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            Dedication

            This story is for everyone who has faced their own chilling shadows and found the courage to grow, blossoming despite the frost. May your spirit of Qanuqtuurniq – that ingenious resourcefulness – always light your path, reminding you of the strength you carry within.

        
    

  
        
            Introduction

            The Arctic night isn't just dark; it's a vast, inky canvas that swallows the stars whole.

Here, the cold isn't merely a temperature; it's a living presence, a whisper that can steal your breath, a sculptor that carves the land into impossible shapes of ice and snow. For those who call this frozen edge of the world home, every flicker of warmth, every splash of colour, is a victory against an overwhelming silence that stretches back to time immemorial.

It's in this stark beauty that we learn the truest meaning of light – not just the sun's pale gleam or the aurora's dance, but the light we craft with our own hands, the stories we share, the warmth of a shared meal. Sometimes, though, when you coax a flame into being in the deepest dark, you realise that not all shadows are merely absences of light. Some hold their own kind of hunger, an ancient stirring beneath the ice, waiting for just the right spark to awaken.

And tonight, under the veil of the long Arctic night, this tale takes on a particularly eerie edge. It is a story woven for Hallowe’en, when the line between the ordinary and the uncanny grows thin, and the wind itself seems to carry whispers from beyond. Shadows stretch a little longer, flames flicker a little wilder, and every creak of ice or whisper of the wind might be something more than it seems. Here, in the frozen silence, the cold can hide not just emptiness, but secrets—ancient, restless, and hungry—that stir when the dark is deepest.

        
    

  
      
        
        
                Chapter One

                The First Flicker

                The wind howled a prelude, a chilling overture to the night’s darker promises. Saila shivered, pulling her parka tighter. Halloween wasn't just about candy in Kivalliq; it was about the old stories, the ones her Nain had whispered about sky spirits roaming the tundra when the veil thinned. This year, the air felt especially thin.

“Yo, Saila! You coming or what?” Jordin yelled, his breath pluming white. He stood by the community centre’s entrance, a makeshift ghost costume flapping around him. His face was painted a ghastly green, but his eyes held a nervous glint.

“Just a sec!” Saila called back, her voice barely audible over the rising gale. She scanned the horizon. The sun had already dipped, dragging the last vestiges of colour from the sky. Only a bruised purple remained, bleeding into an ominous black. Elder Aputi had warned them. “The spirits walk on nights like these,” she’d said, her voice raspy, “when the land goes quiet, and the cold bites deepest.” Saila felt the cold already gnawing at her bones.

Inside, the community hall buzzed with forced cheer. Kids, bundled in costumes ranging from polar bears to superheroes, chased each other, their laughter echoing off the high ceilings. Adults huddled by the large windows, their gazes fixed on the darkening world outside. The sense of unease was palpable, a low hum beneath the festive noise.

Saila found her cousin, Malaya, by the snack table, meticulously arranging a pile of bannock. “Looks like a proper storm brewing,” Malaya mumbled, not looking up. “Nain says it’ll be a bad one.”

“Yeah, I know,” Saila replied, grabbing a piece of bannock. “She also said the sky spirits get hungrier with the big storms.” Malaya shot her a look. “Dude, don’t even joke.”

A sudden, violent gust rattled the entire building. The lights flickered. Silence slammed down, instant and heavy. Every head snapped up. The generator, usually a dependable drone, sputtered. It coughed once, a dying gasp. Then, total, absolute darkness.

A collective gasp rippled through the hall. Children whimpered. The cheerful buzz vanished, replaced by the terrifying sound of the wind screaming outside, now unimpeded by the building’s former warmth. The emergency lights, usually quick to kick in, remained stubbornly off. The village was plunged into an impenetrable blackness, a void that swallowed sound, light, and hope.

Panic began to coil in the air, a cold, sharp scent. People fumbled for phones, their screens flaring uselessly in the vast dark. No signal. Of course. The storm had severed everything.

Saila’s mind raced, bypassing the fear that clawed at her throat. She thought of Nain, of the long evenings by the oil lamp in their cabin, listening to stories of survival. Nain had always said: “When the modern fails, the old ways endure. Use what you have, child. The land provides.”

“We need light,” Saila announced, her voice surprisingly steady in the gloom. “Proper light. Not these phone screens.”

“What are we going to do?” Malaya’s voice trembled beside her. “It’s pitch black. We can’t even see our hands.”

