi mussels denying him grip and slashing

,; /;w\.:'\ ‘

\hés-éﬁ(. ‘This time the tide tossed him from sight seewemd, CNCUmy

gt

e Tt a - Adosinnd dreud
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knew
' Karlsson ﬁ he was not so wide a thinker as Melander,

e Come to that, he and Braaf and Wennberg together probably were not

L’\/‘CL ‘,,_.Z A o,
that spacious, A man of task, call him=-the patterns of effort

required to get a job done of most interest to him.

. Melander's province of interest had been the entire coastline,
| over beyord
and whatever joined it e 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 paddlee.
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X
‘ Death's credence comes to us in small costs, mounting and mounting. )5\i_\ Y
B A
j»* The new absence presented itself constantly to the paddling men. Lack
of a reminding word to Braaf when he made his sk habitual dawdle

in shifting his paddle. Loss of the sailor-habited scrutiny of the

water around, every chance of rock or shoal or current commented one

The hours unpunctuated by "aye?"

.
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Death's credence comes to us in small costs, mounting and mounting . _
At first in the canoe p i -t ’(f'l

Melander dead, mainbeam of the escape collapsed, the long coast

tho o of Thom
burping down & lifefas an owl would a dormousees Like wild new hearts

the repeating shock of

\ﬁt hammered EﬁBraaf and Wemnberg and Karlsson, so profound a

 preeel of_(t
change they could not mek=sds channel@l’in their minds, only feel the

A M ttrs during this blind time
rushem and -eddiss of it\-’gfwfchin them. After, it seemed that
<. Must have the thought
canoe We-Sensed out its own course jdumire i ) imesy Whor "

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
,m.o..c_u.z‘r
A

needle showed them towhere they ought. It was in the mmm pause

L‘—‘f\i\ e u‘_.x,: "C
for that, Braaf QE}“S the compass from the stowage beneath Melander,

1he M“A-J/e M;df/'\Mm\imf/
Wennberg erward to Karlsson, when the absence of Melander

Leach ts  oa i urodd () claga aflin,

began k&tﬂe-Ww-Q(them3 s of his sailor-habited scrutiny of

the water around, every chance of rock or”mmsss shoal or current

commented on. Lackigp of reminding word to Braaf when he made his o>

habitual dawdle in shifting his paddle. The hours unpunctuated now

by # "aye?"
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Sapli1s, €l

Near mid-morning, the canoe ashore at the mxfyfsfland , the
canoemen stood looking at the folded-forward body of Melander. During
the crossing Wennberg had cursed periodically and profoumdly but now
said nothing, seemed to be gritting against whatever was on its way

g T rvil A |,

next. Braaf too was wordless, and W pale} Karlsson it was who

came first out of the silence: "We need to bury him."

N,

T ———. T~

S —— WMM
\j/With Karlsson's ax, the gaff, and the cooking pot, hey managed

to gouge a shallow trench in the forest floor. Wrapped in sailcloth,
Melarder was put into the thin grave. Wennberg and Braaf hesitated when

Karlsson began to tromp down the dirt, then joined in. From the beach

they brought rocks and piled them onto the gravetop to discourage




Karlsson and Braaf looked to Wennberg. The broad man shook
his heade "I don't believe in that “¥wipd any more. Particularly
after this,"

"DoM it for the words," Braaf murmured. "Do the words for
Melander,"

A+W
Wgmnberg hesitated, then the psalm\u,é/from him in a low
————
rulible :" .. oA thousand years in immg 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 COD

‘ //”:\ K : Wennberg ;
(_/ /;«04{ Crossing the campsite, passed behind where Braaf
-\\——,, »‘_&..&”

y N

hone
was sitting, stopped, and looked down. "What's\bhio’gn the back of

you, then?"
ead 4p fowad the blacksmithe
Braaf “dully ‘ Slipping his arms from

the Aleut parka, be brought. the. garment around to have a look. Small

dark splats, as if a rusty raing had fallen, showed across the shoulders

and the middle of the backe

AL

stared at the stains where Melander's blood had

»

The tee men
showered forward. Braaf gulped, and twin lanes of tears pathed his
face,

Wennberg shifted awkwardly. "Maybe it'1l washe.."

Braaf choked out, "Say anything, either of you, and I'l1l Sisbe—-

Later Karlsson was not sure what the signal had been between him

and Wennberg, how it was that they mutually walked off up the beach

away from Braaf,




& ram 3
\
8 Aans. /
elsewhere along the coastal tracery of Puget Sound and the Strait of ‘

Juan de Fuca, and indeed into the life of another man--this is all a
.I 1 1 1 » ‘
Journey I have awaited for a decade, ever since I began ’w%{ aware

of hawortall;.r, £ this elusive whes

5(\1\ season of frontier, this winter will be for me, Qi‘ exploring, stepping
-

: ) | .
in search of the paths of westering impulse that>y across America's ?Uba\ Cf‘

\Fd‘y Aot et

plains ard over its contlnentalWand at L'l?ﬁ')ﬂip of f here at the

surf of the Pacific. Those paths that for so many 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 accompanied him

and would fly up in the air and when he saw any good land he would

unfold his proboscis and point with it.

Just the way, Edinso drives the point home with a tap of mockery,

Johnny was going with me showing me places.

-y

w
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- P ———
To the astonishment of Braaf and Ka:c‘lsson, Wennberg mwmessems volunteered
the notion that Karlsson now have charge of the maps, and the voyage

decisions .{#The blacksmith spoke it reluctantly. "We can'td chase

LA “-i[/ -
each other like cats. Someway,we hawe to make miles along this
é ool — Cm“-i”vﬁﬂr&::‘ﬁf trosed pein

We&’“c‘oast. I regret the day I eve?\pgfb' in with you dwé or him--

a jerk of the head toward Melander's grave in the#® forest--"but here I

m_hall
am. Whereverﬁ_ja:."

Karlsson looked to Braaf.
Tt took the young thief an instant to realize he 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 it,"

e B i p S .




