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  Dedication

This story is for all young hunters and storytellers.

Whether you follow tracks in the snow or paths on a screen, remember this:

The tools may change, the ice may shift, and the stories may take new forms,

but the courage to face your fears,

the wisdom to mend what is broken,

and the need to belong,

are the same in every language.

Though our traditions may differ, our hearts beat as one.

May this story be a bridge between your world and theirs.
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  Glossary

Aarluk: orca, killer whale 
Aglu: a breathing hole in the ice, made by a seal 
Akuutaq (ah KOO tak): “Ice cream” made from fat and berries
Amaroq: wolf, also a wolf spirit
Anaana: mother
Angik qummatit: deep cracks in ancient ice that can swallow hunters
Apanuugak: a cultural hero
Ataata: father
Atlatl: a hand-held tool that helps hunters throw spears farther
Avanersuarmiutut (a va ner SUAR miu tut): a dialect of the Greenlandic language. The words may not be written down, and therefore are pronounced slightly differently in various villages. The k-sound is formed far back in the throat
Listen to an Avanersuarmiutut speaker here: youtube.com/watch?v=AR2mZxzrAnM
Avataq (pl: avatat): an inflated seal hide, traditionally used as a float
Bygderåd: municipal council
Grønlands Politi: the authorities in Nuuk
Iii: Yes
Inughuit (ee noo GOO it): The indigenous people who live in the northwestern region of Greenland (Inuit are the indigenous peoples who inhabit the Arctic regions of Canada, Greenland, Alaska, and parts of Russia)
Inuiattut Ulluat: Greenlandic National Day
Inussuk / inuksuk (pl: inussuit): stone marker, historically used for navigation, as a point of reference, a marker for travel routes, fishing places, camps, hunting grounds, or to mark a food cache
Kalaallisut (ka LA klee sut): one of the official Greenlandic languages (besides Danish)
Kamippaat: thigh-high boots made from sealskin or bearskin
Kamiq: everyday boots made from seal, caribou, or other hides
Kinaq: the spirit that brings the north winds
Mattak: whale skin and the underlying fat layer 
Mikittuq: my little one
Na’a: no
Nanuq / Nanook (na NOO k): polar bear
Natseq: ringed seal
Nunataaq: snow that never melts
Piqtuqsiq: a sudden, violent blizzard
Pitsaasumik: Bravo
Ptarmigan: Arctic bird
Putseq: wispy morning mist
Qaanauk: Let’s go
Qajaq: a hunter's boat, a kayak
Qallunaaq: a non-Inughuit of European descent
Qilalungaq (pl: qilalukkat): Narwhal, an Arctic toothed whale
Qimmeq (pl: qimmit): Inuit sled dog
Qinuituq: deep patience
Qujanaq: Thank you
Qulliq (pl: qullit): a shallow lamp carved from stone
Ruger .22: a semi-automatic rifle
Sapiliqtailili: don’t be lazy
Sassumap Arnaa: the mother of the sea
Sila: the weather spirit
Siorapaluk: a settlement in the Avannaata municipality in northern Greenland
Skua: a predatory seabird
Suaasat: a stew made from whatever meat or fish is available 
Tariuq: ocean
Tarniq: spirit
Tuktu / tuttu: caribou
Tuukkaq:  harpoon head
Uangnaq: a strong north-west wind
Ukaleq: a hare
Ulu: a curved woman’s knife
Umiatiaraaq (pl. umiatiaraaqqat): a motorized boat for up to six people
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The local name of Greenland, the world’s largest island, is Kalaallit Nunaat (ka LACH lit nu NAAT). Imagine living where winter lasts most of the year, where the sun disappears for months and then shines all summer long without setting.
The Inughuit people have called Greenland home for thousands of years. They have mastered the skills to survive in a frozen world by fishing, hunting caribou, seals and walruses, and even the rare polar bear, and by reading weather and ice as if it were a book.
Today, Greenland is part of the Kingdom of Denmark, but it governs itself and has its own parliament in the capital, Nuuk. Most Greenlanders live in colorful wooden houses in small coastal towns. (The middle of the island is covered by a massive ice sheet, so nobody lives there). Snowmobiles often replace dog sleds, but some hunters still use dog teams to cross the ice. Hunting and fishing remain essential, both for culture and survival.
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Fourteen-year-old twins Anusha and Nanook want to take you somewhere most people will never see—their tiny Arctic village, just 1,390 km (860 miles) from the North Pole, one of the northernmost places where humans live. Here, the sun doesn’t set all summer, ice cracks like gunshots, caribou drift across the tundra like ghosts, and seals allow humans to survive.
Nanook’s trying to become a hunter worthy of his father, if the changing ice will let him. He sees his emotions in color, while Anusha sees the world in stories—some true, some… not quite. Some she tells in Danish, some in Kalaallisut, the Greenlandic language, and others in Avanersuarmiutut, their local Inughuit dialect. But in a village this small, stories travel fast, and she’s learning the hard way that some stories can cause real trouble.
Step into the endless summer light as they prepare for the festival of Greenlandic National Day, where ancient traditions meet new challenges in a world more extraordinary than you could imagine. Ready? A grand adventure awaits. And don’t worry about language skills: kindness is understood everywhere.






