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IBROTHERS OF THE SUN AND MOON

PASTOR BRIAN SAT in the black, tarnished 1940s railroad 
conductor’s swivel chair that he had found at a local antique 
shop, and then convinced the owner to donate it for the greater 
good of spreading the Lord’s word. The television flickered across 
his glasses like distant thunder in the high country, the volume 
turned off as he watched the images of carnage and sin, waiting 
for a sign of what his message should be for his next sermon at 
his church, Truth Community Baptist.

His membership had dwindled since a fifth Baptist church 
had opened in the area – a mega church with a huge sound 
system, performance stage, and a young, attractive husband-
and-wife worship team. He had met them when the warehouse 
was being converted into The Burning Bush Baptist Church and 
they seemed sincere enough, but they had already exceeded his 
annual budget even before their building was completed.

One thing they didn’t have, that he did, was a helicopter, 
his pride and joy. He didn’t own it – he rented it and the pilot 
from the small airport across from the fairgrounds. He had 
tried to learn to fly it several years ago, but was advised by the 
pilot, who also owned it, that he should stick to what he knew 
best. Now he paid the pilot to fly him around to events, so he 
could make a showing to the bigwigs from Atlanta and the Deep 
South. He would be able to keep the appearance up, even if 
he was losing members to the Burning Bush. But it was bigger 
than that. He wasn’t getting the respect he felt he deserved after 
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II R. TODD FREDRICKSON

decades of preaching the Word. Even the people in the head 
offices treated him like he was an apprentice. He hated that 
disregard with a contemptuous rage kept under control with a 
little sinning himself – an itch that was beginning to feel more 
like an addiction.

Under the news anchor on the television screen, the red ticker 
tape read Breaking News. He turned the volume back on.

“This just in from our sister paper, The Anacortes Tribune,” 
the senior anchor said. “The Makquah tribe has just completed 
a whale hunt off the Washington Coast. The anonymous source 
has stated that he was in the boat with other tribal members, 
including a reporter from the Everett Monitor. There are reports 
of one casualty during the hunt and an unconfirmed report of a 
second body, possibly run over when the whale was pulled onto 
the shore, and an odd claim that it was removed from inside 
the whale.”

The two anchors looked at each other and then back at the 
camera. “We will have more details as they arrive from the scene.”

Pastor Brian sat up in his chair. He wrote Makquah on a 
yellow steno pad and then Everett Monitor Reporter. Opening 
the lower right drawer, he removed a .38 revolver and placed it 
on the desk, then retrieved a box of ammo from the opposite 
drawer. He pushed the speed dial on his phone for the pilot.

“This is Pastor Brian. My time has come.”
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IIIBROTHERS OF THE SUN AND MOON

“Steel and blankets are strong temptations,  
but the Indian does well to continue Indian.”

Henry David Thoreau, 1839
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1BROTHERS OF THE SUN AND MOON

THE TRUTH OF things can only be understood when the 
head, heart and gut work together. By themselves, they produce 
ego-based realities that only generate pain. Richard Todd’s gut 
was telling him he should go home, but his head and heart saw 
a story to be told.

The cold October rain fell onto the grey waters of the Pacific 
Ocean, just off the coast of Washington state’s most northern 
point, between the lighthouse island of Tatoosh and the coastal 
lighthouse of Mushroom Rock. The rain woke him from a 
restless sleep. He sat in the driver’s seat of his copper-colored ’78 
Datson 280Z. At 5’7” and a slender 165 pounds, there was just 
enough room for him to stretch out to catch a few winks. He 
glanced at his watch. It was 3am.

Another burst of wind and hard rain blasted the passenger side. 
He sat up and started the car, turning up the heat, and watched 
the fogged windshield clear, wishing his tired mind would do 
the same. His discomfort made him think about his wife, Sara; 
home in bed, sound asleep and warm. While she was supportive 
of the last minute assignment of documenting the whale hunt by 
the Makquah Tribe, he knew she was also growing weary of his 
unpredictable work schedule as a reporter and photojournalist for 
the local newspaper. He had called her several times during the 
drive out and told her when he returned from this assignment he 
would consider pursuing freelance work that would allow him more 
control of his hours and the type of work, writing or photography.

