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I ate a section’ of the wonderful
fruit and wrapped the remainder in
a cloth and tuckeq it carefully in the
folds of my little parka I was using
for a pillow. ;

The cloth was smudged but it was
the only thing I could find to wrap
my precious possdssion. The paper
bag in which the fruit had come had
disappeared.

The-piece I ate was wonderfully
succulent that I wanted more, 1
resisted the temptation reasoning
that the fruit would be the only one
1 would have for the remainder of
the year. I wanted to make it last
as long as possible.

The rest of the family was asleep
but I felt wide awake. The excite-
ment of the day was still fresh in
my mind, The wonderful new taste
of the fruit I had eaten for the first
time carlier that day lingered in
my mind and there was the sur-
prisingly ple; nt memory of a
huge man, very, very dark in com-
Pplexion,

The day had been full of new
things [ had learned and then there
was the wonderful fruit tucked in

the folds of my parka. [ could smell |

#ts tempting aroma and it was ter-
ribly hard to resist
Ship Sighted

Early that morning, one of the
men in Tikigag (Point Hoper had
sighted a ship on the south
izon and had mide
joyous shout of “AHYII! AHY1I'

This manner of announcing the
'oming of 4 ship had become tradi-
tional ever since whaling  vessels
began to come north in the 1880s. 1t
never failed 1o bring people out of
iheir sod wloos and they would join
in the heralding, including the chil-
dren

1 dramatic

Contagious Expectancy
This was the time
expectaney
children. 1t
guch as candy
Tearned to ke
meant trading
derwear, towels

for contagious
especially among  the
meant precious teeats
and apples they had

To the adults, it
for things like un-

soap. flour, sugar,
A cufiee and beans

Fxetement rergned  supreme
amony the children and I was caught
in the tide of this happy situation
My mother, Kes

horna although less

excited wanted my father to get
some towels and soap She planced
at ne and an enhightened expression
spread acrvoss her face T wondered
why

L inst thought of something, Wey
ahok  Our hittle son here can talk
the language of those white people

and | think he wouid be good at
tradmg  artifacts for _soap  and
thing mother speculated
The Linguist
Fither chuckled amused
“That s troe, but T daubt whethe
his knowledge of the laigu s
h o father mused “You kn

he might he able to do it at tha

My excitiment rose o
tht 1T eould hear mv heart

Why don't vou take b )
When vou go abwand ) '
doowocant you s fatin
quern

“1can Go it mothe I blutte

ously

I didn’t want 1o miss the exeiting
opporfunity heeause 1t would be the
very first 4 aould be on aship
At the sane ane, Tokept feeling
that my knowledge of the Enghsh
language was very limited. All 1
could say at the time was, “1 dont
know." “How are you" “Yes Sir
“Nosir” “Hello,” “Thank you sii
and a few single words tike “soap

I decided to accommodate my par
erts und tse them, as much as pos
sible because my anxiety to go
abowrd shipewas overpowering.

“Well. son, ,I'll take- you with
me when we go to the ship, and

. don't be afraid to talk to the people
when we go aboard,” father said.

hor- |
and,

| gumarug!”

“I won't be afraid,
answered quickly.

I was going aboard ship and how
exciting it was!

Some years later, mother told me
that 1 had just turned seven years
old when this was happening.

Impatient Walt ~

We watched the ship as it came
nearer. Tt was a tiny column on the
southern horizon at first. Every
once in a while, a great column of
black smoke would pour out of it
and drifl slowly to the right blown
by a southeast wind.

I waited impatiently along with
other children for the ship to anch-
or. It would anchor on the lea side
of the spit beyond the north beach.

As soon as my father told that he
was going to take me with him, I
lost no time telling my young friends
that T was going to the ship. They
didn’t believe me.

“You're too small to go, besides
our parents don't aliow little chil-
dren aboard,” they told me.

“You watch and see. My father
is going to take me and he said he
would,” T answered. “Besides, I'm
going to talk to the people on the
ship in their language.”

“You can't talk their language.”

“ I can, too. Listen—'T don't know.
You see, I can talk like a white
man,” T said, proudly

“What does that mean”"

“It means, amuy (I don't know).”
T translated.

Wenderful Sight

The ship came closer and
It was a beautiful day—a rar
at Tikigag. The wind was blowing
moderately. The vessel had its sails
up. Black smoke kept issuing from
a black stack which meant that the
ship was also using its auxiliary
team el

‘Umiakpuk munna Cutter Bearn-
(“The ship is the Cutter
Bear!™ someone shouted E

Cutter Bear—the famous Coast
Guard ship that had tade many a

father,” 1

memorable voyage into the Arctic
—the ship the Tikiqaq people had
learned to regard with affection.

