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Unga Bunga!!!: Against the Flow
Chapter 1 — A Bun in the Oven...

Tik took Unga's last root before he could put it in his mouth.

He looked at the empty leaf. She looked at his face, then held the piece out to him.

“Eat,” he said.

She ate it. Her hand returned to her stomach, where it had rested after the morning meal. A full belly should have helped. This hunger stayed strange.

Unga reached for the wrap. Tik caught his wrist.

“Not roots.”

He sniffed the leaf anyway. Nothing sour. No burnt patch. When he lifted it toward her nose, she shoved his arm down.

“Different.”

Tak stopped sorting the spare cup liners. Her sideways crown tuft stirred in the breeze through the roof slit. She looked at Tik's hand and waited until her sister met her eyes.

Enk followed that look.

“Child?”

Tik nodded.

Unga put the leaf down with great care. Then he picked it up again because he had no idea where his hands belonged.

Tak touched her own stomach.

Enk's mouth opened. Tak nodded before he found another word.

“Two?” he said.

“One here.” Tik tapped her belly, then pointed at Tak. “One there.”

Enk counted the sisters with his eyes. He counted them again. Unga knew that look. Enk wore it when a beast had more teeth than expected.

Orr raised his branch toward the smoke slit.

“Two sky—”

“Tik child,” Tik said.

“Tak child,” Tak added.

Orr lowered the branch, but his eyes remained on the two bright strips of sky above the roof. He whispered “Two” to Grum. Grum nodded, picked up his short branch, and looked toward the northern path as if fatherhood might require hitting something.

The broad-backed female pressed a fresh leaf into one bark cup. Her daughter leaned over to watch. Across the shelter, the pale-chinned boy tugged his father's arm and pointed at Tik's belly.

His father bent close and answered him. The boy studied Unga, then moved his own food behind his back.

Unga had not asked for it.

He checked the path, the ember, the corner where Tik slept. One stone stuck out of the bedding. He plucked it free and found another beneath it. There could be more. There could be sharp stones all the way down the hill.

Tik caught his shoulder before he crawled under the bedding.

“Not break.”

He sat back. “Food. Water. Carry.”

“All?”

He nodded.

Tik took her wrapped flake from beside his knee.

“Still mine.”

She slipped it into its own fold, then held out one hand for him to stand beside her. “Together.”

Unga rose. He could carry more than she could. That did not explain how he would leave her safe here while standing beside her at the water seam.

Enk solved part of it by taking a cup.

Unga reached for that too.

Enk held it against his chest. “Tak thirsty.”

“Tik thirsty.”

“Two cups.”

Unga counted the cups. Enk let him finish, which was worse than laughing.

They filled both at the seep beyond the north edge. Unga watched Enk step around the muddy patch. The water shivered against its leaf lining. Neither hurried back.

“Child,” Unga said.

Enk nodded.

“Small.”

Another nod.

“Come out.”

Enk stopped walking. Water spilled over his thumb.

He had thought about that too.

Behind them, Tik called for her cup. The two husbands returned before either could ask a worse question.

Tik drank, then chose work along the dry ground. The copper-crowned female brought roots from the northern scrub and showed her the cuts at their thick ends. Tik sorted the sound pieces and pushed the bruised one aside. When she reached toward a low bundle, she paused and pulled it closer with her foot instead.

Tak moved her own knot work onto her lap. Crouching by the seep had left her back sore. Enk offered to finish the join at the roof edge.

Tak handed him the loose end, kept the knot, and made him hold it at a useful height.

Grum arrived with a heavy armful of fuel. Tak pointed him toward the outer cooking ring. He set it down there, beyond the low entrance, and stood over it awaiting further instructions about the invisible enemies.

Unga found him useful for the next bedding stone. Together they dragged it to the side, leaving the dry rear wall clear for both sisters. The long-legged male brought fresh grass. The broad-backed female shook out the damp lower layer while her daughter gathered the scattered dry stems.

Tak pointed farther downhill.

Unga stared at the slope.

She pointed again. This time her mouth twitched.

Enk nudged him. “All stones. Strong Unga.”

Unga shoved the one in his hand against Enk's foot.

Enk lifted his toes and laughed.

When the afternoon roots were ready, Unga put the covered leaf beside Tik. She moved it between herself and Tak.

“Tak too.”