ONE
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2 R. TODD FREDRICKSON

When the car was warm, he let himself close his eyes and 
begin to slip into another sleep. Each burst of wind caused a 
bell at the end of the dock to chime its angry tone, keeping him 
aware of its presence and awake. When he finally opened his 
eyes and looked around, he saw that he was no longer the only 
car parked at the marina. Under the yellow lights that lined the 
H-shaped dock, he could see a group of people walking slowly 
down the ramp from the parking lot to the wood deck, carrying 
something large and long. Sitting up quickly, he realized what 
he was looking at were members of the tribe carrying their canoe 
to the water.

“Crap!” he exclaimed as he opened the car door. He threw his 
camera bag around his neck before stepping out.

He looked towards the water again and watched the group 
step slowly out of one source of yellow light and into another. 
He fumbled in the back seat, looking for his legal pads and 
finally stuffed one into the bag as he shut the car door and began 
a careful trot down the wet dock, holding a hand up in front of 
his face to shield his eyes from the rain. By the time he reached 
the men carrying the boat, they were setting it down into the 
water. The oldest of them looked up at him with indifference.

He held out his hand to the man who was still in a squatting 
position. “Howdy. I am Richard Todd with the Everett Monitor.”

He noted that besides blue jeans, they were all wearing native 
attire: deerskin slippers on their feet, shirts made of the same 
material that had multi-colored beads tied into the neck and 
breast area and headbands with different designs on each one.

The squatting senior stood up and held his hand out. “I am 
John Bear, chief of the Makquah tribe. Thank you for coming to 
document our history-making event.”

The men shook hands and then both looked towards the 
canoe that was now in the water. Four young Native Americans 
boys were tying down the equipment that the other elder was 
passing to them. A strong gust of wind blew again. Everyone 
shrugged their shoulders to fight off the cold rain and relaxed 
when the wind died down.

“I’m sorry I’m late,” Richard said. “I left as soon as I was given 
orders to come out.”
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3BROTHERS OF THE SUN AND MOON

“You’re not late if you’re standing with us before shove off 
time,” replied Chief Bear. “You realize you’re expected to be a 
part of the team, not just a passenger?”

“I wasn’t aware I was going to be riding along.”
Richard paused a moment to digest what he was being told. 

He considered passing on the opportunity to ride with them and 
then felt the dreadful thump in his gut of a story lost.

“I don’t have the clothing you’re wearing. I hope that isn’t a 
problem?”

Chief Bear shook his head while his eyes stayed on the boat. 
“We are dressed this way to honor our ancestors who hunted the 
great grey whale. We do not think we are living in the same times 
as those of the past. You’ll do just fine.”

He pointed to the boy sitting in the back of the boat who was 
hanging on to both sides of the canoe for balance while the other 
three boys moved around.

“This is my son, Jack Bear. He will oversee the hunt. Like his 
cousins in the front of the boat, he is seventeen years old. But 
when you return from your hunt, these boys will be men.”

From the front of the boat the boy said, “Don’t worry, Mr. 
Todd. We carved this twenty-five-foot beast by hand, took us 
two months! We know this boat inside and out.”

Chief Bear put his hand on Richard’s elbow.
“That is Dave Sandberry, my wife’s sister-in-law’s son, and 

that young man behind him is his brother, Keith. Both those 
boys play a pivotal part in making sure the catch makes it back 
to the beach. Number three there is Eric, my brother’s son, and 
is only fifteen, and he will be the spear chucker. He will sink the 
blade into the bullet hole.”

“It’s more of a ceremonial gesture than something effective,” 
Eric said quietly.

“It’s all part of the package, son,” said the Chief, and then 
looked towards Richard who was rubbing his hands together. 
“It’s supposed to clear up sometime this morning. I hope that it 
does before you get too far out.”

