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“Moiher, go and tell ithat
uncle of yours to come- dpwn

and. help! us to bring these sacks’

of fish to the igloo. That lazy
walrus hasn’t given me a peace
of mind since he married me.

Aunt Mumangeena said wnh im-

patience.|

As an ,after-thought she add ;
bring: that little- sled

ed, “And.
by the meat rack.”,

Aunt ‘Mumangeena's temper
had been smoldering the past few
days. Het husband, Nayukuk,

had lapsed into one of his per-

iods of laziness. She had asked
him that ‘moming to chip thin
-.ice next to the flowing|waters. of
the Kukpdk River so we would

not break through as we fished."
“That sharp pain onjmy back !

is back again. I can ¢ move,”
Nayukuk Had said toudung his
left ribs with his hand.

When  Uncle Nayukuk com-
plained of such pains I, was in-
clined to believe him for he did
it with great seriousness. This
pain, real or otherwise, was re-

flected in his rathér sad eyes."

This feeling of sympathy for
my uncle’s ills was. partially
quashed by Mumangeena who
had said to me privately, “Your
uncle never had a sick day in his
life.”

First Fishing Trip

The fishing trip that morning
was an exciting one for-me be-
cause it was to be the very first
time I would fish for grayling.
My lack of experience apparent-
ly made Mumangeena think that
we would not get many. Never-
theless she picked up three gun-
ney sacks.

“We will probably need only
one, but you know mother, I'm
known to be a good fisherman,
when it comes to hooking gray-
ling,” she said with an air of
satisfaction. “And what pleasure
I’ll get out of teaching you how
to fish. Mother, you must pay
strict attention to everything 1
do. This is going to be part of
your training to be a hunter.”

I was a boy nine years old
after living with Nayukuk and
Mumangeena for two :years, I
had gotten used to being called
“mother” by my aunt..She had
been. deVoted to my grandmolh-

er, for whom I'was named. Aunt
Mumangeena had strong sense of

. family ties.

We had ‘been staying in a

. little igloo that belonged to the

family - on my. mother’s side.
Mumangeena had told me that
it, was built “by our ancestors
generations before. When it be-

~came rundown it was repaired

by somé member of the family.

‘We left the igloo just before
full"daylight, The sky: was over-
‘cast’ with ‘light. snow falling. Tt
was:early in October and the ice
had formed on the river except
in places where the current was
swift but ice had formed from

* the banks part way out to the

open water. It was chipped away

:s0-it would be safe for the fish-

ermen.

This was the Kukpuk River
where traditional grayling fish-
ing was done each year during
the month’ of October. There
were about ‘thirty people who
had camped that fall waiting
for the right time to fish. . Few
people had preceded us heading
for locations known to be choice
spots for hooking grayling.

Surprising First Lesson

We walked to a - location
across from ‘a bluff.
one of the finest places to fish,”
Aunt Mumangeena said.

She chipped away the thin
ice with a sounding rod, we had
taken “along. Standing about
three feet from the edge of the
ice, Mumangeena began to- get
ready to show me how to fish.
Our fish ‘poles were made - of
willows about five feet in length.
The lines were made of baleen,
shaved round and polished and
the leaders were made of seagull
quill sections. The hook was
made "of ivory with- a metal
hook.

The bait was nothing but a
piece of -yellow cloth or yarn.
Some people used red.

“Now, mother, watch care-
fully how this is done. When you
learn to do it properly it will
never fail you. This is the way
it’s done,” Mumangeena said
seriously.

She cast - her line into the
water, As the hook sank she un-
dulated it by flexing the fishpole.

“When the fish bites you
simply haul it out and land it on
the ice far enough so it won’t
jump back in the water. You do
it like this.”

=<

I got one!

“This is*

She ‘made a ‘sweeping mo-
tion with the fishpole and as she
did so, she emitted a happy

* scream. and out came a grayling

on the hook!

Aunt Mumnngeena laughed
‘happily and exclaimed, “Mother,
this'is the finest lesson I’ve ever
given anyone in all my life!”
And indeed it was. She hooked
the - fish -without expeécting it.

Windfall
. I'began to hook for grayling
Tollowing my aunt’s instructions

as best I could. I sank my hook
‘and 'undulated 'it.

I suddenly
felt a heavy jerk and Ipulled up.
I had caught my first grayling!
was very excited and I shouted,
“I got one, ‘Aunt Mumangeena'
1

My aunt’ was beside herself.
She chatted happily all day on
anything that came to her mind
especially’ about my first! gray-
ling. It had a significant ‘mean-
ing to her.

“I knew it all the time, moth-
er. You are going to be one of

“the finest hunters alive. This

should convince your parents
that ‘you are going to be one.
We’ll save the fish and give it to
them when we get back.”

‘After ‘my first grayling, I, of
course, fished eagerly for more.
I became: quite a fisherman as
the hours passed and surprised
my aunt with my newly found
prowess. As it.turned out I
caught most of the fish. Muman-
geena wasted no time to brag

- about. me to ‘people who- hap-

pened to pass by:

“Take a look at mother’s pile
of fish. I'm as good or better
than anyone when it comes to
fishing but you’d never know it
from the way he kept hooking
grayling today. It’s unbelievable,
this is the first time he ever fish-
ed in his life. And mother is such
a little boy, too.”