Enk settled on the other side. Orr claimed the four of them made a good shape. Nobody asked what shape. That left him free to improve its importance in whispers to the boy.

Tik ate slowly this time. Tak took a small piece, rested, then took another. The parents kept the youngsters outside the busy entrance while the copper-crowned female tended the coal. Unga could sit beside Tik without abandoning the rest of the camp to luck.

The rewards appeared after the cups, bedding and meal were finished.

Dry beds ready. Shared meal and water carried. Unga +100 EXP — 1100/1200, HP 96/96 | MP 38/38. Enk +100 EXP — 300/1200, HP 96/96 | MP 38/38. Tik +180 EXP — Level 12, 40/1200, HP 84/84 | MP 54/54. Tak +160 EXP — 350/1200, HP 90/90 | MP 66/66.
Tik — 2 attribute points available. HP 84/84 | MP 54/54.


Tik considered Dexterity. A steadier cut still tempted her. More Strength would ease the heavy bundles, but she could split a load or ask another pair of hands. Endurance would help her keep working between rests; Ingenuity would leave more mana for True Edge when a difficult cut mattered.

She chose one of each. The child remained quiet beneath her hand. The choices belonged to the work she meant to keep doing.

Tik — END 9 → 10. ING 11 → 12. STR 4 | END 10 | DEX 12 | PER 9 | ING 12. HP 84/90 | MP 54/58. Unspent points: 0.


Tik rested after eating. For a full hour, the copper-crowned female kept the ember alive while the parents watched the entrance and Orr took a turn on the northern lookout. Grum stayed with the dry fuel instead of carrying it all into the beds.

Fed, guarded rest — 1 hour. Recovery capped at maximum. Unga HP 96/96 | MP 38/38. Enk HP 96/96 | MP 38/38. Tik HP 90/90 | MP 58/58. Tak HP 90/90 | MP 66/66.


At dusk, Tik took Unga's hand and placed it against her stomach.

He waited. Nothing pushed back.

“Not yet,” she said.

“Soon?”

She smiled. “Not System.”

Enk sat beside them with Tak leaning against his shoulder. He watched Unga wait, then put his own hand where Tak guided it.

Orr bent toward Grum and whispered about the two hidden ones. Grum peered through the smoke slit. Whatever had placed them inside the sisters was getting credit for a very small doorway.

Unga leaned toward Enk.

“Yours loud.”

“Yours hungry.”

Tik reached across Unga and took the final piece from his leaf. Tak laughed against Enk's shoulder.

Enk looked at the empty wrap.

“Need bigger dinner.”
Chapter 2 — ...And No Oven Yet

The predator came for the cooked roots.

Enk heard its wet breath beneath the scrape of a leaf. The cooking ring stood below the sleeping entrance, with grass climbing the eastern slope and a bare path curving north toward the seep. Beyond that turn, a split rock offered a narrow shelf overlooking the grass.

Pale eyes shone below the ring. The animal had a long, narrow head and shoulders higher than the scavenger they had killed. It sniffed when the west wind carried the food smell downhill.

Enk tapped Unga's arm.

“Food-follow.”

Unga reached for his pale cobble. The predator moved toward the covered roots. Behind him, the boy tried to peer around his father's leg.

Tik lifted the food wrap. Tak called the parents toward the north path, where bare stone lay between the shelter and the grass. The broad-backed female took her daughter by the hand. The pale-chinned male put himself between his son and the eyes.

Grum lifted his short branch.

“Kill.”

Enk pointed at the youngsters. “Move.”

Unga could meet the animal below the ring. One good hit might finish it. One missed hit would put his back to the family while the creature chose another meal.

He pointed north.

Orr went ahead to watch the turn. The long-legged male followed the parents with a stone in each hand. Tik and the copper-crowned female carried the food between them. Tak kept the route clear as Unga lifted the ember on its familiar flat stone, with dry ash banked around the red center and fresh green bark beneath.

No one tied a cord to anyone. The three long cords stayed coiled with the bedding. If a load caught, its carrier needed to let go.

The predator crossed the empty cooking ring while the group rounded the northern turn. Its nose dropped to the stained meal leaf Unga had left there. It licked the stone beneath it, raised its head, and followed the new smell east.

At the split rock, the parents took their youngsters behind a low boulder. Orr watched the grass beyond them. The long-legged male stood at the outer edge; the copper-crowned female put the food into Tik's hands and joined him.