The other elder was now holding a small bundle of sage grass. 
After several attempts with a match, it lit. He held his hand 
in front to protect the grass from the rain and moved the sage 
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4 R. TODD FREDRICKSON

around while singing. Richard assumed a departing ceremony 
was taking place as the sage was passed to Jack Bear, who moved 
it around his body in a cleansing motion. Jack then passed it 
forward and each boy repeated the same movements. David 
Sandberry passed the wet sage back up to Chief Bear.

“Step over here, Mr. Todd,” said Chief Bear. “Let’s make sure 
you’re cleansed also.”

Richard moved towards him and then Chief Bear mumbled 
a tune while shaking the now-drenched sage up and around 
him. As this was being done, the heavy rain lightened to a 
tolerable dribble and the predawn glow from the east showed 
promise that the rain would soon be moving on. Richard 
climbed down the ladder and stepped idly into the canoe. 
He would be sitting in front of Jack Bear, who stood up and 
climbed the ladder back onto the dock.

The senior Bear put his hand on his son’s shoulder. “As 
the son of the Makquah leader, you are expected to display 
the wisdom of a Bear, like that of your grandfather and his 
grandfather.”

“This is the new millennium, Pops,” said the junior Bear, 
slightly rolling his eyes and pinching the shoulder area just 
below his dad’s neck. “We’re not the same people as they were 
back then. But I understand what you mean. I’ll put my heart 
into it and since I have the heart of a Bear, I shouldn’t fail, 
right?”

Both father and son stood nose to nose at an even six feet, 
and except for the protruding belly on the older Bear, they 
looked very much like family. Richard took a mental note that 
every one of them wore their hair long past their shoulders. In 
his research, Richard had looked up as much information as 
he could on the tribe, including customs and habits. One fact 
that struck him was that the men all wore their hair long, only 
cutting it if someone in the family passed away. Then the hair 
was trimmed just below the ears and the cut hair was then tossed 
into the grave with the deceased. The new hairstyles told the 
other members that they were in mourning. With that custom, 
Richard wondered if Jack Bear understood what he was saying 
when he suggested they were a different tribe now. 
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5BROTHERS OF THE SUN AND MOON

*     *     *

With the choppy waters it took 45 minutes to paddle towards 
Tatoosh Island, a long-time ocean navigational reference, before 
turning towards the north. The rain had slowed to a mist, which 
made it difficult to tell if it was actual rain or just the spray 
from the ocean. Eventually the glow of dawn faded as the sun 
rose above the Olympic Mountains, offering momentary cloud 
breaks which briefly warmed the backside of Richard’s neck. 
One of the Northwest’s gifts was the duality of the weather, 
rain above and blue skies beyond. His jacket was keeping in the 
sweat and rain that found its way down his back and chest. He 
blinked away an ill feeling and then he realized he could feel that 
the boys were cold and stiff as the rhythm of the paddling was 
becoming sporadic. If they kept it up, they would lose time and 
energy by fighting against each other’s thrusts.

“Time for a water break, boss?” Richard asked, turning to 
Jack Bear.

“Yes,” Jack said, looking relieved that he had brought it up. 
“Let’s stop a few minutes for some water. Drink some water, 
guys, we can’t get dehydrated!”

Richard heard the muffled sounds of agitated cursing as 
everyone placed their paddles inside the boat and reached 
around for the bottles. By the time they each took in some water 
and a Snickers bar, the drizzle had stopped all together. Richard 
estimated that they had been at an idle for a little more than ten  
minutes. Now the air was pure, crisp, Pacific Ocean. The wind 
was blowing lightly northwesterly, so the down time was at a 
minimal cost regarding drifting.

“All right, guys, pick it up!” called Jack.
Richard could feel the stiffness in his neck and shoulders, but 

appreciated that it would have been worse if he wasn’t familiar 
with paddling in the sound. One by one, each person slapped 
a paddle into the water and waited for Jack to give the order to 
start.