  
  1
Nanook: Seals Away

In the Arctic wind, a white ptarmigan feather trembles over the seal’s breathing hole, barely three meters away. Three meters between me and the moment that decides if I’m ready to be a hunter. The tension brings on a copper-colored hue that settles over all I see. 
Somewhere under this stretch of ice, whiskers and black eyes are moving toward me, ready to surface for air through this dark, silent circle in the white. I crouch low, one knee pressed into the packed snow while the cold seeps through my sealskin pants. If I can just keep still long enough to honor my father’s trust in handing me his harpoon.
“Keep your shadow off the aglu,”1 Ataata murmurs.
I shift a hand-width away from the black hole in the ice. “It’s fine,” I whisper back. His eyes flick toward mine. I move a bit more.
Beside me, Uncle Kaya leans on his harpoon as if it’s a walking stick, grinning under his frost-crusted hood. “The seal will come up for air when it’s ready, not when you are.” He winks, then motions toward the snow crystals drifting across the ice. “Wind’s changing. Feel that?”
I do. The air is sharper; the snow hisses low along the surface. I imagine the seal pausing, deciding whether to surface.
One of us wins; one of us loses.

We wait. Just us, the silence, and the aglu. My toes tingle inside my boots. Ataata watches me without saying anything, but I know. Most hunters my age have already made their first kill. The elders still ask about mine.
I shift my weight carefully. The ice grew thicker through the long, dark months, but standing here, the barrier between my world and the freezing deep seems dangerously thin. Frost freezes my nose hairs with every breath and glues my eyelashes together. I blink hard. The air shimmers with glitter, tiny ice crystals sharp enough to scratch my throat when I breathe. It must be minus thirty degrees. But the sun’s staying up longer now; soon it won’t dip at all. 
My knee slides closer. Ataata’s mitten brushes the snow, quickly and quietly. “Stay alert to your surroundings,” he says, his voice barely more than a breath. “Not all hunters out here are looking for seals.”

A howl ripples across the landscape, sliding under my hood and down my spine. 
Wolves. 
I glance toward the dark outline of the Piulip Alannguat Mountains cutting into the pale sky and try to forget the tracks I found near their base—polar bear prints, fresh ones, each as big as my head.
Uncle Kaya tilts his chin toward the ground, his eyes tracking what I can’t see. “Listen to the ice,” he says, reading the snow the way others read a book.
My fingers tremble on the harpoon. Sweat dampens my mittens. Behind me, Ataata crouches, his breath raspy. He catches a cough in his sleeve, and instantly, a wave of green color floods my vision, as it always does when fear grips me. I should’ve known something was wrong when he took two tries to mount the ATV this morning. 
The ice groans beneath me. I shiver. 
Focus!
My eyes burn from staring at the feather.
There! A whisper of movement; the feather quivers. Any second now…
The water agitates, dark and alive. The seal’s close.
“This seal is yours. We will not interfere,” Ataata breathes, taking a step back. I angle his harpoon low. 
The water bulges upward and splits apart. A sleek gray head pushes through, whiskers first, followed by those huge dark pupils that catch the sunlight like black glass. The seal’s nostrils flare, and I smell its breath—sharp, fishy, alive with the scent of the sea.
Now!
I explode upward, the harpoon arcing down. But behind me, Ataata’s cough rips through the silence—harsh, desperate. The green turns an awful, poisonous shade, and my eyes flick back for a heartbeat, even while I shout. “Natseq!” our name for ringed seal. The harpoon strikes where my prey was a breath ago. 
Icy spray blasts across my face. The seal has vanished beneath the ice, and I’m left teetering on the edge of the breathing hole, panting. 
“Argh!” I wrench the harpoon free, drop to my knees, and slam my fist into the ice until pain shoots up my arm. Muddy brown washes over my vision.

