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They had been hunting all day. The sun was low and the sky growing a deeper blue. The Franklin 
Mountains glowed a dark blue against the lake snow. 

Norman was hungry. His stomach growled and he wanted some bannock and tea. Cold air frosted his 
breath and his thick mulkluks were caked with frozen snow, but inside his beaver coat he was sweating. 

The fluffy snow made working hard. His legs were tired and his stomach was empty.  

Norman and his father tramped back to the camp. The sun was low and just peeking over the mountain. 
Dark sea blue shadowed the sky and a gentle wind started to blow. They would be going home tomorrow. 

Gee, nothing for Christmas." Norman felt sad. The wind whistled through the trees.  

They made a fire and melted crystallized snow from the lake. Cold moose meat was pan heated and they 
dunked their bannock in the tasty grease. Later on they sipped tea from warm cups. Norman felt good and 
thought of his husky pup at home. Far away a wolf howled. Norman listened to the echoes and curled up in 
his feather sleeping bag. His father kissed his forehead and said, "Good night son." 

The last cracklings of the fire popped once in a while. 

Norman fell asleep almost as quickly as he usually woke up. When he awoke his blanket was damp from his 
breathing. The early morning sun brightened the canvas tent. His father was outside singing. Norman, 
hearing the terrible sound, tried hard not to laugh but he couldn't hold it in. 

"What's up? Are you awake, son?" 

"Yes, dad." 

He wondered as he had done many times before why he was never awake before his dad. 

He got out of the sleeping bag and dressed quickly in the cold air. Then he sipped cocoa and ate bannock, 
liking the taste of the strawberry jam. His father had just finished cooking the mush and it smelled good. 
They ate silently, sitting on their feet and keeping their mukluks from the fire. 

Across the lake a black dot moved. Norman told his dad to look. He fetched the binoculars and studied the 
dot. Norman could see it moving towards them at an angle. 

"Shhhh!" Dad put his finger to his mouth. It was only then that Norman realized it was a moose. Dad took his 
gun and walked down to the willows at the edge of the lake. He crouched there. Norman stayed still and 
looked through the binoculars. He could see the moose so clearly it looked like a scene of a picture 
postcard. 

There was the moose royally crossing the lake, the trees and mountains making up the background. The 
sun glowed. Then he heard a crack that was loud and echoing, just like the sound of river ice cracking. The 
moose fell. 

Two days later Norman and his family enjoyed a fun Christmas. He will be a good year, he thought, as he 



bit into a moose rib and savoured the taste. 
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