“And two-and-stroke-and-three-and-stroke,” Jack said. “Get 
in sync, Dave, you’re pulling us off to the left. That’s west, man; 
we want northwest!”



Cover&
Layout

www.co
verandlayout.c

om

© R To
dd Fredric

kson

6 R. TODD FREDRICKSON

Eric set his paddle in his lap and waved his hands in the air. 
“Quiet! Listen! What is that?”

Richard was looking at Eric to see what he was doing and 
where he was looking. He felt obligated to stay out of the picture 
as much as possible. He just wanted to be a loyal laborer and 
observe as much as possible. His camera bag still lay on the floor 
of the canoe, which now had a half-inch or more of sea water 
in it. He didn’t think he’d get many pictures, if any, while the 
paddle was in his hands.

Jack leaned slightly to the right to see past Richard. The 
boat wobbled, and everyone grabbed the edge of the canoe for 
balance. “What are you hearing?”

“Rumbles, like a motor or something,” Eric said. “Get your 
binoculars, man, look around.”

“It’s those tree huggers!” Keith said, looking around them to 
the horizon.

“Who?” Eric asked.
“Them tree hugging folks that have been trying to stop us 

from hunting. They got that green boat.”
“There!” Jack said, shuffling to turn to turn on the bench. 

“To your right, it’s them. They’re maybe a mile or so away, I 
don’t know.”

Richard turned in his seat. He could see a faint spot on the 
horizon. “Let me see those glasses, son.”

Jack passed them up. The canoe was quiet as Richard looked 
through the lenses.

“Safe Passage,” he said. “That’s the name on the boat, Safe Passage.”
“If they get up to us, they’ll try to scare away the whales before 

we can get to them,” Jack said, holding his hand out towards 
Richard, who passed the binoculars back.

They all sat still for a moment and watched the spot in the 
distance take the shape of a vessel. Then Jack gave orders to 
paddle.

“We’re still in front of them!” he said.
Richard’s heart was beating hard enough from the adrenalin 

rush that he felt it behind his eyes. He wanted the whale 
just as much as the boys did, if not more. He was no longer 
uncomfortable from being wet and sore.
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7BROTHERS OF THE SUN AND MOON

“We are closer to the route than they are,” Jack continued. 
“Pick up the pace, double pace, brothers, for our people, for the 
blood of the Makquah!”

A smile lit up Richard’s face as they all yelled into the ocean’s 
spray. He yelled also, feeling more a part of the team than since 
they had departed. With each thrust of the paddles through 
the water, the canoe lurched forward. They were moving as one 
machine. The pace of the thrusts was supported by the pounding 
of the waves as the front of the canoe jumped from one wave 
and into the next with every other push, sending a sweet, salty 
spray into the air. Richard looked up from his stare into the sea 
and saw that all the other paddlers had their heads down, feeling 
the pace of their machine also. He resisted the desire to look 
back at the vessel, but he could now hear its engine more clearly 
off in the distance. It was gaining on them. Then everyone in 
the canoe ducked their heads when an explosion disrupted the 
natural sounds of the sea. They all stopped paddling and turned 
to look towards the vessel.

“They’re not shooting anything out of it,” Richard said, more 
to himself than the boys. “They wouldn’t dare create that kind 
of a threat to us.”

“They must have seen something. A whale maybe,” Jack said. 
“That’s the only reason they would use that.”

The gray whale crested just then, emptying its lungs with a 
sound that made Richard thinks of air brakes on a semi truck. 
It was between the canoe and the vessel, but closer to the canoe 
and still a few hundred yards away.

“Blow!” Eric shouted, trying to stand up while pointing in 
the direction of the whale. Richard tugged on his shirt, pulling 
him back down to the bench. The canoe wobbled slightly as 
everyone regained some balance.

“Go, go, go!” Jack ordered, putting his paddle back into the 
water.

Richard looked towards the vessel. He could now read its 
name without the binoculars. He then looked in the direction 
of where the whale had crested and sunk back under the surface. 
“Wait a minute!”