Unga lowered the ember into the shelf's dry recess. Tak laid thin fuel beside it. Grum had found a broad loose slab at the rock's foot and dragged it upright, ready to block the lowest gap.

Enk stayed between that gap and the grass.

The animal came around the rock instead of climbing its face. Enk held his plain stave across the opening. Its muzzle reached toward the wood, nostrils spreading.

Unga still had the bark under his fingers. If he dropped it, the ember could roll into the roots.

“Enk.”

“Fire first.”

Enk planted his left foot against the low stone and pressed his left palm to the split rock. His right hand held the stave across the gap. Pale light tightened along the two fixed contacts as he called Hold Fast.

Hold Fast — 3 MP. Up to 5 seconds. Two stationary physical contacts. Self-displacement resistance +25%. Cooldown: 15 seconds. Enk HP 96/96 | MP 38/38 → 35/38.


The predator bit the stave. Enk's elbow bent. Bark scraped from the wood, and his shoulder strained against the pull. The skill helped him keep his footing; the beast could still drag him if he stayed.

Unga drew the bark clear and put the hot stone beyond the creature's reach. Tak fed the dry tips. A small flame rose.

“Back!” Unga called.

Enk released the skill before lifting his palm. He twisted the stave out of the jaws and stepped behind the rock. Teeth snapped where his forearm had been.

Grum shoved the slab into the gap. Its lower edge struck the outcrop with a crack. The stone tilted toward the muzzle as Unga leaned his weight against its other side.

The animal recoiled. Tik swung an empty bark sheet through the air above the new flame. Smoke struck its eyes. The long-legged male shouted from the outer edge, and the copper-crowned female slapped her cobble against the boulder.

The predator backed into the grass. It kept watching the food.

Unga waited behind the slab. His arms shook with the awkward push. A dead beast would be easier to stop watching.

Enk crouched beside him, keeping his bitten stave across the remaining opening.

“Hit?” Unga asked.

“Your arm.”

Unga studied the jaws. He kept his arm.

The creature paced below the shelf, seeking a climb that would not put its head between the slab and the two stones in the long-legged male's hands. When it reached the lower side, Orr shouted. Everyone turned together. The pale eyes disappeared behind a grass tuft, returned farther down the slope, and finally passed beyond the black stones.

Grum shifted his branch toward the path.

“Stay,” Enk said.

Grum stayed. He struck the slab instead and broke a chip from its new crack.

“Kill stone,” Unga told him.

Grum inspected the chip with deep satisfaction.

They finished the small batch where they stood. Tik turned the thin root pieces on the heated ember stone, which remained whole. The cracked slab stayed upright at the gap. Unga watched Enk flex the arm that had held the stave.

Enk caught him looking.

“Both arms.”

Unga lifted his own.

“Both asses,” Enk added, pointing at the rock behind which they had crouched.

Unga shoved him with his shoulder. Enk shoved back, then returned his eyes to the grass.

After they ate, the wind weakened and came from the east. Smoke crept west toward the sleeping overhang. Tik covered the remaining food. Unga lifted a loose leaf and watched it drift toward the beds.

Enk pointed to bare stone on the western side of the spur, beyond the sleeping ground. That place would keep an east wind from carrying dinner through the shelter. Reaching it meant going around the north end with the ember instead of slipping straight through the low entrance.

Unga looked at the long way. He looked at the tracks below the old ring.

“Far.”

Enk showed him the gouge in his stave. “Teeth close.”

They carried the ember around the north end. The copper-crowned female tended it while Unga and Enk cleared loose grass from the western bare patch. The parents brought their youngsters back to the overhang, and Grum helped carry the covered food. The cracked slab stayed at the eastern shelf; nobody needed to haul a broken wall through the beds.

Orr followed the two cooking places with his branch, counting one, then two. Two children. Two fires. He could already feel the shape becoming important.

There was only one live ember. He did not consider that a serious objection.

Grum waved a leaf to show the wind. Tak watched his arm.

“Wind?” he asked.

“Arm.”

He stopped waving. The leaf drooped, then stirred toward the east as the breeze shifted again.

Grum gave the sky a betrayed look.

They left both cooking spots clear. The eastern shelf faced the grass behind its slab; the western patch required the longer northern carry. The current breeze and the people sleeping between them would decide where the next meal went.