Threy made early camp. All words seemed to have gone with
Melander until Wennber, crossing the campsite, stopped and looked
down at the seated Braaf. "What's this on the back of you, then?"

Slipping his arms from the Aleut parke, Braaf brought the garment
around to have a look. ©Small dark splats, as if a rusty rain had
fallen, showed across the shoulders and the middle of the backe

Braaf stared at the stains where Melander's blood had showered
forward onto him. He gulped, and twin lanes of tears pathed his
face.

Karlsson and Wemnberg skikm shifted awkwardly.

Braaf choked out, "Say anything, either of you, and I'll slit

you loose from life."




Crossing the campsite, Wennberg stopped and looked down at
the seated Braaf, "What's this on the back of you?"

Braaf slipped his arms fram the Aleut parka, brought the garment
arourd 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.

S~
"Blood., PFwem Melandei4"
Lornas
Braaf stared at the stains, then gulped, and twin siides of tears
-— po Thay
‘ ‘ streaked his face.

Karlsson and Wennberg shifted awkwardly.

Braaf choked out, "Say anything, either of you, and I'll slit

you loose from life,"
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' Here stood 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-—m although no ore but nature had use £ for
a quay some four hundred paces long and half that in width. In the
blue and brown afternoon, the ocean bright around the sober ximrm coastal

rock and the seastacks daggering up offshore, the huge queer natural

wharf 1ay thlnly sheeted W1th water " llke puddles after raine M

By now Braaf had tides in his bornes alongside the weather. “The
m:do&xh ot the revmand PrQ‘QA.j
high ieewessss drowns all this, then,™ he mumeune j "We'll need be quick."

VVAAALAE

Even as he

gl
‘ LF"*" farst seaward
- \spoke , waves were trying to leg themselves up over Mdge
of the shelf.

Ao porrclaal
"Quick we'll be," Karlsson a&swefeéf,
g

p—

4 ~ “ - - ancme ’ = ;- .
L > 3 -

and was in motion while the words still touched the air. "Over here,

'I o’ "{
'bhat\jrock."

M‘
\He led th—:- other two onto the tidal plateau, to where a rock

formation the size and shape of g a boatsail bladed up. Beside it,

ry

from sight of the seals, Karlsson studied out anbush. To the right,

the ocean with unimeginable patience had forced a crevasse--a curved

“ ; V“\UM
cY

tide trough broader than a man would want to try to jump, and swirling

harshly with each surge of surf into it. A short fist of rock jutted N &

'
\
‘ v’l\
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Sometime in these days the canoe i 1d them out of winter into

not-wintere.

quite can catch the time, and the cluster of moments themselves
No calerﬂar*m-éar—mdmu'is U
A /‘ﬁ
those

as impossible to single out Mato%f air which push#& against

the have s purely evident: )
Y)sxt and begun a breeze., Yet ya\i-lnoi the happening § the rain- Ve

Northwest
trance is lifting from the rcoast and pulling new life in after it.

Ferns unroll green from their winter rust. Up from the low dampnesses

*

S,
of the forest lick the bloom}’of skunk cabbage, utter-gold flame

-

of blossom and scent like burnt sugare \Far out in the Pacific salmon

‘ reverse MM conpass,ipeklemise make their instinctual veer from underocean

pastures back tovard the rivers where they were spawned %d must now

\(k' \ spawn in turn. Seals \p"op/forth in the offshore swells. Baja ‘
{

California is departed by gray whales, the Bering Sea is to know them

next. Geese and ducks wri$

g

N
=
‘I

U o oF g)eir calligraphy of flight northward. To the north too, Adesiedse
glaciers creak with the first of the strains which months later will

calve icebergs into the azure bays. Within the white rivers, Yukon and

e et S N 00 O o

e A S PP ——— o~

S‘bilo.ne and Sus:Ltna and Alsek ’ Kuskokm_n and Kvichak and Nusha.gak curren’os
begin to pry at their winter roofs of icee.
In stirrings tiny and mighty, the restive great coast was engendering

springe
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In the rivers which cut this shoreline and in the streams which

hach

feed down from the mountains into the rivers, a Bket-sized bird

color , the ouzel's

called the ouzel is common. slaty peg- ileW

and behavior are those of a very fat wren perplexed about something

overhead: every few seconds the bird bobs, as if flinching. Evidently

the motion is not flinch, however, but merely practice of its livelihood,

which is to walk the bottoms of the rivers and streams, feeding busily foiyj?}

as it goes :“7
co®

i
"

< The ouzel seems to be a hydraulic adaptee: the flow of current
pins—(i]%vxm{nfn place during i%math the rifflesf:ﬁ'ln the way
that the owel shops along the cellar of the river, the canoeists tbo
x¢ were now held into route by improbable pressures. The weather over

them, ocean beside them, forest solid behind the shore edge--tight as

a flume, their course was held forg them by the powers of the coast,




at the end of the tidal trough, shem alorg the inside of its wrist,
Mg)o‘
directly in front of them,\%:.y"a los hump of rock.
Karlsson made the short crawl to the hump, Wennberg just behind
him on the left anmd Braaf on the right. They hunched low as Karlsson

peered to the seals.

The shot would be almost a hundred paces. Karlsson disliked the

the
distance, but tried to amemd for it a bit by singling out\ﬂ’seal

lying imsimmemzx farthest inshore, a 00--bachelor--bullied @ into

sblitude by the jwmsi bull of the herd.

Lueh' s
"Tickle "bhe/chin;'-il" Braaf said softly as Karlsson aimed.

-~
oo |

"Or it's air soup tonight," Wemmberg muttered.

252, -

(r"
Mk»—;-g )

|V

Ql;h'\‘ ‘
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< ,0h
o g

slid R
Some time in these days the canoe s3¥ps them out of winter v

Slafuni

into not-winter. No calendar shows the,day, and the moment itself

WM& 70 ,Qwhg"& O’\Aj
is as untraceable. as the way a g breeze begins, the first atom of
G, v/ﬁv”d

air in push against the next until all is motion. The alteration Y (
is no less definite for that. Ferns began to unroll green from
their winter ruste Up from the low dampnesses of the forest licked
the bloom of skunk cabbage, its bubter-gold flame of blossom and 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 spawn in turn. (?) Seals and otters...