“No!” Jack said. “We’ll lose our only chance, paddle!”
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8 R. TODD FREDRICKSON

“Boys, wait a minute!” Richard said. “It’s going to pass behind 
us. We’re in front of its path.”

“Are you sure?” Jack asked.
Then the whale surfaced again, this time close enough to see 

the scars on its back from shark attacks and vessel props, but still 
far enough away that Richard predicted that its diving rhythm 
was about the length of a football field. If it dove again and then 
surfaced, it would roll for air after passing their path.

“Turn left!” Richard commanded. “It’s going to pass under 
our path. Turn left and paddle like your lives depends on it.”

He was glad none of the boys resisted his intervention, 
but waited for a comment from Jack, who went along with 
the momentum of the race without an opinion. They pushed 
through the water, turning the canoe to the south. Richard saw 
Dave lay his paddle down beside him and reach towards a large 
rifle that was tied to his bench. The barrel on the weapon was 
longer than the boy’s arm and Richard wondered if the young 
man was going to be able to hold it steady long enough for a 
clear shot. As Dave was lifting the weapon and laying it into his 
lap, Richard recognized it as a .416 Weatherby Magnum.

“That’s a flippin’ elephant gun!” he exclaimed. “You ever 
shoot one of those things, Mr. Sandberry?”

“Nope,” the boy answered, while keeping his eye on the 
target.
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SAFE PASSAGE WAS now parallel to the canoe and headed 
in the same direction. It was still far enough away that the 
people standing behind the cannon at the front of the ship were 
unidentifiable, but close enough to see that they were not looking 
towards the canoe, but ahead of them. A second explosion sent 
a reverberating wave through the air, causing the paddlers to 
unconsciously duck their heads. Dave stood up and placed a foot 
on the front of the canoe and then raised the long rifle, pulling 
the butt to his shoulder. Richard saw the whale’s back rise out of 
the water and begin to empty its lungs, but only heard the deep 
sound of the cannon again and then the distinctive power of the 
.416 Magnum, the force of which pushed Dave off his feet and 
into Keith’s lap, who then fell off his bench and onto the feet of 
Eric. The rifle dropped onto the edge of the canoe and then into 
the ocean and out of sight before anyone could register what had 
happened.

After assuring himself that Dave was all right, Richard eyed 
the area where he’d last seen the whale, then looked up towards 
Safe Passage, which was crossing their line of path, its occupants 
watching the same area for the whale, waiting for the whale to 
blow one more time. In an instant, the diesel engine had stopped 
and, before a wave slapped up against the iron ship, there was a 
pure moment of silence that took Richard’s attention off what 
he was looking at and listening to, a sensation he would share 
with his wife about how he believed he was in the moment. Like 

TWO
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10 R. TODD FREDRICKSON

fishermen watching the end of his rod, knowing he was going to 
catch his prize, and waiting patiently for it to happen.

The canoe was drifting forward and to the west. With each 
wave, it seemed to pause for a moment as it dipped and then rose 
up on top of the crest with a slight push away from the site of the 
shooting. When the whale did rise and release its air it coated the 
paddler’s face with a red mist.

“We hit him!” Jack laughed. “Look at the blood that came 
out of its lungs. Paddle, paddle, we have to catch up to it before 
it sinks.”

Each paddler wiped his hands down his face and looked at 
the bright red sea water. Richard smelled his hand and then 
rubbed his palms on his pants. The whale had stayed on the 
surface and every few moments it would slap at the water with 
its fluke. From the size of it, he guessed it to be a young one. He 
had wondered how they would control the canoe with a 50-ton 
whale strapped to the side. Even this small one was going to be 
a challenge.

They moved up next to it as the ridge on its back sank under 
the water and its head and mouth rose up and out, as if it were 
looking at the people who had hurt it, an act Richard knew as 
spy-hopping; a term used by whale-watching enthusiasts. When 
it rolled its back up out of the water, he could see the ragged 
entry hole from the bullet, almost center between the skull and 
the crown of its back. When it released air again, water and blood 
blew from the wound and its blowholes. Chunks of blubber and 
flesh were still attached by ragged leather-like skin tossed to the 
side of the wound, drifting with the movement of the water.

