Hunting
John Holman

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.




Rats’eezee

Dzine hoghéaré razéé sakat’y, ga gohé rasayaso hé godaratl’e. 7ey1 shih hai tu k'e
vaderale k'¢ kéodaratl'e héni keodééht'y.

Norman lééhtéé w4 ledi hé hek’a dawr daé k'é besho segorehxo. 7ekéradéhsho
sééleegu k'é hééji nidé bewa ts’e le hém »sat’, hagi beserdakeekéé la odkot't ya
te zo hily gt 24ja, koli besawéhoee t'a goshod 2sedeeriwi.

Ya hishuwe 2ek’6ne derale die ts'eda gha gosho kégofa. Bew'éné rihtedémwe hé
w‘ﬂa beshg du t'ahsy gohl.

Norman det4 ho k'ét’a kedengbalé ts'érakedésa. K'arone shiht’ane deratil’e he
w'la sileta dats ga sagodadee. 7éék’ee varakedadee.

Norman diyé yeniwi gt dukésadi, ““Héyihéé, Tewe Yaty gogha du t’ahs,” Ts'uta
dééts's.

K6 kedéhta gt hifé tu ts'e ya kenihwi. Tits'é fék’ar kenihwi gt s1ye 1é he leéht’éé
keyioa. Teyitl'a ledi wewele kado. Norman gha gonez¢ »araguja gu kok'e belihya
weda gho rasedwewe. Ts'iliyee gots’e bele heesee goyedli. Kesedihti huweh2o gt
deshohts’éré t'a shuréhde. Beta yerata goghonayiti gt “Seya gonezd shumty”
yéhda,

Dusuwaani ko t'éwé »adi di beyideréde. Yahkale for1 hit'a ts’'emwe. Héé ts'e
bets’'éré hoti wehse héni 2aja. Nébalé yee sadéé ts'e gosho kéodéht’y. Beta tich’a
gots’é heje goyeedh. Goshé dzi rdwew’e k'é Norman raouhdlole yemwe koli
risenidlo.

“Dagoht'e? Seya ka dzodidini?” ‘“7aba hese.”

D4hsé 2abé golo gntsfé,- sewere zo ts’edéweo yemwe gu ts'éré t'a gots'e kadéhla
gt ladh 2thoe gok’a héni sag¢ht’e hé for: hit'i raréhya. Cocoa héts'e hé leeht'ee

wa yek'a. Jam gosho begha leyikp. Beta leyélé wéhsha goshé leyiko. Sileta
shékayee. KO ch’a kedeekee k'e keekee nu.

Hina tuk’e t'ahs) dezene rayeda. Norman deta gha 9ekd sudeehr. Bééyeedéht'y hé
yekareyihta. L4 ts'é gots'é yeda gt Norman yayeda.

Shhhh... beta silesawot’'e gha yets'éragohsy. Norman sekéhx{né f1ts’é oat’y
kodéhsha. 7aba deefeek ridisha gu tI'am k'4 raweoa ts'¢ tadéya. Teyim
rit]’adéfa. Norman 2ekula sileta 2ey1 bééyeedééht’y hé yahumda. 7ey1 =its’é
dadéhshé gonezo bédat'y k'é hoti 2edihtl’é hishu postcard hoti ghats'eyeda
asekarahet’e.

Tu k'é 21ts’ého nééyeele. Béde ts'u, gots'e shih 2ahet’e. Lo késamdi. Hayilélad
feék’u hudéhoo goyeedh. Hoti suyalele dehogé lu ts'eyadewe k’é 2agodéja. Nits'é
radawe.

Godo rékee dziné Norman dekpe got'ine ke hé suré sedenié Tewe yaty gokéehsi.
MNyeshow'éné heod g sedets’¢ duka yeniwe. Hidd xa1 gonezg gha spm.

— North Slavey
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