Although 1 didn’t know it at the
time, The Bear had rescued stranded
whalers and did many missions of
mercy and provided medical at-
tention to the Eskimos. '

As the Cutter approached with
its sails ballooning, it was a wonder-
ful sight. The black smoke that
rolled out of its stack added a dra-
matic touch. She rode the modér-
ately heavy seas rolling just enough
to make it seem to move like a slow-
swinging inverted pendulum, °

Beautiful Vessel

The Bear made a swing around
the west point of the spit to anchor
beyond the north beach. As she
edged stowly shoreward, her sails
were taken down and men could be
seen working precariously on the
spars.

When the ship came to the point
of anchorage, she looked massive
and beautiful. Its anchor dropped
in the water with a great splash.
She began to roll perceptively -—
easily in the gentle swells,

“How can such a great ship like
that stay afloat,” I thought in won-
derment.

Preparations {o Board

Most of the villagers gathered on
the north beach. My father and sev-
eral other people had dragged our
umiak close to the edge of the water
I didn't dare to leave my father's

side T didn’t want to be left behind.

The skinboat was launched three
quarters of the way into theé gentle
swells. The people boarded and my
father hfted me into the bont near
the stern. I was going aboard the
Cutter Bear!

My excitement was boundless and
I was about the only boy my age
going to the ship. A feeling of un-
casiness overtook me as I thought

| about my abihity to speak knghish

There was no other way out-but to
try to speak 1t because [ had prom

ised my parents.
An Awesome Sight

The men inour umiak paddled and
my father steered it directly toward
the ship. Our boat seasawed over
the gentle swells as we moved stead-
ily. The great bulk. of the Cutter
Bear grew with the receding dis-
tance. The size of it was astounding
to a boy my age.

At last we were next to the great
ship. I looked at its massive sides
and walcned the green water lap-
ping up and down. The wooden sid-
ing looked solid and impervious to
the sea. I looked up at the masts
and the height of them seemed un-
| believable. As they moved toward
us with the roll of the ship, it looked
as if they would be too heavy and
might tip the. vessel over.

Many men of the crew were lined
up along the railing watching us
and the other umiaks that had come
out from the village. Some of them
had great beards which reminded
me of Archdeacon Hudson Stuck
whom 1 had met about two years
earlier and whom I was afraid of be-
cause of his beard

One of the sailors threw a line
into our boat and one of ou~ men
made it fast. A ladder of rope and
woad had been lowered down the
side of the ship on which we were
to board. I wondered how I would
| manage to go up on it. The rungs
| seemed too far apart for my tiny

|
legs
Aboard!

A fine looking man who was wear-
ing a different kind of a.hat, ap-
parently wondered also how I was |
going to get aboard. He shouted |
something and threw a rope

down |
to my father and made motions 1o
have him tie the line around my
chest. Father did so. He then lifted
me next to the side of the ship and
| strong arms pulled me up hand over
hand. T was aboard!

As soon as the sailor put me down

Lon the clean deck, T said

“Thank you sir, Hew are you?"”

The man was apparently taken by
comr tete surprise. He broke into an
explosive laughter ‘and said in a
loud voice something to this effect:

“Hey men, this little boy can
speak English!”

Several men gathered around me
at once in curiosity. They began to
' talk and asked questions almost all
of which I could not understand. I
caught a word here and there.

‘The ‘ conversation, to the best of
my recollection, went on something
on this manner:

Disjointed Conversation
“What is your name, little boy?"™
“I.don't know."”

A loud laughter followed.

““How do you like this ship?”

“T don’t know."

“Do ynu like oranges, little bay?"

“No sir,"

“Bring some ornngcs !nr this boy,"
said the man with a distinctive hat,
“I don't think he understands what
they are

“Yes sir,” T said.

The men laughed again. and onu
of them tousled my Rair.

Wonderful Hruit

A man, who apparenftly went after
something, came back{with a paper
bag. He put his hand into it and
pulled out a large olpnge ball. Tt
looked beautiful but I didn’t know
what it was

He peeled it and then pulled it
apart in halves, He pulled off a
section and put it in his mouth. He
pulied of f another and gave it to me.

“Here, little boy. Eat it,” the man
said )

I knew what he meant and T put
the picee of the fruit in my mouth
It had a taste I had never known
before It was juicy, succulent and
wonderful, T smiled at the sailor

“Y“u liked that didn't you, little
boy" he said with a wide grin.

“Thank you sir,” I answered
smiling at him

(To Be Continued)
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