When the west breeze held again, Unga and Grum carried the ember back around the north end to the eastern shelf. Orr stayed on the grassward lookout while Tak watched the crossing. The coal reached its ash cover red, with neither cooking place left burning behind it.

Before returning, Unga put a small stone over the deepest predator print beside the old ring. Tik moved it to the side.

“See.”

He left the mark uncovered. Orr crouched to study it and announced that the food-follow had five toes. Enk pointed at the fifth hole.

“Your branch.”

Orr lifted the branch. The mark remained. He looked pleased to have found a creature that could hide a toe.

The reward came when the last covered roots reached the overhang and the lookout changed hands.

Food-follow escaped. Family and meal intact. Unga +250 EXP — Level 13, 150/1300, HP 96/96 | MP 38/38. Enk +240 EXP — 540/1200, HP 96/96 | MP 35/38. Tik +180 EXP — 220/1200, HP 90/90 | MP 58/58. Tak +220 EXP — 570/1200, HP 90/90 | MP 66/66.
Unga — 2 attribute points available. HP 96/96 | MP 38/38.


Strength would help with a heavier stone. Endurance would help him hold it longer. Neither would put his foot in the right place around a load or give him another use of Counterweight when the path bent.

He chose Dexterity and Ingenuity. A harder strike could wait. He had almost dropped the one fire they owned.

Unga — DEX 9 → 10. ING 7 → 8. STR 11 | END 11 | DEX 10 | PER 7 | ING 8. HP 96/96 | MP 38/42. Unspent points: 0.


Unga and Enk rested after the meal for a full hour. The long-legged male and copper-crowned female shared the lookout while the parents remained with the youngsters. Grum tended the coal at the eastern shelf, now downwind again, with Orr keeping him company.

Fed, guarded rest — 1 hour. Recovery capped at maximum. Unga HP 96/96 | MP 42/42. Enk HP 96/96 | MP 38/38. Tik HP 90/90 | MP 58/58. Tak HP 90/90 | MP 66/66.


At dawn, Enk woke before the next meal. He followed the bare northern loop toward the water seep and stopped beside the old ring.

Smaller tracks crossed the predator's prints.

Three toes. No branch hole.

He followed them toward a low tree, then came back for Unga with a grin that made Tak reach for the food wrap.

“Bigger dinner.”
Chapter 3 — Egg on Your Face...

Enk pointed at the nest before Unga could complain about the walk.

“Food.”

Two pale eggs lay in a low fork above the water seep. One shell had cracked at its rim. Beneath the tree, narrow three-toed prints crossed the broader predator marks and continued through the mud toward the southern reeds.

Tak crouched briefly beside the freshest print.

“Bird.”

Enk pointed at the fork.

“Egg.”

“Bird close.”

He looked south. The reeds stirred. Nothing stepped out.

The pale-chinned father put his cup on the dry stone and kept his boy beside him. Tik filled the other cup while Unga watched the grass. Back at the overhang, Orr and the other three newcomers had the girl, the ember and breakfast to mind. Grum had come for water and had found an excellent excuse to avoid carrying it.

He reached for the tree.

Enk beat him to the fork.

The damp bark slipped beneath Enk's toes. He set his foot against the lower crook and pulled himself up slowly, with the gouged stave left in Unga's keeping. The branch bent as he reached for the cracked egg.

The sound egg rolled toward his chest.

Enk caught it against his fur, put it back in the nest and froze until the branch stopped shaking. Then he lifted the cracked one.

Its split widened. Yellow warmth ran over his thumb.

Unga held out a hand below.

Enk looked at him, looked at the leaking shell, and bent his mouth to the crack.

“Enk.”

A second mouthful left only the shell and a streak down his chin.

Enk climbed down and offered Unga the empty halves.

Unga stared at them.

“Bigger dinner?”

Enk licked his thumb.

“Smaller now.”

Tak took one shell half and sniffed it. The egg had smelled fresh. That did not make the nest empty or its owner gone. She laid the half beside the tree. Enk tossed the other beside it while she looked into the southern reeds again.

Grum stood on the lower crook while everyone watched Enk's face.

Tik turned at the scrape of his heel.

He already had the other egg.

“Two,” he said, pleased to have corrected the meal.

He came down holding it in both palms. Enk reached. Grum turned away.