“The tundra has no patience for tantrums, Nanook.” Ataata’s voice rasps. There’s no anger in it, just exhaustion.
I can’t look at him. Can’t tell him that it was his cough that broke my focus. That the sound of him struggling to breathe scared me more than missing this seal. “It was right there.” My fists clench so hard my mittens squeak. “Right there, and I…” 
Uncle Kaya’s hand lands on my shoulder. “Seals can feel hesitation.” 
“That was our meat.” The words come out raw. “The council’s going to ask what we brought home, and I’ll have nothing to show. Again.” I kick at the ice. 
“We know,” Uncle Kaya says. “The distraction cost you. But even the greatest hunter has days like this. Panuq and I have gone home empty-handed more times than we want to admit,” he says.
I turn to Ataata. He nods, and a frown deepens the lines on his face. “Iii,” he affirms in our language. “It’s true. But every time we returned empty-handed, we learned something—about patience, and about respecting the animals we depend on.” I watch his careful, measured, bearskin-clad steps with unease. One wrong move out here, that’s all it takes.

“Let’s head back. We’ll try again tomorrow.” Ataata walks slowly, joints stiff from the cold and the waiting. Months of hard work and meager hunting success have hollowed his cheeks. His left eyebrow, scarred in a fight with a bull seal, twitches. “The ice is melting too early this year. It’s becoming more dangerous to venture further out.”  
As we trudge toward the ATVs, the harpoon, its line now coiled and secured, grows heavier with each step. 
Suddenly, the ice cracks, sharp as a gunshot. Uncle Kaya’s right leg disappears as black water surges up around his kamik. He throws his arms out with a sharp gasp, trying to regain balance. 
How can it be liquid under the snow when the air is this cold? It doesn’t make sense.
“Don’t move!” Ataata drops flat to his stomach, spreading his weight across the surface. The ice around Uncle Kaya’s leg spiderwebs with fractures. He shifts his weight carefully to his solid leg and pulls. His kamik comes free with a sucking sound. Water sloshes off the sides and turns to ice in an instant, creeping up the leather in a white crust. He hobbles three quick steps away from the hole before stopping, breath coming fast. “Dry inside.”
Uncle Kaya beats his mitt against the boot, knocking off more chunks of ice.
“Keep flexing your toes,” Ataata says. “Make sure nothing’s seeping through.” He examines the hole from a safe distance, then punches his own boot into the nearby ice. Listens, jaw tight. “Rotten ice,” he says. “The warm currents are eating it from below.” He gestures to where Uncle Kaya broke through. “You can’t see it until you’re already in.”
How many steps did I take over ice that looked solid but wasn’t? My stomach twists. “The dogs would’ve punched through this mess in a heartbeat,” I say, thinking of the dog team. Now, Ataata’s decision makes perfect sense. Their paws, the sled runners. Too much weight in one spot. The ice could have swallowed them whole.

When I glance back at the breathing hole, it’s just a black dot now. The sky darkens. Massive clouds march in. Ataata coughs again, and while he tries to muffle the sound, I hear it. I always do.
Uncle Kaya could have taken that seal. So could Ataata. They’ve hunted through worse—through blizzards, through fog, through ice so thin it sang warnings under their feet. They didn’t need to give me this chance. We need the meat. But they stepped back anyway. Because they believe I can do this.
The wind picks up, carrying with it the scent of snow and danger, a reminder that at any moment, the Arctic can bare its icy teeth. Above us, a raven’s call echoes across the tundra.
I have to be faster next time. Better. Smarter. I’ve wanted this my whole life. To provide. To earn my place. To be the person who feeds his family. Tomorrow I won’t hesitate, won’t get distracted, won’t fail. 
Ataata stares out at the ice field. “Ice won’t be stable much longer. We’ll have to be more careful. Test every step. Stay closer to shore where it’s thicker.”
I want to argue, to say it’s too dangerous. But the truth is, we don’t have a choice. Because Ataata’s cough is getting worse and the cooking pots are empty and the elders are watching Panuq’s son to see if he’s ready to be a hunter.
Tomorrow, then. I look at Ataata and realize he’s not watching the ice at all. He’s watching me.
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       A breathing hole in the ice, made by a seal
    