“I can make lamps,” Saila said, the idea crystallising, a sudden, bright spark in the overwhelming darkness. “Like Nain used to. From seal fat.”

Elder Aputi, a shadow in the corner, stirred. “The old ways are strong, child,” she murmured, her voice a low rumble. “But the materials…”

“I know where,” Saila insisted. “That old storage shed behind our place. It’s full of stuff Nain saved. Whale bone, sinew… I saw a bucket of rendered seal fat there last summer.”

The suggestion hung in the air, a crazy notion in the face of modern helplessness. But what else was there? The wind howled, a hungry beast circling their fragile community.

“I’m coming with you,” Jordin declared, his voice a little shaky but resolute.

“Me too,” Malaya added.

“No,” Saila said, already moving towards the main door, feeling her way along the wall. “It’s too dangerous for everyone. Stay here. Keep people calm. I’ll be quick.” She knew the path to the shed blindfolded. She’d played there countless times as a child.

She wrestled with the heavy door, the wind tearing at her, trying to rip it from her grasp. Icy snow immediately blasted her face, stinging her eyes. The cold was a physical weight, pressing down, threatening to crush her. She pulled her hood tighter, squinting into the maelstrom. Every step was a battle, her boots sinking into drifts that had already piled high against the community centre.

The shed was a hunched, snow-covered mound, barely visible even in the faint, ghostly glow of the snow. She found the latch by feel, her fingers numb. It groaned open, revealing a deeper, colder darkness. The air inside was thick with the scent of old wood, dried fish, and something metallic.

She fumbled for a moment, her breath catching in her throat, before her fingers brushed against the rough, cool surface of a whale bone. It was huge, a vertebra, smooth and polished by decades of wind and time. Perfect. A solid base.

She worked quickly, her hands moving with an instinctive knowledge gleaned from years of watching Nain. She found smaller, curved pieces of bone, ideal for the lamp’s bowl. A coil of dried sinew, tough and pliable, was tucked into a canvas bag. Finally, her hand closed around the rim of a tin bucket. Inside, firm and cool, was the rendered seal fat, a pale, creamy white. It was old, but still good. She felt a surge of triumph.

Back at the community centre, the silence was even heavier, punctuated only by the relentless shriek of the blizzard. Saila’s return was met with a collective sigh of relief. She dumped her haul onto a clearing on the floor, ignoring the snow clinging to her parka.

“Okay, everyone,” she announced, her voice cutting through the oppressive quiet. “We’re making light.”

Under the watchful, anxious eyes of the villagers, Saila began her work. She used a small, sharp stone, found years ago on a camping trip, to carefully carve shallow depressions into the whale bone pieces. These would be the reservoirs for the seal fat. She meticulously shaped small wicks from the sinew, braiding them tightly, then soaking them in the fat. Her fingers moved with a precise, almost ritualistic rhythm, each action imbued with purpose. Jordin and Malaya watched, mesmerised.

“How long will this take?” Malaya whispered, her voice tight.

“As long as it takes,” Saila replied, not looking up. Her focus was absolute. She was a conduit for Nain’s teachings, for generations of survival. The cold seeped into her bones, but her hands were steady.

Hours passed. The wind hammered against the walls, an insistent, violent presence. But inside, a different kind of tension built, laced with a fragile hope. Saila completed the first lamp. It was simple, elegant in its practicality: a smooth, curved whale bone, a small pool of seal fat, a sinew wick.

She reached for a small piece of flint and steel, another of Nain’s emergency tools. A spark. A tiny flicker. Then, a hesitant, orange glow. The flame caught, small at first, then grew, steady and strong.

The light was extraordinary. It wasn't the harsh glare of an electric bulb, nor the weak beam of a phone. It was a warm, living light, almost golden, that pushed back the encompassing darkness with an unexpected intensity



















            

                
                The Hungry Glow

                

































































            

                
                Chapter of Frozen Despair

                










































            
      
    
OEBPS/nav.xhtml

  
    Table of Contents


    
      		Front Matter		Copyright


		Dedication


		Introduction






		Stories		The Frost's Shadow

		The First Flicker


		The Hungry Glow


		Chapter of Frozen Despair







		Discussion Guide

		The Guiding Value


		Questions for Discussion


		Sustainable Development in Action











		Appendices		About the Author






    


  

  
    Landmarks


    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Beginning of Content


    


  


OEBPS/images/cover.jpeg





