cors did at those schools.
I
S“PB[‘lrlcﬂ, all of us.

on was in our Wind!
si :

r knew

i where my footsteps began
ati :
where ™Y footprints

ear in SNOW) in grass.
aI jon'tlike walking backwards.

0ld ones haunt my thoughts
tiny spirits that brush

the colour off my wings.
Ineed them now

Jtwasn't their fault.
Jtwasn't our fault.

Confusion was the ultimate glutton.
He came from far away
wore black robes and carried a crucifix.

He was armed with laws, blankets
and guns.

He fixed us with a treaty
that he soon forgot.

Sometimes the end is told befor

One must walk backwards on f;
that walked forward

for the story to be told.

Iwill try this backward walk.

~ John Cuthang
__ Plaing Cree .

_ b.1953 . Little Pine
{

to help others understand what happened.

'-;-.‘».P:’
JohnC ﬁpf
Uthand 54 -

e the beginning,
ootprints

—201§

E: John Cuthang was b
“. €8ana Qreerinjg

ornin Prince Albert. He
urnalismin1974 after

~ "’wro,
€anangry rebyttal toa Canadian

politician's remarks about Indians” Over
the next decade he worked as a writer
and editor for several Indian newspapers.

V|
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cuthand's stories reflect over chins originally published in 198¢ a SNifcane
centuries of his family's stories Naska change was made in 20016 ’nm'hm!-rhar
captures a vivid picture of the spiritual the author is the last living PR3O of ghy
significance of the Saskatchewan River many who worked together in the Search o,
While “The Search for Chief Lucky Man was Lucky Man o/

Naska

Her home was the deep water pools of the South Saskatchewan River, Her
among the water plants, rocks and sandbars she passed the day and 3V0id¢;
the only enemy she ever knew—the bright burning sun. She hunted alone 3pq
without remorse, for such is the way of the big northern pike.

Her name was Naska. She was in her prime, weighing over thirty-five pounds
and stretching almost a yard. Her shining, well-muscled body was white on the
bottom, a mottled green and white along the sides and dark green on top, Hey
mouth was a maze of needle-sharp teeth. Smaller fish avoided her. And o
the hard-shelled painted turtle could afford to ignore her approach.

When the hot summer sun drove her into the deepest reaches of the river,
she would hover, her fins circling, facing the current a foot or so above the
bottom. It was here, in these long hours, that the waters told her stories, The
river sang as it flowed over and around the deep water rocks. It spoke in the
soft rustle of the water weeds and in the gurgle and murmur of water pouring
around the few scattered boulders breaking the glassy surface.

The voice said, “I am the ancient daughter of ice mountain, born when
the freezing sky allowed him dominion over the south. I am the blood of ice
mountain, born from his death before the warming sky. I am ancientand Iam
mystery. | am swift-flowing water. I am Saskatchewan.”

In the black of the late night she rose with the morning star. She fed until the
star was high and fading. When the first rays of the shimmering sun castlong shad-
ows, she herselfwas like a shadow sinking into her deep water pools. She surfaced
with the setting of the sun, fed, then slid deeper when the night became black.

On cloudy days she ranged beyond her familiar haunts. In the fall, with the
gradual cooling of the water, her range extended further still. In winter, when the
ice sealed off the surface and the sun no longer warmed the water, she roamed
as she pleased. She much preferred the colder water. In mid-summer she was
sluggish, but that was also the time when the river sang to her.

One time it told her ice mountain had never been entirely defeated by warm*
ing sky. “He rules still in one quarter of the sun’s cycle. He covers me with h:s
cloakand speaks to me in the booming thunder of my crackingice mantle. He :
father. In his death I was born, In his rebirth, I die. I am ancient buthes ageless
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of the full moon Naska would rise and seek differe
n the uml'-‘w concealed her, but she could see them, They were
on’s § knvt‘ between water and land. For them the beckonin

. that i i

B tures Ll; | waters held terror. Quick, violent death came with 4 s

" aceld N .