Gray whales were departing Baja California...Geese and 00...

To the north, the strains had begun with the Alaskan glaciers which
0 e

| & ; A

months later would calve icebergs into the bays...On the rivers, Sk
Wy eSS WA
Yukon and Stikene and 00 and 00, breakup was that much nearersee
kot

In scores of stirrings, the long northwest coast had begun to engender

springe.
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The Indian arrived at the Port Townsend customs house with an
item and a tale. Downcoast from the village his people called Hosett,
while hunting seals he had come upon the body of a white persone.

The native used the word for "boy," and it was not until he added
the description of a light fluff of beard that the customs collector
realized a grown man was being described. The Indian had quickly'

C"l’l"‘"—)
buried the% hope that the spirit had not yet got out of it,

first clipped proof for his tale.
but ae-Was-c-oReiR-thess-instances ﬁ i He handed the customs collector

a forelock of straw-colored hair.

The customs collector knew that the weather since Christmas had e
. cross the bar mtgj_ 2 wen
been violent against vessels trying he Columbia 1 The Herrlthaw, :
1y
the Mindoro, the Vandalia, the Bordoux--three barks and a brig, they had a”’y‘;’
———— 5
gone to grief |
all bm-g/that coast in these weeks. Taking up his pen, the
+ s PR X o
e medint fos paprn A rausenc] : The bearer of this,

collector wrote #-réwarding-'poperisder-tho-dndiam: Wha-laltl Asabuy,

has assisted the duties of this District of Customs Collection by his

(a// of ficial epitaph of Braaf's
report of sss”™ He then turned to his daybook and began

[ ———

. il

‘4[ /l m:"./’/ f o] % x.am mg,..: it

e —————

body, @Eosed from one or a.nother of the vessels wreckad

round faced,. o

e s e
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Gaps of daybreak had begun on the eastern horizon when Karlsson
came awake. By the time Braaf and Wennberg were up and breakfast
was into the three of them, the islands and mountains all around the
channel had grown to sight. They began to paddle, and on the eastern
horizon now were strips of light as if chinking had fallen out
between mountains and clouded sky. The dawn warmed from silver to
00 yellow, to peach. Then the clouds, cut free by the light, began
to shif t away, out of sight over the eastern mountains. Karlsson's
first day as vicar was going to be stormless.

They were in a part of the coast where the Pacific got a & good
pPry, its broad channels driven northeastward between islands like
fat wedges. The next of thesey(x)uld be Milbanke Sound, no more than

O miles across but the first sea-test of the lessened canoce crew.

First, though, there was the day in the chanrel to be got through.

A

BTN
B,

T‘neM( around tesm constantly, apprehensive of another canoeload

of natives. This too wore at their stamina, and Karlsson called an

early halt for lunch, and again for the night. Melander could stretch

heavenmost

men beyond what they thought were tWﬁnﬁt% Karlsson already

hea
new he was going to have to ration, when possible, ®he” demands on

The
\‘H;‘s/other tWwoe
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Karlsson was at the end of his last map nowe. The northmost nub
of Vancouver Island was all that showed, and it had no more utility...
It would have had, though, for Melander. A thread of route =k led
out of Queen Charlotte Sound 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 them to a new Hudson's
Bay post, Fort Victoria. There the Swedes would have been at the whim
of the governor, to be returned to the fussians or let find passage
to furope.

None of that eventuated, however, for Karlsson knew only to stay

( Uf‘f.z/\vu.j A)&:Mow\\

with the coast, and at Cape Scott Karlsson headed them down the west shoree
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Y A
. b
, a L"f( a'ur’\d LIV,V) ‘ A 1oL
W an—understains --the year, 1770--
. 295 MWner of the PacificYnosed a vessel named the

Endeavour, #5888, The Endeavour was out of Deptford on the 00

off T
and mapm captained by James Cook, on another of his adroit  J

clambers to the edge of the earth. The Auwebwedsen inlet into which

N R .{» fn -
Cook now sailed was Eo be called Botany Bay, and it was a momentous }“fww&

OJVw::w(
instant, the'*wn,i‘.m/of white exploration to an unknown Australian
coast. ®hmm Thirty-five yards long and flying thunderheads of canvas,
the greatest explorer of his era on the foredeck, the Endeavour ot
. . {F
u»v'fo BJ‘M‘A{ FB""‘{ . N
swept -ba¢ Ihe black people on the shore and in the bay registered=--
. Ao b~
nothinge Fishermen i@Gﬁ%oes did not even look up at the passing
ship. A woman ashore passed it a glance,"expressed neither surprise
nor concern," and squatted to light her dimmer fire. Not until the

inglish sailors began to oar their way to shore in small boats did

the aborigines react to them, and begin to combat them. The ship

s e et . s —— . e ——— - s s




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 laté afternoon, rain
took the shoreline from them and they guided by off-shore rockse

intending to
They came along the outer edge of a timbered island, ¥enrhmmem
turn to shore there. But rocks bulked in the cove, stone knuckles

everywhere. "The islard," Karlsson said, and they put to shore on

its inland side.

(Next morning, the map dispute?)
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. Braaf pointed out to sea. Craft were there, a number of themy
blade-forms strewn on the water.
- Karlsson put the spyglass up to his right eye.

"Canoes," he said. "Big ones, with something in tow . Stay from

Siglt ot

. Karlsson /
ocused on the canoes, puzzled at their cluster. Then--

~I'That's a whale.,
They're towing a whale."

"Whale?"

\ ,;,:-\ Wlennberg was disbelieving. "Where'd they get a whale?
AN i
,r)>‘ /,;"—" Covan ot "kl‘fﬁtlﬂ P \f‘_l'“.é y

% You'v“e"gﬁ“’ﬁﬁe'i?aﬁﬁdfé, Karlsson. Let me see that bhing."

Wernmberg focused in turn, but by now the glass was not entirely
‘ made out
needed. It could tMy/all three of them that the cance fleet

was bringing in a glistening length, buoyed with floats that looked
like puffed-up seals, which could only be Leviathan.