  
  2
Nanook: Winds of Adversity

“Let’s hurry!” Ataata shouts, but the wind rips the words from his mouth. He whistles instead—three short, piercing blasts that cut through the storm like a harpoon through water. I know the signal: move faster, stay close. I push forward against the blizzard, ice crystals stinging my face. The cold is a living thing, clawing under my parka, trying to steal the warmth from my bones. 
A vicious gust hits us from the side, and for a heartbeat Ataata fights it, boots scraping for purchase on the hidden ice beneath. But then he staggers. His legs buckle. Heart pounding, I lunge toward him and manage to catch the edge of his parka while his weight slams into me.
“Ataata?”
No answer.
His face is too pale. This isn’t just a fall. He’s not moving. Not groaning. Not anything.
Why? Is it exhaustion? Hunger? The cold? No matter.
I sink to the ground beside him. Panic flares green at the edges of my vision. Sharp. Splintered. Like cracked bottle glass. Uncle Kaya bursts into view, snow flying around his boots, hands flashing in urgent signals. “Hold him! Now!”
We turn Ataata’s face away from the wind.
“Lift his feet onto your shoulders!” Uncle Kaya signals again.
Gritting my teeth, I slide under Ataata’s legs. His snow-crusted boots dig into my shoulders, heavy as stone carvings. My legs shake with the effort, but I hold.
Uncle Kaya’s hands press and release across Ataata’s chest, coaxing air into his lungs.
Come on.
Please.
Time stands still, measured only by Uncle Kaya’s compressions. Press and release, press and release.
A breath. A flicker of eyelids. Ataata’s eyes flutter open.

Uncle Kaya grabs him under the arms and hauls him upright. Ataata sways, leans heavily into him. Groggy but breathing.
With a jerk of his chin, Uncle Kaya points to the second vehicle, then makes a steering motion with his hands. The machine looms before me, a beast of metal and rubber I’ve only ever driven with Ataata behind me, his steady hands guiding mine. Uncle Kaya doesn’t wait for me to say yes. He shows me the basics again—throttle, brake, clutch. 
Then he ties Ataata to his chest using rope, pulling the knots tight. One sharp nod, and both ATVs roar to life. I lock my focus on Uncle Kaya’s taillight, gripping the handlebars hard enough to make my knuckles ache. My first solo drive, and it has to be now. 
When we hit a rough patch, Ataata’s head drops against Uncle Kaya’s shoulder. The green, vivid and sickening, floods everything, pulsing with every thud of my heart.

An hour later, I blink away tears from the biting wind as our village comes into view, colorful houses tucked between the mountains and the fjord. Breathe. We’re home.
Smoke rises from chimneys, whipped by winds that never quit. Our school stands at the heart of our settlement, its gym doubling as the center of our community. It’s where we play basketball after school, where we celebrate, where the bygderåd—our municipal council—gathers to debate hunting routes and politics, and where the Elders tell stories about Sassumap Arnaa, the mother of the sea, and Kinaq, the spirit that brings the north winds.

My relief fades when my eyes drift past the familiar buildings to the shore. Open water spreads where solid ice should be. Our qajaqs and a couple of the motorized boats we call umiatiaraaqqat rest uneasily on the stony beach, small and fragile against the gray waves.
This can’t be right. The ice can’t be gone—not yet, not for weeks. 
I skid to a stop outside our home, shouting, “Anaana!” even before the machine rattles to silence.
Anusha, my twin sister, appears first, her thick braids bouncing as she rushes past me. Her eyes widen at seeing Ataata slumped against Uncle Kaya, but she doesn’t panic. Anaana bursts through the doorway next and rushes to help Uncle Kaya guide Ataata up the creaking steps, through the house and straight onto his bed. Malik and Kakkiq, my little brothers, peek out from the kids’ room, eerily quiet.
We move without words, grabbing blankets, raising his feet, making him comfortable. It’s like running an emergency drill at school—except this is real.