Enk pointed at the empty shell.

Grum pointed at Enk's mouth.

Unga liked this argument very much.

The boy pulled his father's arm and pointed at a moving leaf beside the reeds.

“Bird.”

“Leaf,” his father said.

The leaf lifted against the breeze.

A long-legged bird stepped out beneath it with an insect in its beak.

The boy looked up at his father. His father picked up the cup and moved him behind the dry stone.

The bird walked under the fork, sprang to the far branch and dropped its insect into the nest. Its beak searched the hollow twice. Then its head turned toward Grum.

Grum held the egg lower.

The head followed.

He raised it.

The head followed that too.

Tak caught his elbow before he tried a third direction.

The bird spread its brown wings. Grum spread his arms in answer, remembered the egg, and folded them again.

Unga's laugh made Enk look at him.

Yellow egg still marked Enk's chin. The bird looked at that next.

“See you,” Unga whispered.

Enk wiped his face with his forearm. That put the yellow on his fur instead. The bird called, sharp enough to make the boy duck.

Enk took his stave back. Tik covered the water cup; Tak moved beside the pale-chinned father, clear of the fork. They had bare stone behind them and open grass to the north. No one needed to stand beneath the wings to reach either.

Grum held the egg against his chest. He looked like a very anxious nest.

“Eat?”

The bird dropped to the low branch. Its toes closed on the bark with a scrape.

Enk pointed at the ground beneath it.

“Return.”

Grum looked at the egg. Then he looked at Enk's stained arm.

The unfairness was considerable.

Unga held out his empty hand again. Grum backed away from both the bird and the friend whose dinner had been stolen twice.

Tik took the egg when he finally offered it. She set it on bare ground beneath the fork, outside the bird's landing line, then withdrew beside Tak.

The bird dropped. Its beak tapped the shell. It turned the egg, gripped it across the middle and carried it back to the low nest. One egg settled among the feathers. Two empty halves remained below the tree.

Grum watched every part of the transfer.

“Gone.”

Enk pointed at the nest.

“Close.”

Unga laughed at him. Enk bared his teeth, but he did not climb again.

Tak picked up the filled cup. The pale-chinned father took the other, keeping his boy on the side away from the tree. Tik found a small familiar root beside the seep and cut its exposed top free before loosening the earth around it. It would join breakfast, though the troop could make short work of it.

Grum offered to carry that. Tik gave him the cup instead so the boy's father could take his hand.

Before they left, Enk placed a pale stone at the base of the nest tree, facing the incoming water route. Unga pointed at it.

“Egg?”

Enk shook his head and pointed at the talon scrape.

“Bird.”

Nest raid survived. Owner's return spotted. Intact egg returned; water carried out. Unga +180 EXP. Enk +240 EXP. Tik +120 EXP. Tak +170 EXP.


The bird remained above them, eating the insect it had brought home while Enk tried to scrape breakfast from his arm.

They reached the overhang with both cups and the root. Orr listened to the account, looked at Enk's yellow fur and asked whether the bird had left its mark on him.

Unga answered before Enk could.

“Watched.”

Orr looked toward the nest with new interest. Enk shoved Unga's shoulder, then went to wash his arm.

Tak cooked the root in thin pieces at the eastern shelf, with Tik keeping the food clear of the sleeping entrance. Grum received the largest piece for carrying the water without drinking the boy's share. He ate it while looking toward the tree.

Enk sat beside Unga.

“Tomorrow share.”

Unga looked at his clean mouth.

“First share.”

Enk nodded. Before he could make a better offer, the bird's sharp call crossed the seep.

Orr raised his branch to answer it.
Chapter 4 — ...And a Nest to Confess

Orr answered the bird. The bird answered nearer.

By the afternoon water run, its brown back moved between branches above the seep. It called whenever Enk entered the shade. Returning an egg had left one egg in the nest and a very clear idea of who had taken the other.

Unga looked at Enk's clean chin.

“Knows.”

Enk showed him two empty hands.

The bird called again.

Tik carried one cup; the pale-chinned father carried the other, with his boy beside him. Tak walked clear of the muddy edge. Grum had brought his short branch and a pale pointed stone. Orr followed him with a better explanation of the morning than anyone who had been there.

The other three newcomers and the girl remained at the overhang with the ember and food. Eight bodies could make a water trip awkward enough.

