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PART ONE - THE GEESE
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On the ground they call me Silly Goose, but up high in the cloudless blue I am Isknarbia, and I soar, I glide, I circle around, immersed in sky I am, higher than the trembling curtain of light, and I holler and whoop, I scream and shout, and I hink and I honk, and I am my self, more than myself, for I am free, free of the clan, free even of instinct, for I exist twice born into pure being.

From my orbit on high I look down and see my clan, my flock, the Athansertali of Svadrafold, where dwell my parents Cosogellegessy and Klamumuchie, my few friends, and my sweetheart, Sakiarozay.

I love them all, but to them I am still Silly Goose, still the juvenile who won't do as he is told, who gets lost, who still prefers the company of goslings. Up here in the emptiness I am Isknarbia, on my own, free, on the other side, outside of them all, but I see them.

On this day I looked down and saw the young birds flocking around Medicine Rock like excited chicks around their mother. I knew well what that meant: Steggrose, the Wise Old Bird was going to entertain the goslings and instruct the yearlings. I had watched him before from high above, but that day something pulled at my heart and I didn't know what. I seemed to be pulled this way and that a lot in those days. I had always thought that Steggrose was a curious sort of bird, he scared me a little, but he told good stories. I decided to go and see, so I circled down to find a good place to watch.

As I came to earth I saw Steggrose fluttering about, turning circles, pecking at his own breast, stamping his big pink feet, and then dashing behind the rock like he was going to be sick. When he reappeared he looked different. Now he stood tall before the crowd of young geese, stamping back and forth with a determined stride, opening wide his beak and giving a deep throated holler which quickly claimed the attention of his audience.

In the silence he himself had created Steggrose began to hop from foot to foot, and then to make little jumps in the air, his wings pointed backwards, his long neck undulating like a serpent in his strange dance. Then he began to chant the same words over and over and over, the sounds gradually forming the hypnotic song of our ancestors, a song all young geese know well, and which means much to them, and which in low whispers they joined in concert. 

Before long the Wise Old Bird brought the singing to an end by gently waving his wings up and down and lowering his voice, which had a calming effect on the young birds, and one by one they stopped singing and rested still, in expectation.

Suddenly there came a great squealing noise all around the rock, and the sounds of the fox, the wolf, the snake, and the great eagle assailed the young geese as if surrounded by their worst nightmares, and wild fear and panic choked the air. Then, a moment before the geese burst free from that hallowed patch the Wise Old Bird jumped high into the air and gave a long honking wail that seemed to scatter the menacing spirits and brought calm again to the crowd.

What a performance!

There are those in the flock who say that the Wise Old Bird is really the Fake Old Fowl, that he uses tricks and deceptions to frighten and exploit the impressionable youth of the clan. It is true that some goslings believe everything he does is real and are genuinely frightened, and that Steggrose really does have magical powers. And it is true that for some it is all about the performance, even though it does draw their interest. But for those who see with their eyes and who hear with their ears, they see and hear that which others do not.

All at once Steggrose became a maelstrom. 

He twitches, trembles, spasms uncontrollably and then leaps high into the air, whirling about, hopping, somersaulting, shaking his head, pecking at the earth and then at the sky. He yells, mutters, shrieks, gibbers, howls, cries, and fashions sounds no other goose could.

Suddenly he stopped. He stared at the crowd so deeply none could hold his gaze, and then he stamped his big pink feet, waved his long wings, wiggled his serpent-like neck, honked, rattled, hissed, danced round and around, leaped forward toward the gathering and made all the goslings jump in fright. 

He stood as tall as he could, wings stretched out in a great curve and honked like a giant and the goslings all chirruped and screamed and laughed, for they love this part of the performance, and are amazed and enchanted.

All was quiet once more, and the eyes of the Old Wise Bird stared into the far distance, to beyond the curtain of light, as the spirit of his predecessor joined as one with Steggrose. Onambunu was his name, teacher and guide to Steggrose until he took flight beyond the curtain for the last time.

Now a different voice filled the air, a clear ancestral voice older than the ice, a voice that brought both authority and love:

Soon the clan Athansertali will take wing on the great migration. Many young birds will be setting out on this great journey for the first time and must understand. Soon all the homemakers, all the mothers and fathers, they will leave their nests and join together and prepare for the long flight. We will flock together as we feel the deep desire welling up within us like a clear water spring, the desire to fly far and high. 