. MT] ckwater. Where a gosling or a baby muskrat once swa

i ' l 0{ ik - 1

3 lswu. .J was an expandlﬂg “pple'
.untl . fish did not think in terms of right and wrong. Hunger,

The Db ™

i rove her and she killed only to live.
) gel, ¢

| M:U ;ngher moonlit prey the story spread of a water demon in the form ofan
' mong

fish. The story was told in the haunting lonel

- ylaughter of the loons,
__ :ocro-lking chorus of the frightened frogs, and the chatterings of the milling
the

s The moonlight sighting of a long, shining back lolling over the water
-; drove them further down the sandy bank away from that terrible place. The
?'hunle dlivedin fear and they feared her most of all. If Naska knew o
ghedidn't care. Generations of herkind before her and from her had ruled and
 yould rule the river’s waters. For the river in its mysterious way had willed it so.
" She had been the mother of many. Perhaps some were among her kill, for
he female pike takes no part in the raising of her young, Perhaps one or two
~ would grow to her size if they survived the slaughter of the first years. One and
] one alone, however, was destined to become mistress of the river. The riverin
'ftsway had willed it so. Naska was the survivor and heir ofa mother who once
muled these waters as she did. This she did not know. She knew only that the
mer was her home and the river’s spirit her sole benefactor.

‘ One night, when the autumn moon was full and the great fish was on the
Llmnt, awandering band of antelope came to the river’s edge. They waded out
* intothe shallows and were drinking their fill, when their sharp-eyed leader spied

- agreat shining back coming toward them. He watched intently,
 enormous snake,

nt prey.
he night
g, seem-
plash and
m, all that

insatiable

ftheir fear,

expecting an
for snakes were creatures they knew well. A great finned tail
- curved upward, then sliced down, scarcely breaking the surface. “This is no
;"'ﬁlake," thought the antelope, “itis a creature solely bound to the water spirit.”
- The great fish felt a curious pulse from the shallows and veered toward it.
-~ Thiswas not the fluttering sound of webbed feet, her usual prey. It was the feel
°f SOmEthing large, many large creatures.

ﬁ The antelope, alert as always, sensed that something very alien was close.
; 'Ihey stiffened, raising their heads to sniff the wind. Only the leader gazed at
i HEsmooth, flowing water directly in front of them.

- Naska followed the river bottom and rose as it rose. She came as close as
 Doldnegs could take her before caution and the rising river bottom forced her t.aff.
i The legder was the first to notice the ruffled water above the shallow-running

4 15h. The V-shaped wake came directly toward them, then moved away in a sharp

[
E
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ervous but their curiosity got the better of them 5 i
ination as the dark shadow beneath the now chul'ning‘w ey |
ay then another, more slowly and closer with tvess ater
ht ahead, because her eyes were on either Sigass, !
ad. Cruising first one way then another allowed each eye to scrutiniz: 'of p|
oze in place, only their eyes tracked the meanderip, ; in .

The shadow slowed, then hung motionless, her body curvedin an arcgh sh, ‘]l
and tail lowered—the defiant attack stance of her kind. Her cold, ““bli;l k:ad ‘ ,,
n beneath the water. The antelope peered back. Both Sens:d
fascinated to turn back. Neither one moved. AJ]y,, l

he murmuring water and the distant night sounds
curious antelope advancing;

curve. The antelope were n
watched in fasc
glinlml by, first one w |

Naska could not se€ straig

her he
turn. The antelope fr

eye peered fro
danger, but both were to0
quiet and still except fort

The stand-off was finally broken by a single,

few hesitant steps. It paused in mid-step, ears forward, eyes shining. The dak ‘

shadow turned to meet him. The pronghorn’s nostrils flared. Genuine fearwas

rising in him now, in spite of his curiosity.

