
THE PASSING OF OUL-I-BUT

Chan-tie, the Curlew, sat on a rock near the

end of Great Bear Point and gazed blankly

north at the Arctic Ocean. Spring had not

yet weakened the chill manacles of that rock-

bound coast, and the heavy ice stretched from

her very feet, but Chan-tie's expression reflected

nothing of the light of the strengthening sun.

She turned her broad fat face to her mother

:

" Aule-lik-tahai, let us start," she said slowly.

But Kug-yi-yuk, the Swan, was old, also she

was comfortable, also ^e was busy making the

master of all Husky fish-hooks. One set of

lean brown sinewy fingers held a glistening

fish bone, three inches long, and the other set

ceaselessly twisted a needle-pointed flint into

one end of it. She bent over it, twisting and

screwing, till the flint point poked through,

then she looked at Chan-tie with a grunt of

satisfaction. " It is good, but I am a fool !

"