Uncle Kaya squeezes my shoulder, his round face splitting into a grin that takes up half of it. “You did well, Nanook. A true son of the North.” His bushy eyebrows dance under the gray hair sticking out in a messy tangle from his hat. I exhale.
“We should try fishing from boats,” Ataata’s voice sounds weak from his bed. “Like the Danish fishermen.”
The grin vanishes from Uncle Kaya’s face. He shakes his head, those wild eyebrows drawing together. “We are hunters, not fishermen. The seals will return to the ice.”
“What ice?” Both men stare at me. Uncle Kaya’s expression hardens, all warmth gone. “There will be ice, Nanook. There’s always been ice.” He waves on his way out, but his smile does not return.
At school, they teach us about climate change—about adaptation. But at home, admitting the ice might not return feels like giving up on everything our family has ever known.
After a rest, Ataata settles into his usual chair by the window, and Anusha wraps a caribou blanket around his shoulders. I pass through the doorframe between our main room and the small anteroom, where our kamippaat1 sit scattered in puddles from the melting snow. Lining them up properly calms my nerves. The dining table sits crooked where we shoved it aside in our rush. Straightening it feels like putting the world back in order, one small piece at a time.
“Malik,” Anusha calls, “heat some water for tea.”
Kakkiq, barely five, whines, “I want to help, too.” His bottom lip trembles. Malik kneels down to his level. “You can add some dried cloudberries, okay?” They disappear into the kitchen.
“Make me a cup, too,” Granny Aana calls from her sewing spot. “And mind that you don’t serve your elders last.”

Uncle Kaya’s words from earlier echo in my head: “A true hunter.” Hunters need ice. They need seals, whales, and fish. Worry turns everything foggy and silver-white, like peering through frosted glass. I blink hard, trying to see clearly, as I stare at the naked shore. If the ice disappears, we can’t hunt seals. If we can’t hunt seals, we’ll go hungry.
Malik clatters pots about while Kakkiq asks endless questions about everything. Ataata looks tired and old.
“Panuq, you should have eaten my portion.” Anaana’s hand lingers on his forehead.
“No,” Ataata’s voice is weak. “You need your strength, too.”
“And what good is my strength if you can’t hunt? If you can’t…” My gaze shifts between them as they argue. But I understand why he refuses her portion of food. We all need to stay strong now.
Anaana catches me staring out at the ice-free waters. “Nanook? Are you okay?”
I look down at my hands. They gripped the ATV, fought the storm, saved Ataata. I straighten my back and sigh. Used to be simple. Hunt like Ataata, like Uncle Kaya. Follow their tracks, learn their ways. But now? It’s like staring at fresh snow after a storm. No tracks to follow.
The ice melts faster each season. The storms blow harder and are more unpredictable. Sure, the elders keep saying, “Stick to the ways we’ve always done things.” But we can’t hunt like before when nature changes its rules. We’ll have to come up with new ways, or we won’t survive. Simple as that.


1.
       Long animal-skin boots
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Anusha: a Brother’s Dance on Thin Ice

The kitchen lamp sways, though the April light lasts more than twenty hours now. Makes it hard to settle down. 
Kakkiq curls up in the corner, his seal-tooth necklace clutched in both hands. His usual bouncing energy has drained away. He’s sobbing.
“What troubles you?” I ask, settling beside him. He looks up, eyes wet with tears. “I lost one,” he lisps, holding up his necklace. “When we were playing outside. The biggest tooth, the one Ataata gave me.” The necklace looks naked without its main tooth.
“Show me where you played,” I say. We search together behind our house. Heaps of stones mark the fort he and Malik built; some of the rocks sparkle. I search through them thoroughly, but no tooth. All the while, Kakkiq’s mittened hands move frantically, scattering gravel in all directions. His lip quivers.
Stone after stone slips through my fingers. My knees begin to ache. My fingertips are getting numb. This is hopeless. 
Then, my fingertips brush against something different. Something smooth and cool tucked between two larger stones. I freeze. Ever so carefully, I work my fingers around it and lift. The tooth emerges, catching the light. Kakkiq lets out a sharp, happy cry and barrels into me, thin arms flinging around my waist so hard I almost fall backward. 
“Qujanaq! Qujanaq!” he shouts into my parka, thanking me. “Now tie it around my neck again.” His small body is bouncing with joy. His hand finds mine, small and warm, and we go inside.

