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Dedicated to the memory of Milli Ekak
who served me whale meat and muktuk
and taught me to play 'Hearts,'
to the memory of my son Jason B. Brown
who took his first steps
on St. Lawrence Island,
and especially to my husband Ken Brown
and daughter Roda L. Motta
who share many of the memories
and stories in these poems
about our former home.
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Gambell, St. Lawrence Island

Duffles drop on the floor before

Milli, my children, and | hustle

To where spring ice clings to the shore.
A whale’s blood path

Marks the way to flensing—

One foot in the oomiak

The other on the whale’s back.

Alarm: a small boy toddles off the ice.
Splash! Snap, a gaff grabs his parky.
That night, dancing at the school,
Aieee! Tong!Tong! Walrus-hide drums.
Later, hands join hands, join hands

To reach home through forty-mile winds
Blowing snow from Siberia.