Wg\nnbeﬁr:%h stall not w_afri'E:—'Lng to_ '?.?creApt\:‘ "But howeee"

Karlsson had studied again with the glass. ”M'g_aying up over

Hors:  Thase Kook
the prows‘@arpeons.\‘ﬁnrp’éﬂff.e(out and kill whales."

Karlsson now felt a dry clot form at the top of his throat as he

e

watched the long ca.noes\/six, swven, eight altogether, with tripled

paddles which cut the water so quickly on each side of the craft, and

m,o L ptain.,
teoxmiiasemer 2t either end of the six paddlers) harpooner forward and
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are for hJ‘_m,M/
steersman aft, who watched the ocean like fish hawks.'!|Braaf was

perturbede
openlw Wennberg tried to look scornful, but Karlsson

of

saw him try to swallow his own pebble of fear as well...If'\ this

portion of the coast was populated with these sea hunters...

at las
The canoes angled south of the watching SweW sight

around a high-standing island just off the tideline.

n502" This was\\ﬁk(by Braaf, in honest puzzlement.

N —

"Yes, s0." Karlsson was ready to go on when Wennberg blurted:
"This is a how-d'ye-do we don't need."

"Yes, but we have it anyway. One thing, 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 now for a feast and the like?#@ What

about if we paddle wide of them here, swing “#to shore down sme Coast?"
VI ; S

"Maybe they'll feast, and maybe this is a season they hunt and hunte
Would you rather risk some dark, or meeting those canoes?"

"Dark," voted Braaf instantly, "and the blacker the better."
"Dark," 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?"

v’



"Doesn't look just right."
r\m" j»uj’,;.» »

"We don't give a rat's shit how it looks, just so it's shedt®¥,"

oy o
. "Wonnberg, /‘it's not." o
Vot

,‘Uc A *‘/

Mi‘ ty yards dissolved the cabin profile entirely. The
green roof roughened into growth of gx 00 brush, atop a great gray
butt of cedar driftleg; the log's weather-silvered side, tall as
the men, dropped pretense of gray cabin wall.

Karlsson swallowed, felt the ache sharpen behimd his eyes. For

. once, Wennberg was too disheartened to be furious. He stood amd

shook his head, like an ox discouraging flies. "Why couldn't it've

. been..."




3 o "Wha t?"
nMagt paint. Melander called pea soup that."
"Melander." Wennberg gave a half -hearted snort.

"Takem a moment not to be a prick and tell me a thing, wid®~

-

yous, Wennberg?"
"You li'ttlb pile 0L ssn"

"The pair of you, douse it," said Karlsson,

(N

Loty &
3 ]

"My regrets, blacksmith," Braaf offered. "You da

take
a moment not to be a pricke Just tell me this, you've swallowed gospel

in your time: where is he?"
rreoonaTiich oL .miaj ; ? :

"Where's...? Braaf, are you W«*- N

"No, just tell me: where's Melander right now?"

had asked him the cubits
Wernberg squinted as if Braaf of the universe. "Melander's

{ Oh.
buried, you helped..:*/You mean, where's he...gone t0o?" Braaf bobbed yeso

}W‘ _trenslation
fodded. (We hwﬁﬁn

nnberg appea.red ne more comfortable with t
the previous.oney
1
w&u J\L»}:mw ":“:““1 J
"It'sT.u-.'s a mtter of hov he met Judgment, that's all.®

waited. Wennberg
Braaf blinked and continued to look at '&*‘"Wembarg. The broad

man tried again:

"Look at i‘t this waye You remember the balance-scales at New

s
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Just of f the eastern shore stood a long line of fishing smacks
with white, white sails.
As the cancemen stared, the fleet toppged and was taken back

M
by the water bte—be=pefeshiened for the rext trick of surf. This time,

f%‘“'?.'-{ - 4 T‘ W /'\ a‘
:Lnkead-—oﬁ phantom boats MA round white islets, an archipelago

»&-Y‘{”L’ d \

of frothe

Karlsson considered that they had seen wild surf so far on this
voyage, and 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 cance well out into the

water, away from that turmoil.

The sun had stayed with them. Wisps of clouds hung above
the shore,:"'ani a few thin streamers out over the ocean, westward,
but the Sound itself was clarified in the light. The water was blue=-
black, an elegant ink with every detail of swirl perfectly shown.
Mountains were not so high here, except a few on the eastern horizon;
this was a lower, more rumpled shore than they had yet seen, and the
effect was to emphasize the Sound itself, its dark water, and the

low blue line on the horizon, far across, which was Vancouver Island,




REVISED

Not simce taking 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's time, the thief's soulmate

B ap 0

<

quilt. But herd in the canoe, Karlsson could $ee? Braaf's distrust

of the dark, feel how his paddling was more tentative, grudging, than

ever.

”

2oL » ¥
Wennberg\a'vn-son;emt” seemed in every hurry M them through
A

blackness single-handed. His paddling was a near-flailw until

A 4
< ‘WQ: D¢

Karlsson drew a deep breath and said: "Wait, the both of you, we need

to beat our wings together. At my word: NOWeeeNOWeeeNOW eee'

T o A———
e S .




"Cape Scott, off there," said Karlsson. The western jut of
coast and broken wall of rock offshore from it matched the profile
at the lower left corner of the map across his lap. The northmost
nub of Vancouver Island.

eeeS0 now I go blind, and say that I see. Braaf, Wennberg,
forgive this, but I have to aim us as if I know the shota...

Karlsson resisted an urge to hurl the map overboard, rolled
it and replaced it into the waterproofed canister, and pmikmst picked
up his paddle. "Come back to us, Braaf," he said to be saying

may
something,""and mighk as well bring your paddle when you do."