“Tell us a story.” Kakkiq bounces in his seat, clutching his seal-tooth necklace, wiggling with excitement. Malik, who’s ten and wants to understand the world before he’s eleven, loves hearing any story. He balances on two legs of his chair and nods eagerly.
“Listen to this,” I say, and both brothers stop fidgeting. “This is the story of a boy who wanted everything right now.” I point at Nanook. “Remember Sila Ivalu’s tale about Apanuugak the hunter? How he had to choose during a seal hunt—rush forward on the ice and endanger himself, or wait and watch like the ancestors taught?”
Nanook squirms.
As soon as Sila’s story ended, Nanook dared me to race to the shore. So we did. A few qajaqs rested on the beach, and buoys and coiled ropes lay in neat piles nearby. But Aklaq’s qajaq had worked loose from its mooring and was bobbing out there, maybe twenty meters offshore, rocking in the black water. Nanook took it as a challenge. The ice groaned warnings, but he snatched a coiled rope and a throwing hook from a pile. 
“Watch!” he shouted over the wind. “In and out, two minutes!”
I warned him about spring ice, but he stepped onto a large ice floe and swung the rope in circles above his head. It whistled through the air, landed with a splash, and vanished beneath the waves, hook and all. “You should have seen his face!”
Both Little Foxes look at their brother.
He reeled it back in. His arms dripped with icy water as he coiled the sodden rope. He took another step forward and threw it again. This time, the rope landed in the qajaq with a clunk. “Gotcha!” he yelled. His face lit up, and for a second, he held up that rope like he’d won something.”
“Did you feel like Apanuugak?” Malik asks.
“No, ’cause then came the sound,” Nanook says, cupping both hands over his ears. “Not just a crack, but a deep groan. The ice tilted beneath me. I hadn’t noticed the narrow channel of dark water between the ice chunks.”
“So I watched the ocean swallow him while the qajaq kept bobbing on the waves. What could I do? I grabbed a rope and threw it. But he couldn’t catch it. I tried again. This time he caught it, but the current nearly tore it from my grip.” I spread my palms, showing the rope burns that are still healing. “These will be scars of a battle for Nanook’s life.” He averts his eyes.
“I dug my heels into the gravel, and no matter how deeply the rope bit into my palms, I wouldn’t let go. Ever so slowly, every heave brought him closer until he collapsed on the beach. By then, his lips were blue! We raced home, fearing his clothes might freeze, and all the while he spat out seawater.” Nanook nods.

“He was lucky,” I say, “because his sister, who is smarter and more patient than he is, saved him.” I settle into my chair, pretending I don’t care, but inside I’m thinking that if Nanook ends up becoming a great hunter one day, these scars mean I get some of the credit. “Anyway,” I add, “he clearly forgot the rest of Sila’s story. Apanuugak became a hero because he learned to respect the ice.”

“And the qajaq?” Malik asks.
“It floated. When Aklaq came out to check his nets, he rowed out to it and tied it down again, securely this time.” I cross my arms and put on my best wise-elder-sister face. “Remember this, Little Foxes: being brave doesn’t mean being stupid. Listen to the ice. Listen to your gut. And listen to your sister.”
Kakkiq slips from the chair. “Will I have to fall in the water to learn that?”
“Only if you don’t listen to me,” I tease, ruffling his hair. 
Nanook meets my eyes. He clears his throat. “Yeah, well,” he mumbles, scratching his neck. “Next time I go after a qajaq, I’ll bring my smart sister.”
Kakkiq tugs at his necklace. “Sometimes I want to climb the tall rocks behind the house, but I get scared.”
“That’s good,” Malik says. “Being scared can keep you alive.” He looks at Nanook. “Right?” 
Nanook nods. “Yeah. Should’ve been more scared.” He’s quiet for a long moment. “Kept telling myself I wasn’t scared. But I was. Scared to die.” He swallows hard and fixes his gaze on me. “And then you’d have to tell Ataata and Anaana. I never thought about what it would do to you.” Coming from my brother, that’s as close to a thank-you as I’ll get. 
No harpoon is needed to know the truth: brains beat muscles any day.
I sink back with a smile. The Little Foxes are still wide-eyed, buzzing with too much wonder to even think about sleep. Outside, the sun hangs low, refusing to let the world go dark. Soon, the light will last all night, and with it will come the season of summer hunts. I hope my brothers will carry this story with them into the days ahead.
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