When it was around the hour
of four in the afternoon, Mum-
angeena said, “We better put the
fish in the sacks now and get
ready to go home. Where is the
first one you caught, mother?
I’ll tie a piece of this yarn around
its tail so we’ll know which one
it is. We have to save it for your
parents.”

‘Aunt Mumangeena was. the
most carefree person during the
day of fishing. It was amusing
to: listen to her. She would let
out little cries of pleasure every
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time ' a grayling bit. She even
talked to -the. fish she caught,
“My, you’re a'nice big one. In

couple’ of days you will make :

wonderful . “qorq” for us.
(Qorq is frozen meat or fish usu-
ally eaten with seal oil.)
Back to: Reality

Our fish haul filled two sacks
and a quarter, a fine catch for a
little boy.and his doting aunt.
Mumangeena’s carefree * manner
seemed to fade as we filled the’
sacks. She: had forgotten about
Uncle Nayukuk's lapse into lazi-
ness during the day but now she
was back to reality. .

“We'll never be able to get
these ‘home by ourselves. I can

never depend on that man when

we need him most. These un-
thinkable lapses of his are the
most exasperating things I ever
experienced. I could scream and
go completely mad. Whether he
likes it or not he will have to
help us,’

Aunt Mumangeena !hen dir-
ected me to;go after Uncle Nay-
ukuk.

As soon as [ was told I ran to
the little sod igloo. which was
not far. As [ ran, [ kept wonder-
ing why Nayukuk. didn't fish

. with us because 1 had found it

thrilling and fun. I asked Mum-
angeena why he didn’t during
the day and she had answered,

.“It’s undignified for a hunter. to

fish. It is usually done by wo-
men and children.”

Was He Making Hooks?

I walked into the tiny igloo.
Uncle Nayukuk was sitting on’
the floor on a reindeer ‘skin in
the left corner of the room. He
didn’t seem to be-doing anything
but it looked as if he had been
meditating.

“Aunt Mumangeena - wants
you to come down and help
bring the fish home,” I said
excitedly. “We caught over two
sacks full and I caught most of
them.”

The only motion was when
his eyes focused on me briefly
He then looked down at his feet
that were crossed one over the
other. Without looking up he
said quietly, “I’'m making hooks
for you and your aunt.”

I was surprised at what he
said because | didn’t sce any
evidence of hook-making, but |
didn’t ‘question him. My aunt,
more than once, had told me
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Boy Caught Graylmg to Mumangeena 8 Dellght

never. to Luesuon my elders be-

. cause thely were wiser than me.
I wondered - if Uncle Nayukuk

was doing the wise thing. It was
plain thalllhe was not about to -
elp my aunt and me.’
xasperation

I wentjout and got the little -
sled from: near the meat rack
and started pushing it along the
banks of lhe Kukpuk- River un-

as coyered with snowy.

til 1 came{to a rather sharp, in-

‘until it stopped on the snow
covered ice of the river, I push-
ed it along:until I reached Mum-
angeena.

She had caught a.few more
fish while T was gone. She asked
mcredulousl% *“Is 'that — man —
coming?” i :

“Idon’t know. He saxd he was

making hooks for us,” I'answer-
ed. “l dldn t see him doing
any—
. “Stop that mother! How
many times ‘have I told you nev-
er to talk about your elders in
that-manner?”” my aunt cut me
short.

She emmed a hiss and then

_spluttered, “That lazy—lazy!” She

apparently ran out of names to
call Uncle Nayukuk.

We struggled to load the fish’
into the small sled. A gunny sack
full of grayling was far too much
weight for me to handle. Aunt
Mumangeena was not uch
stronger. " She was only about
four .foot nine inches tall and
not too robust. Her legs were
very bowed and they bothered
her when she tried to lift things.

We managed to load the sled
and we began to push it toward
our igloo. It was quite easy until
we ‘came to the incline on which
I came sliding on to the river. As
hard as we pushed, we couldn’t
make it up the incline. Aunt
Mumangeena became more frus-
trated by the minute. She ex-
claimed as she strained against -
the sled, “That man! Where is —
that man?”

Dash For Help

“Mother, don’t push anymore.
I'll go get that — man! I'll -

She started climbing up the
incline. She slipped twice and
that didn’t help her frustration.
She spluttered and emitted some-
thing - that sounded like a sob.
I ran and helped her up. She was
close to tears and she was piti-
fully grateful as she said, “I
don’t know what I'd do without
you, mother. Stay here and
watch the sled. Some loose dogs
might get to it.”

She went toward the igloo
with determination. Her bowed
legs made her waddle as she
hurried along. She entered the
igloo quickly. It was not hard to
imagine what went on in there.
Aunt Mumangeena was some-
what more agitated than pre-
vious times. I knew there was
nothing gentle on her part.

After about five minutes,

Nayukuk -émerged, quickly for
lowed by his wife. She was ap-
parently still' flinging words at
her husband. The harried hus-
band briskly walked to the rack
and picked up a rope. He started"*
toward me at a fast walk.

When he reached the top .of
the inctine he didn’t bother to
come down to the sled. He threw
one end of the rope and I knew
what he wanted. I tied it to the
front end of the sled. Nayukuk
began to pull-on the rope hana
over hand.

I was amazed at his strength.
I was also a little frightened be-
cause Uncle Nayukuk seemed
to be angry. I had never seen
him display any temper. What-~
ever Aunt Mumangeena had said
had stunig him deeply.

(Continued on Page 10)