REVISED
-

"I chose wrong," Melander once had told the blacksmith, "in Canl
bringing you instead of your forge and anvil., They 'd have been
easier to drag along this coast than you are,Wemnberg," Karlsson

remembered that now and silently chorused with Melander's irony.
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Ao~a-
Braaf was the scale-weight of the three of us. With him ameng-us,

Wennberg dared do nothing. Turn on me, he had Braaf to worry about;
contend with Braaf, there'd sl be me. But now. It has to be
the two of us against this coast because neither of us can last
alone, Wemnberg is no ox, he can see that, if his rage doesn't get

in the waye But how to keep him tamped downe.e
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Karlsson awoke, as usual these mornings, to the peg of warmth jutting \

up along his stomach. "Pride of the morning ," Melander had called
such j/
khmse night-born erections. "If your britches don't bulge at dawn

it's a scant day ahead, aye?" Scant days evidently arrived with full-

rigged longings of their own. These were nights of dream for Karlsson,

hasing one another
mm“ﬁfs head, busy and alarming, people of gone years

- 2 1 . 44" - '.f OO CLAA ‘,;»‘;\L - l
R Ao ariamag h ARG prnbdd ogoumi| AP )

putting their faces inside his skull.}( A1l of it brewed through the

night into the wanting which he w0u1d'arwak'ewtow.§

( Just now Karlsson wanted a woman and he
wanted not to be captaining this cance voyage. He was, in fact,
in a mood to want any number of things that were nowhere in the
offing along this brackless coast, could he have brought them to
mind, but th;’se particular two took up all the space. Those otter-

e om

smooth\!-'ewgta/mneuvers, Melander again in charge of fate, memories

conjoired...Karlsson lay on his side, waiting out the longing; then

have a peee.
got up and went into the forest M

4

;u‘
'
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. il
Weary though he was, Karlsson dreamt often these nights. ,
At least, by daybreak he had memory of extravagant events which must

have been dreans. (@ in-the-dark occurrences which had to do with
women, he knew with regretable certainty to be dreams.) 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 gk again and again this; the carved columns
rising in the forest of his brain, the dead-eyed creature-faces

stacked one on another, bear and beaver and eagle and-~human?

Melander has stepped over beside the big-beaked face. Together

Melander and the beaked thing look back at Karlsson. Karlsson

t

tells Melander it is time tto push on in the canoe. "Aye," replies
Melander, but still stands there. Karlsson repeats that it is time

to embark. "Aye," says Melander again, unmovinge
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REVISED

"There!" Wennberg was paintinge.

The cabin sat on the far side of the marsh from them, green-roofed
and hunkered low.

The two men plunged into the muck, found they had to wveer inland

for better footing, and slogged rapidly as they could. Wennberg began

S
-

N8

#k hallooing, his calls loud and lonely in the gray stillness.

No answer came. "Got to be someone about, got to," Wennberg
panted. 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 sheltere.."

"Wennberg, it's not."

The cabin profile dissolved 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 logds weather-silvered side, as tall as the men, was
what had looked like gray cabin wall. ity sowsdndt TR i veebeemteee|

Even Wennberg was too disheartened to be furious. He stood and
shook his head, like an ox slowly fighting fliese "Why couldn't it've

beens.s"
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Gulls were drifting up a current over the headland to the south.
a wash
Scree lay urder the gray clii},\*/of rock reaching toward the
ocean, This portion of coast attracted bright tides, comber after
comber breaking white from the swales of deeper water. All this,

to land the canoe, .
the less vehement weather, the beac r-gsway were promising

signs; there was a feel that the canoemen had come down from heights
to lowlands. But then the matter pivoted: W whale-hunting natives,
wﬂm—

the hard \geing’gf the canoe through the troughs of surf, ™ openness

of the eampimg coves...



. "You think you're too keen to be among us roughcast folk, you've

had that about you since we
W‘ quit New Apchangel. Your heart's as fancy

A

_are you,
as Melander's tongue was. Afraid I'll smudge off on?r?ﬂi;ﬁ or that

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. When we're smmmiemsi vithin touch of Astoria, I'1l kill yous"

et A "You can make the try."




REVISED

Wennberg would not go farther along the bay edge. "No use to
it," he said dully. "Just more muck. Go on if you need t0..."

The blacksmith slumped against the big driftlog, lowered himself until
he was sitting with his back to the wood.
worried

Karlsson briefly that Wennberg would wander from the log, but
he had seemed to understand when Karlsson told him he'd be back, not
to move.

Karlsson aimed inland, away from the tideflat, and wallowed
through dune grass which came to his waist. It was the color of a
faded wheatfield, 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 anmd five waves deep as had been common on this coast, here the whitecaps

flowed and flowed into the bay, as if breaking into stampede.



Karlsson looked steadily at the breakers, willing against what
he knew to be the truth flashing from them.AHe and Wennberg were

not strong enough to paddle out against such ﬂow)

REVISED
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. .fn .+« This was Melander's line of country, the ocean. Not mine.

Sitka Sourd, a millpond to this. If this coast was other, maybe

o
we'd be walking out. My journey, that'd havi’b’e'ey Able-hunir;

“~.Forest, you can make

your way through, sort it for yourseli‘ as you go. In Skane I could

ntA a Aaclk owen Ml 2ot

¥ Q
have been le\d#h-péfglduﬁnto any wood and found my way straight
u:b)//w - . 7 W Th— i
0 .

e

\ put one foot in front of another)you know you get somewhere. -Hut

But water moves, ca.n't keep a fix on ite. W

. MoFarrter—understood- «t-ha.s oceanp—-l*merml't is a kind

O/u Al M ﬂ&é@ma&‘:““-/“d Feldom, T - I
of night to mgy ¥See it, but not into it.