Enk chose a gap between two stones south of the nest tree. An old track ran through it toward the reeds. To the left stood a broad rock face; on the right, a leaning tree covered the narrow way. The bird's call struck the rock face and came back from the left.

Enk pointed right, away from the sound.

Unga followed him into the gap.

Enk stopped with his front foot lifted. The old track ended at a shallow drop where runoff had eaten the lower ground. Wet mud lay beyond the edge, with no place for a loaded foot to land.

He threw his arm across Unga's chest.

Unga stopped against it. Behind them, Tik steadied her cup without needing another lesson in carrying water.

The bird called from the left again.

A branch shook on their right.

“High,” Tak said.

Unga looked up. Brown wings spread above his shoulder. The bird dropped toward the gap, beak open.

He pulled Enk back. They stumbled out together as claws scraped the stone where Unga's head had been. The bird rose into the leaning tree.

Enk stared at the rock face. He clicked his tongue toward it. The click returned from the left.

“Rock talks,” he said.

Orr lifted his face with interest.

Enk pointed at the bird before Orr could improve that discovery.

“There.”

Unga rubbed the shoulder that had caught the tree's bark.

“Your there bad.”

Enk pointed at the drop. “Your foot back.”

Unga glanced at it. His foot had stayed back. He gave Enk's arm a brief squeeze, then pointed toward the open grass north of the stones.

“Long way.”

Tak had found a fresh three-toed print where the mud met that grass. Its rim was sharp; the old track in the gap had collapsed into a shallow smear. She showed Enk the difference, then kept to the bare edge where the bird had no branch overhead.

They went around together. Tik and the father kept the cups behind the three males with tools. The boy walked instead of being passed from one nervous arm to another.

Grum lifted his pointed stone toward the bird.

The wings opened.

He reconsidered the gift and lowered it. Its sharp end caught his thumb. He let it fall into three rounded pebbles beside the path.

The pointed stone rolled against one, turned, and stopped facing north.

Orr crouched over the arrangement.

“Sky says north.”

The bird called. Orr spread his arms toward the stones as if the timing had been paid for.

Tak turned the pointed stone west, toward the open return around the seep's upper edge. Enk checked the ground she meant. Bare stone led to the water without passing under the nest fork.

“Route,” she said.

Orr looked from the new point to the bird.

“Sky says west.”

Grum inspected his thumb. No blood. He rubbed it against his fur and left the four stones where they had landed. This sign had already cost him enough.

The nest owner followed them as far as the last tree, then perched with its beak aimed at Enk.

He kept watching it while Tik and the father approached the seep from the open side. Unga took the nearer rock, ready to stand between them and the branches.

A second call came from the reeds below.

The father drew his boy back. Another long-legged bird stepped onto a low stone with an insect in its beak.

Enk turned toward it.

The first bird shifted above him.

Unga touched his elbow. Enk watched the reeds; Unga watched the tree. Tak moved beside the father, leaving Tik room to fill one cup while the other stayed behind the dry rock.

Grum made a low apology sound toward the sky.

Neither bird looked up to receive it.

The lower bird walked toward the nest tree, insect still held crosswise. Enk let it pass without offering a fight. It sprang to a branch beside the first. Both heads turned toward the water.

Tik filled the second cup. The father took it; Grum accepted Tik's so she could walk without balancing the full load. The boy pointed at Grum's branch.

“Bird.”

Grum hid the branch behind his leg.

The boy laughed. His father guided him toward the open grass.

They took the longer return, with the birds calling behind them and the four-stone arrow left beside the bypass. The pale warning stone at the nest tree stayed where Enk had placed it that morning. Nobody carried either mark home and left the next water carrier guessing.

Water recovered past two nest guards. Reflected call recognized; open bypass found and marked. Unga +220 EXP. Enk +300 EXP. Tik +180 EXP. Tak +240 EXP.


At the overhang, Unga drank his portion and passed the cup back. Enk sat beside him.

“Egg good?” Unga asked.

Enk looked toward the nest.

The two birds called in answer to each other.

“Small,” he admitted.

Orr arranged four loose stones beside his own feet, with their point aimed at the water route. He raised his branch and announced the direction to Grum.

Enk leaned toward Unga.

“Tomorrow your egg.”

Unga looked at the two brown backs above the seep.

“Tomorrow your ass.”
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