In this position Naska could not see, but other more acute senses compen-
sated. Her body felt the change in water pressure. Sensitive pores surrounding
her mouth tasted the water. The tingling of these senses was her warning, but she
wasn’t quick enough. Her world exploded. The pronghorn struck with slashing
hooves. He felt his first strike hit, then searing pain gripped his left front leg
He turned and leapt to the river bank. The others, as if one, instantly fo]lowed:

The herd left the river valley, trotting toward the rising morning star, now
above the high prairie hills to the east. One limped, streaming blood E;om a
deep gash to its front leg.

| The pronghorn’s slashing attack had cut deep, narrowly missing Naska’s
bpins: Her reaction had been fast: a violent counter attack followed bya dart
ing retreat. She left tasting blood.
hadT:; :j%l}::s LV:Z E::i Il:ut Lh; effects t.ievastating. Naska’s needle-like sharp teeth
small hooves, honed tooz? fin % glasswe }.lead. from side to side. Thepronghor
crushed. Naska was luck te ; ge ,by climbing the rocky high ground, cutand

She retreated to th e
she nursed her wo'zndesz.safety ohdeepterwiem R oo

A
i v:rsii‘;:‘::e;:i,r (:; E;lelcl:-lsose ;t hand, the. river spoke to her again. “My riddle_s
and in the advance and retran I;atterns, n? the coiled shell of the water'sn 0
seek. The willows know eat of my morning mist. Allis there for ;hosfw
their stem and bow before the river winds. I am as the vel” N

sand that of the animals. My si dbri lfe
the land in the endles ls. My sisters both young and old b
s cycle of wind and water. We are ancientand honour "

ice mountai J
ainand his creator. My father feels the deep stirrings of growf-h 8
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{ o will come soon, with the passing of ten thous
i ad‘-mnlLv yscloseat hand, but you, my defiant one, will live ¢ hunt agqi-- »
paathis al‘l ;mtt‘f of winter revived her. For the remainder of hey days thiam}.l

eC().lLdistil‘lCt crescent-shaped scar high upon her back. et bk
‘ht,ﬂtr:r;ring brought high, murky water, The great, restless riyer cut
L anddeep holes. Fish, both hunter and prey, sought the sanctuary o
:f I;:lespest pools. Astrange truce resulted. Clustered together

al they faced into the current, awaiting the r

and cycles of the sup,

new chap.
fthe river’s
indesperate, common

selcome the shade and shelter of a beached river log, but for now the debris was
 anadversary to be avoided. The gentle river was showing its wrathfy] side.
. Naska's strong body was rocked by the swirling w
; ached from the heavily silted water

" Intime the river subsided. The fish returned to
: ;talked prey and sought the safety of weed beds
7 hunted with renewed vigor over a territory she now knew onlybyinstinct. For
* theriver bed had been forever changed by the river’s rampage.

- Justas the butterfly changes and renews itsel
' Saskatchewan in the cleansing flood of the early s
than before returned with the subsiding waters,

- Thespringalso brought subtle but significant change. The fishes of the north
- moved south, and Naska challenged t

heir invasion. Goldeye, pickerel and the
- oddwandering pike all bore the tell-tale wounds of Naska’s wrath.
~ One dayanew threat appeared. It was a creature she had never met before.
Itwasbigand moved slowlylike alog carried by the current. Her other senses
toldherit was a living being,

aterand her sensitiye gills
their former roles. Hunter

and shallow water. Naska

fin the cocoon so too did
pring. Life more bounteous

. Atanyother time her actions would have been predictable. But this intruder
- made her pause. It was bigger than she, much bigger. She approached slowly,
herback arched and her broad tail making slow, deliberate sweeps. The stranger
I':k'ept to its slow, steady course along the river bottom, unconcerned by hfer
3pproach. Naska's fury rose. Her body tensed, then she shot out of the gloom in
Yauntless attack. Her jaws did not grip. The intruder was far too large. She c.an;e
; A8ain and again. Her teeth broke on a craggy back. The fight i entlredy
town, The giant fish did not fight back. Almost with contempt it S
iant continued its fluid movement slowly and methodically dovtm r 1"’:’:1
askalaunched a final attack. By luck or misfortune she struck the g:n:; ::_
. She felt flesh tearing, then saw the huge fin sweeping towaﬂ: he;in g ailct
Lblow Stunned her. She recovered in time to witness the longuilzefwas over.

