I am From

I am from sharp prickly whale bones, smooth frigid igloos, cracking ice, the howls of caribou, and the tinkle of splattering grizzly bear fat as it is cooked on the fire.  I am from reindeer meat sitting atop my Thanksgiving meal, salty herring sandwiches for lunch every day, sharing raw whale meat with the rest of my community, and sometimes, having nothing at all to eat. I am from, “The whale that got away will come back someday,” and “If you don’t walk carefully on the ice the sea monsters will come out and drag you forcefully across the ice.” I am from my mother’s warm furry coat and her basket filled with special medicines. I am from my father who taught me everything I know about throwing a harpoon, and I am from the brown Earth from whom all of us are descended. 