K -

_gan be e® deep as Melander sa:x.d, Some places* deep as th\x’se mountains

are high he-weede=ell, take his word for ity Chomh yorn,

: N e tha Woll
- oub-hema, stroke and stroke and stroke. I-flm-wenden, if M/

,M;"\ with this paddde had been ax strokes, hov many trees'd been brought

down, How many forests, # more like, M@ could've built our own

Mo,

stockade, called it New Stockholm, ’Melander in charge, preiaibdy—

2
- ™ e S—
- e e A A ™ ot
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o « « This was Melander's line of country, themss ocean, not
mine. He savvied water, but it's like night to me. See it but
not into it. Forest you can sort for youself as you go, lead me

into any Skane #m wood with a meﬁ%ver my head and Y find

my way straight out, I could. If this coast was other, we'd maybe
be walking out and that'd have been my journey. Able to hunt,,
choose camp when we wanted, put one foot in front of another, know

we 're getting somewhere. But not with this ocean, can't keep a fix

on it. Can

it be deep as Melander said, some places deep as these mountains

are high? Take his word for it, don't go looking...
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‘ Karlsson's shot struck the seal Imximevamemk behind the base of its
head, severing the animal from life. It jerked slightly then lay as
if into deeper doze. P
"Square eye, Karlsson," Braaf congratulatedmg as he came to his
—————
feet and scrambled to the right of the horn of rock fwemssirseir Karlsson
o
had shotYAmid his first climbing stride across the neck of rock,
surf burst in front of Braaf and a white weight of water came up

over him. Taken off balance, Braaf was slung backward. He put down

-yet,
a hard to halt his fall; it met the/(slickness of a barnacle colony,

. \Ae‘*’@!ﬂ

and Braaf “&e}i"into the tidal trough.
g | _bwins of
Instantly water buried him. /|Karlsson and Wennberg weM‘

, Teroo! down
AANGA .
disbeliefg Braaf had been ‘ga;;goa—flike a gﬁm?(a frog.§ Then his

heldd,
head bobbled through the foam; for a breath-space) his eyes\nad/ the
/\;.ff, "' \e jfﬂ"a{
offende® look they'd had when Wennberg;clattered the spittoon in the

2

mews | insurging tideshel )
officers' quarters ;‘aﬁif’the +eed fout of view around

the berd of the trough.

‘7 Rifle
e (.

Karlsson clambered down toward the trough, Wemnberg at his heels,

cursing blue.

M..\_‘A\ - \R ‘:{,e_p_ )

/. . JReach the rifle to him, only chance...
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Because of Melander's sketch in the dirt and the knowledge that
their destination lay south, Karlsson had imagined that the escape
route dropped straight as a plumb-line; that they would go along the
coast like men shinnying down a & ropee It was a revolution in his
thinking to learn from the maps that they were canoeing east as well

as south; that the traced route veered sideways through the boxes of
,0f no training in maps, 5

——— "

measuremnt-—@;i;;o\h\ﬁgs puzzled by those, wondering why they were
deeper than wide, im why they weren't simply square--on the paper.
Comot  om olfaching

So thé/ycame s lika' chess piec?é, through meridians as well as

parallels, down the North Pacit'ic.
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Wermberg joyfully would have been back at his forge. Any forge,
anywhere. The glowing charcoal before him, the circle of water
ladled arourd its edge to concentrate the heat. Then hammer and
metal in their heavy dance, the fire-flakes falling from the metal
as he imposed shape on it, Wennberg went in his mind time and again

athoda

to that morning when he #ﬁéhim Braaf in the 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 the forge: pulling coals
out in hope they would become fresh charcoal again. Indeed, Wennberg's

intense sort which wkxkmst desired /

wishing was of the to reverse a forge fire all the way to
A

living tree. And made, he knew, as much sense, In this life paths

cross paths, and there you aree tangled up with a Braaf,




The clouds now were not Sitka's ebb ard flow, but fat islands tha

stood on the horizon half a day at a time. It seemed you could kankg

navigate by Exem their position, which likely is what the weather wanted

you to thinke



-8l

This o ulina,
e birds of seemed to have caught motion from the surf,

always bobbing, skittering, dashing off. The slow-striding ravens )

of New Archangel were not in it with these darters,




33X/

‘ / If they could have bent their vision upward over the coastal

/ bluffs to see what they were traveling on the edge of , it would have

X { appalled them. A sea of mountains, white chop of snow and ice and rock
)),Jt& o
Q‘w‘\z}‘ ,} to the limits of the world. Arms of their own ocean, fjords and inlets,
e
\ felt into this tumbled expanse, an@ endless grapple of immensitiese
A land, then, entirely rumpled and agitated, and the Pacific
meeting it in great flat calm. But tha was pretense, as another
look from upward would have shown. The islands and rocks appeared
‘ as if they had all been dropped just at that instant, the surf whiteness

all around them frozen into that moment of splash.



¢ ddaid a'd¢l 1T wond voY off woH LT
What is memory for? To keep us from falling into the same ditch every
day, certainly. But we use it for more than thet. Wuer Shcijd it ap and loék
at it as a reward to owselves. Like the thumbprint on a window, memory is
N j\”f’.)‘a mindprint.
No g h

o
»ot



If Wennberg was not a good judge of situations, he nonetheless
Rora,
had ¥ knack for measuring people. It was what had cast his eye

onto Braaf at New Archangel, saw through to the thievery which

nearsightedness

had escaped others' attention. This set—of—batent-end-faiding.,

judgment and void of it,%z:'é the tone of Wemnberg. Continually
he would thrust or veer into m argument, carry it on until
he saw how his combatant was responding, then deciding on the hinge
of the moment whether to bluster further or back off. There is a
phrase out oir sea warfare, "a loos cannon on deck": unpredictability

O{W ‘ ace
of behavior. IWennberg was the loose cannon)e—tm but with
— and oscasiimad choetuni from Madordin ovdd ta SThins —

i

a stiff enough axle that his carom wasn't dwaw. It simply
Aol

always might be.

Of the other three men it was Karlsson who sensed the situation
of Wennberg. Melander had discoverdd that maniipulation of Wennberg
was possible, and therefore thought it couid be made standard. But
Karlsson we# gauged the disjointment in the blacksmith, the faultline

where his judgments jarred against one anothere
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REVISED

Perhaps think of that trick to be dore with an apple and a knife:
to peel the fruit in one continuous cutting, the red spiral coiling
down and down from :the knife's glide, a stair of skin ever ,i;«-;’";;&;.,:\
more likely to break--or is it, for each shaven coil concatenates
with the others, a whole growing ever greater? Does weight win, or
the tension of beauty hold?%'l‘his voyage was like that, each day's
dangle southward--made by the canoe slicing distance from the North
Pacific--either more apt to snap than the one before, or more

popemiiemed natural in place because of all that had come before ite



REVISED

‘ "Empty barrels make the loudest xmmm noise," the slender men said.