the sturgeon vanishing down river. Their chance enc

A .‘._(.'6‘
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/in's rule had come and gone many times before Nask,

. smaller fish grew bold and she found i¢ hard ¢, Brey
ain they drifted by her jaws, only to dart away whe‘:tch
dto attack. What once took but an instant was now Painful]y 310\1.]:
lick reflexes were gone. Her meals became SIOW'mOVin cf!yﬁ:]:
1 her last hunts, in complete contempt, the little fish followe q
fwhat little food she could find but not swallow. Nuhf
uch more time in solitude on the river bottom'

fthe comforting voice of the river SPirit, by
no

The ice mount

tuulin‘d for the hunt. [he

them. Almost in disd
move
lightning-qt
and frogs. O
seeking the remains O
body ached and she spent m
Here she awaited the return 0

voice was heard. Pt Wi
The time came when the moon was full and no shining back wag e,

breaking the river’s surface. The moon waned and the night creatyres along
the edge of the land and water felt safe.

The morning star was at its highest point and the eastern sky wag by
with early dawn. The sun rose red and fairweather clouds of violet ang gold
floated across the sky.

Naska’s movements were slowing. Her gills once flushed with red bloog
grew pale and sickly. She didn’t know why, only instinct drew her from her
hovering place to the weed bed. With painful effort she dosed her tired mouth
over a single water plant. Then with a turn of her massive head she pulled it
free. Straining against the current, she carried this hard-won prize backto her
chosen place. No prey had taken so much effort as this simple task.

She faced into the current for the final time. The rising sun now bathed the
river‘ bottom in a soft half-light. Only the dying remained. Her gills stopped
g:::ﬁife; m(})]UthkOP-EHEd and closed a final time, freeing the w*aterplant.
e SIJO‘Z]S ook with her death rattle. She briefly drifted with the current,

y toward the sun. One eye saw blackness, the other a brilliant

broken circle oflight. The ligh ini ; 19

- ghtgrew in intensity. A bright light she wou d only

see once filled her being. Then all was blackne:s ST E‘WDII}, A
Wind and current brou ' s

1/ - -

nce timid of her mere approach, now rejoic
ght of steady tatoo, celebrating the end of
§ croaked together of a great victory, but

In the Spring the r h-eath had won, i
they collecteq iy, , S}lll:lll;ﬁ ‘;i;ter }slwept the bones along the it
bihd plants began to grow tiiclfifxui:lfil::tslilet ::::ltv:ler
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he wandering river, in the back water of a shallow place, small fish—the
- A.] ongq of uncountable hatchlings—flittered among weeds, pursuing water
s wof;mmute creatures. Others, much larger but no older, stalked tadpoles.
g M;l t.ared the deep water where the larger fish lurked ever hungry fora
‘,-' h e}]’ Zf their kind. In time, the pull of instinct or perhaps destiny called the
':l:l one to the deep, alluring water. She paused at a lush stand of water plants
f' and hovered beside it. The water-filtered sun, moving in zebra—li‘ke l-Jattﬁ:I'llS
*7 over her back, shone ona curious crescent-shaped birth mark. The singing river

alled herin the soft rustle of the water weeds and in the gurgle and murmur of

pouring around the few scattered boulders breaking the glassy surface.

' e past the last of the weed

The bold one swam deeper, down a sandy decline,

' bed, and into the unknown reaches of the deep calling river. :
- =1995
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