Soon the nights will wax long, the cold will begin to bite, and food will be thin on the ground. You will see strange things, you will see quiet birds, sensible birds, old birds, all growing restless, fretting, nervous, looking longingly into the southern sky, jumping up and down, taking flight momentarily, and landing awkwardly.

But do not fear. All geese must make ready for the great migration as best they can. It is a long way. It is perilous. There will be adventures, but there will also be danger. Not all geese will return to Svadrafold.

One day soon, when I, Steggrose, the Wise Old Bird have studied the stars and the weather lore, and found the signs to my liking, and when the wind is in the right direction, the Athansertali will take wing.

Yerkbekold, the Old Gander, will give the command, his lieutenants will echo the word throughout the flock, and one by one we will take to the air until the whole flock will be as one, turning the sky dark, our wings sounding like thunder, and it will be wondrous to behold.

Steeply will we climb, and fast, forming into our ranks, two long lines will meet at the point, where Yerkbekold the Strong will take the lead, our necks stretching toward the south, our wings beating strong, and like an arrow the Athansertali will fly into the limitless sky.

We will cross the sea, we will fly over Jegiatzalfold and see great fields full of the clans of our tribe getting ready for their own departure. Over more patches of land we will fly, and then out over the Rematlanormas, the wide open sea. 

We will fly higher, and we will meet our guide, the wild north wind, and we will see so very far but all we will see is the ocean far below, reaching up to kiss the sky. Now we sing, the Athansertali always sing when the arrow flies high; we sing for the sailors and the fishermen, for the watchers and the wanderers; we sing for the heaven and the earth and the ecstasy of our freedom at the top of the world, and our song carries far across the world.

Our strong wings rip through the living atmosphere, we steer south-east at a tremendous speed, so that before half a day of hard flying has passed we must take our rest in Velorantza. In these islands there is much danger but we must eat and regain our strength. The hoomans of this cruel land enjoy the slaughter of geese and our wise and beautiful friends of the sea, so we may not tarry.

Soon we take flight again. Southward we travel, until we find Clectiloronan once more, where we will lodge awhile on the estuary, alongside the clans that have arrived from other homelands. In the morning we will feed on nearby fields, and make ready to continue our journey.

From Clectiloronan all clans fly south, but the Athansertali fly south west over the patchwork fields to Nelregafimguna, our winter home by marsh and lake. It is a good place, where






































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Y Y e Y Y Y e Y e T W e e T Y
w->-b-»-nb:-»:-b-n»-nb-»1->->->->1-

ook 00 AN 200 Aok Y 200 ANk 200 Aok 200 Aok S 200 Aok S 20 ok

YA.V*A.'*A.V*A.V*A.'*A.'*A.V*A.V*A.'*A.'*‘.V*A.'*A.V*A.'A
NISTZ A 3N -»- 5 TZ (s SO0 DTz S SO -»- 0Tz A SO eSS el
Wel A€W e ook 200 ook 200 ook 200 Aok Y 20 ok

YA.V*A.V*A.V*A.V*A "A.V*A.V*A.V*A.V*A.V*A.'*A.'*A.'*A.'A
—-»-»:-»-“' LNCAL /S SORC ANCAL/S AT DAL (S SO -»-A
720 QX 20 0 L0 O 20 0 4 5 W5 a 4 5 W5 a 4 0 oso 20 ol

4

S AN G

NSO AN A
20 XY 20 K

Y"'*“"

S NS T

4-4-‘<- ook y 200 Aok Y 20 ok

‘velve'*3*3*3*3*91

S350 O H NSNS O S e QAP @ Do S SO /)

W s COWLING

Wisl a9 -.4-"' K00 Aokt 20 0 ANkt 200 0ok 20 ok
>

YA.'*A.'*A.'*A. ‘A "A. A.'*A.V*A.'*A.'*A.'*A.V*A.'*A.'A
B3N GZ A 350 -»-».n»-n 0T A3 S AT S AT 5T AT
V-JQ-‘ 00X 7 20 O L0 7 2000 -:4-‘ -Q-n -‘<|‘ |‘<-‘4
Y‘.'*‘.'*‘.'*‘.'*‘.'*‘.' ‘.'*‘.'*‘.'*‘.'*‘.'*‘.'*‘.'*‘.'A

SIORCZ /3 SONC DAL (5 SO DAL /S SO
--4-<.-<.-4..4.-<.-<-4.-<-.<.-<-.<.‘<-.4
N2 /NEAN NPAE NEANA NANS NIAN ANANS ANEANS NIANS NFANS NPANS (NEANS NPANS NEANA N

Dz L35 DT (3 SO D [ 30 DT L30T






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





