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Use the memory
of the sun darkened

high cheek-bones

of this Yup’ik Eskimo elder

to polish the surface

of some things that he said.

Prologue
The years teach much which the days never knew.



      ​–Ralph Waldo Emerson
Kim-boy has witnessed the deluge of changes that occurred in this remote and remarkable setting, where primitive ways quickly gave way to modern times in just a man’s lifetime on the Kuskokwim Delta. The huge river, winding sloughs, intricate tundra with its countless lakes and cycle of colors remain the constant. The ice, wind and snow, plentiful fish, waterfowl and game, times of darkness and times of light, and drastically different seasons under varied skies are what he expects.
Dust the memories

of how his black eyes glimmered

and hold the recollection

of that very special cadence

when he seldom spoke

his well-chosen words.

Epilogue

Every man’s memory is his private literature.



          –Aldous Huxley

“I guess each of us has our own self-important, big book between our ears that we believe is a special one: an invisible book filled with pages that no one will ever read.

“I know when I made mistakes and did bad. I know when I got lost. I’ll never forget that, but I learned, thankfully, soon enough.


“It’s funny to think, all that’s in my mind, all my memories, whatever I’ve learned, everything will all simply disappear when I am gone. Yes, just like it does for everyone.

“Except for those who write books,” Kim-boy mused