Karlsson surprised himself as much as the other two. What he

had uttered was just the sort of thing Melander would have deliverede




REVISED

. o o o Ore meal of salt beef left. Then just beans. Three,
four days of those. And hardbread, maybe two meals' worth. Wemrberg's
already saying his guts think his throat's been cut. Not a bad idea,

Braaf tells him,how'd he like help? If I could hunt

something on ore of these islands. Anything, deer, goat. Beaver,

«._manor-lord's_\ Hunting costs time.
we could learn to think beaver was a"‘!-'l%-‘d“féﬁg. X Tisk to

tOO. SQ ’S
a gunsl'sf;[{ilt \sq:i(there to starving. Better pull to shore early,

) W

JEE8, try taegebee bear-Tobbingt..




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 the invisible rope--more and more a hawser as the day extends--
stepping
reaching ahead of you along the waters There was a method of\-eﬂfiaéng’
~
/———-—-—-q
a short masteesesmerersemsisl to the canoe bobtom and affixing sail,

meking the craft a hybrid sort of ketch, but the winter wind was

against thisg in the first week, they were able tuse the sail only

\ onea., (o 4 /UN- houra
? Wn a dogleg route between 00 and 00. Canvas

. vf_%:w; was the yearning of the escape ; arm muscles were its realitye
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"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 e this pissy weather?"

chimed in,

Karlsson was framirg a level reply when Br?.’t‘ha_/as if

to the air: "Wait for good canoeing the way the Kolosh are,'i d'you
. a few

mean? The last time you were in theim company/you ran your legs to

stubs, blacksmith.§§ What'll you do when they're kimk thick as ducks

on the water?"

a glare
Wennberg C\M to Braaf, but continued to look

across
earnesWt Karlssone Karlsson realized that the look contained
something he had not thought was in Wennberg: a plead.ss%

«soHe's in troth about this, wants a wintering instead of going

Ready to lick dust,

on. Meumsmdninimanay-Che bastard. ..

A

AL
"WennberM" Karlsson said carefully. "A wintering would

be double deathe We'd starve down, never be able to hunt enough to

o
feed us on this island. We don't even know if there's anything here
with spring
to hunte But say we did last the winter, Braaf's right,[the Kolosh

HUrtan 6(,:,: Aantf

will be everywhere here. ,The first canoce of them will have us with

Melander,"
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»
o

The dark-bearded man carried a lamp to the table, established S
/Sd "") -;‘V‘t

it in the center, then seated himself. He was a trifle uneasy with
or o
himself,K /Tﬁls s Surday evening he was trimming # scrupde as well.

Keeping the Sabbath was like a second backbone in a New England man.

Ve C\:l-" (‘,L"-]/k
But in the morning Bailey's sloop would bele® the mail out of the bay

FMAA 4 Ld‘( N Ao\ ?joa cxég oppe ".k.s,. : o
and 1t‘wmé.d* ‘be two weeks Juntil the next chanee. Too, there was the

éoﬂ w«b’&{\rufm o 7/
point that Waterman paid coinﬁnd the clink of specie was rare sound

here at this abyss-end of the frontier. He dipped a goosefeather pen

into 00 ink and begane



REVISED

Something about the beach disturbed Karlsson, but his exhaustion
wouldn't let it swrface. They were alive, on land of some manner,
and that was all he could grip at the moment. He sank beside

Wennberg and slept.

It came clear to him at once in the morning ¢ the water was on
the wrong side of them. East rather than wesi_:. And it was not ccean,
but a bay of some sort. The hills across the water and the other
forestscape around them were like the Alaska coastline greatly pressed
down: green and rumpled but low. A silvery haze hung through the

hills,



By now even Wennberg had begun to look thin. They knew that without
better food, the soon would be husks of themselves.
"A seal, maybe," Karlsson suggested. "Let's take the morning to

try that point."



his stomach wished
The moon remimded him of an egg, and kecomimbmst he hadn't looked up.

But the shine on the waves compelled it, a soft dazzle that was gone

even as it showed itself; you were compelled to wonder where that

flitting sheen came from.
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Across the bay, rivers{flowing into themselves, turned backwards
by the tide advancing between their banks; for some hundreds of yards
at each mouth, the Willapa, the Bone, the 00, the 00, slowly crept

back tovards their origins, like bolts of olive-drab cloth surreptitiously

trying to roll themselves upe




Y

e o o This was Melander's line of country, this ocean, not mine.
He savvied water, but to the others of us it's a kind of night,.
See it but not into it. Can it be deep as Melander said, some places
as far to bottom as these mountains are high? Take his word for it,
thank you. Sitka Sound, a millpond to this. If this coast was other,
we'd maybe be hiking out. My journey, that'd have been. Forest you
can make your way through, sort it for yourself as you go. In
Skane I could have been led with a mealsack over my head into any
wood and found my way straight out. Put one foot in front of another,
you know you get somewhere. But water moves, can't keep a fix on
it. All you can do ik keep after it, stroke and stroke and stroke.
If the work with this paddle had been axe strokes, how many trees'd
been brought down? How many forests, more like. Could've built our
own stockade, called it New Stockholm. No, Melander in charge,

New Gotland it'd beeee

Karlsson became aware his mind was drifting. He broke his stare

at the backs of Braaf and Wennberg, purposely looked at the ocean

horizon for the next few minutes.

€ e
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It had become usual: Karlsson woke to the peg of warmth touching

. e
)

-

toward his stomach. "Pride of the morning," Melander had called R
such night-born rearings. "If your britches don't bulge at dawn
nasarad To bt
it's a scant day ahead, aye?" These full-rigged longings wewe-
leftovers of Karlsson's nights of dream; in each dark now, matters
chased one another through his head, extravagant sndssmrmime
events took place, people of gone years put their faces inside his
skull. Dream seemed to be a wild sentinel against the clutch of
this coast; perhaps zpaimmkmkihs demanded that the mind of Karlsson
hear its howling tales instead of brood on predicamente In any
event, all of it built through the night into the wanting which he
would awake toe 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 nowbere in the
offing along this trackless coast, but these particular two took up
all the ;imgination in him. Those otter-smooth maneuvers of
Jes- oNce. MM\l
woman, this and then thisp and ohYthis, and Melamier?gg‘i:r(in charge
of fate, ayeing and coaxing, memories conjoined..eKarlsson lay on his
side, waiting for the longing to unstiffen. Then rose and went into

the forest to have a pee.
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They made a scampering afternoon of it, as if this new, last

coast was firmer footing for their climb down from the northe. The
Qg

Strait wee”a smaller, dozing relative of Kaigani, and the canoe
stole its miles without the gray water arousing. A highgy sharp
cape, waves boiling white at its base, took over the continental
horizon. The canoe passed around the seaward side of a sheer~cliffed
island which stood off the point of the cape; Karlsson, Braaf, Wennberg
looked ahead to an uneven coast, dark blades of rock strewn at its N

edges No one said anything. They paddled on.

At dusk's start they put ashore just to the north of a Fies

startling procession of close-set seastacks which A out 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. "Shore," he called to Braaf and

Wennberg above the surf noise. "We've done the day."

#‘ e
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All this coastal rock appeared very old, as though preserved by

the ocean brine.

P B
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Birds of this shoreline evidently had caught motion from the
surf, always bobbing, skittering, dashing off. Sanderlings,
oystercatchers, turnstones, dowitchers, snipe: the proud-striding

Coﬂ\j}ap«(
ravens of New Archangel were not in it with these darters. Ow=the

Amg?/ 'C i

a (.uc‘uq)
\Whe clouds now were not the ebb and flow skidding about

above Sitka Soumd, but fat is;i.lnds that impended on the horigzon

half a day at a time. It seemed here at this southering coast )

then, that you could mavigate according to the clouds' positions, and
that the routes of birds had nothing to teach but life's confusion--

which it would be like both the weather and birdlife to have you thinke
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Karlsson's shot struck the seal in the neck, not far beneath
the base of its head. The animel lurched, flapped its foreflippers
and tail briefly, then lowered its head as if into dozes The other

seals writhed toward the rock edge, were gonme.

stepped to the right of the horn of rock Karlsson had shot from.
Karlsson and Wennberg moved now too, the three of them starting out
toward the seal. DBut amid Braaf's first e¢limbing stride across the
neck of rock, surf burst in front of him and a white weight of water
came up, seemed to stand in the air, and then fell on Braaf,

Taken off balance, Braaf was slung backward. He put down a hand
to halt his fall. It met the wet slickness of a barnacle colony,

and Braaf slid on into the tidal trough.

was vanished,
Karlsson and Wennberg were twins of disbelief. Braaf

mewhere into the water .
s;telt;}f“m a gnat down a frog.

| AP
Then\Bnaf's head| bobbled‘:t},hromh ‘the- foam. For a breath-space,

his eyes held the affronted look they'd had when Wemnberg's boot

clattered the spittoon in the officers' quarters. Now the insurging
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CF Karlsson ran the choices in his mind.

' "‘ ;
.

AL E f_, \Me
Under full sail as the “was, they hadm®b.a~

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 hove to

. along this wild coast, but guaranteed to attract the whale-hunting natives.

Y

Gunshots wese the same pmposition?ﬂwhat was left to the’icanoeists
I

b fora
3’—) V—
was to stand and watch the sails/Seremely plow out of sight to the southe

. With the glass, Karlsson studied the shoreline to the south.
The withdrawing tide brought more and more spines of rock to view.
"_. ' ] ﬂ‘ Z : <
There=w=s no beach]‘(evid ent, just a tidal plain ohame%be&l/roclﬁ,

as if the farmfields of all the world had been emptied of stone here.
j;eaém(
No islands stood in sightr only the fins of seastacks. It

W needed
the Stretch of coast yet, and thean to

vaf\ﬁ/\n-w;t_/

appranad

paddle it by night and make a landing[in earliest dawn.
X . +ek
\J‘}f N The day this hMeen, Karlsson M himself, even that

,‘ WOorsees

] A\ g
‘ N

%

&




scene to come: the days along Vancouver Islard.



o8
. scene to come: description of them having to coexist in rair%-in campe




. scene to come: something out of Karlsson's past, in Smaland or at New Archangel.




. scene to come: they paddle to the beach south of Grays Harbor.



. scene to come: Karlsson and Wennberg wary of each other, maybe contending.



. scent¢ to come: description of where they are on the coast




. scene to come: they get rained in, north of Grays Harbor.



- REVISED
, 4

that catch-of-breath .
. In pamo‘)-l‘“ Braaf whitely burrowing the compass and

mapcase
% from beneath the corpse that was Melander, Wennberg in

a sick glaze handing the instrument and container on to Karlsson--

SOOR AN
in that stay of time, the absence began its{toll on them. Day upon

day and all the waking hours of those days, it would be exacted now.

Loss of Melander's sailor-habited scrutiny

of the water around, every chance of rock or shgel or current

ammourced to them. Lack of remimiing word to Braaf when he made

his habitual dawdle in shifting his paddle, Want of regulation on
p—

Wennberg's mmesés bluster, which evidently even Wennberg had come

‘ leys
. to rely on. No ming\%taé- with Karlsson, treetop commning

L\m
with stone. No minute of their Mves ever again, punctuated by
o)

3

T
that voice's watctmwdk’"ayo?"

Mid -day now, the canoe ashore at the next southward island,
Melander's three-man crew stood looking at his folded-forward body.

Three men, each with new age on hime




£7

REVISED

‘ Melanderwteered the canoe around the seaward side rather
| =1 aa
) l‘_‘}.{'{uﬁ 2A
thaq;isledwall and cape-wall,
Ahead now, 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.

7 No one said anything. They paddled on.
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