The canoe floated over the partially submerged whale . Young 
Eric rose to his feet and leaped onto the edge of the canoe, the 
long spear raised up over his head. As the boat dropped from one 
wave and into the valley of the next, he jumped into the air with 
a bone-chilling scream that sounded to Richard of passion and 
fear. He instinctively reached towards him, but was pulled back 
by Jack’s hand on his shoulder. With the 18-inch blade sunk 
deep into the wound, Eric slid off the side of the whale’s back, 
hanging on to the wood handle with one hand and grasping at a 
fist-sized barnacle with his other.
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11BROTHERS OF THE SUN AND MOON

“Rope!” he gasped. “Toss me a rope!”
Dave threw the rope towards Eric, who then tied it around 

the spear where the blade met the wood. Eric was able to pull 
himself back on top of the grey, who had slowed its resistance to 
that of a floundering goldfish.

“We’ve got to plug the blow holes before its lungs fill up 
with water and we all sink with it,” Jack explained, tossing what 
looked like sand bags towards Eric. Keith stood up and dove off 
into the ocean towards the front. Using the rope and the same 
barnacle Eric had used, he pulled himself up onto the whale’s 
back. Eric and Keith sat facing each other for a moment.

“Makquah!” Eric said.
“Makquah!” Keith reciprocated, wrapping his arms around 

Eric, nearly pushing them both back into the water.
“Grab the bags, girls, before we lose our opportunity,” Jack 

said, tossing another bag onto the whale.
Eric and Keith each took a bag and tore open the top. On 

their knees now, balancing themselves against each other, they 
waited for the whale to blow one last time. When it did, they 
each poured the contents down a hole and then reached for the 
other bags.

“What is it?” Richard asked.
“Quick-dry cement,” Jack said. “Made especially for wet 

climates. I think we have a wet climate here.”
“Do you really think that’s going to do the job?” Richard 

asked.
“It’ll have to do the job,” Jack said. “If we don’t plug those 

holes and keep the mouth shut, the lungs will fill with water.”
Richard and the teens looked towards Safe Passage as its engines 

started up. They were several hundred yards away now, making a 
turn away from the canoe. A few men could still be seen standing 
off to the side of the cannon and looking in their direction. He 
waited for one of the boys to yell something obscene at the boat, 
but that never happened. Everyone’s attention was back on the 
catch. The whale’s mouth was significantly smaller than the rest 
of its body, making the next task seem more realistic. From the 
bottom of the canoe, Dave pulled up three large gaffs that had 
loops welded to the ends. These gaffs were as thin as a man’s 
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12 R. TODD FREDRICKSON

thumb and measured from Dave’s elbow to his wrist, bent in 
the center to a V-shape. The tips had clearly been sharpened to 
a fine point, glistening, versus the rusted shaft of the remaining 
iron rod.

“One in the front and two in the side,” Jack told Dave.
“Right,” Dave said, and then rolled out of the canoe, 

disappearing into the dark water.
Richard sat and waited for some reaction from the whale’s 

air holes being obstructed, but nothing happened. The lack of 
movement from its flukes and this suggested they might well 
have a confirmed kill to bring back.

“Do you really expect to be able to sew its mouth shut?” 
Richard asked, turning to face Jack.

“We don’t expect anything, Mr. Todd. We just try to do the 
right thing and have the faith that it works. So far that’s been 
enough for us. We’re not really sewing anything, just kind of 
pinning them down some in anticipation of it either being too 
weak to try to force them off or simply dying. As long as the 
mouth stays pretty much closed, we’ll be good to go.”

Dave’s head rose out of the water. “That’s one. It slid in real 
nice.”

He took in a deep breath and disappeared into the water. Eric 
had fumbled back into the canoe and was hunting around for a 
backpack that had a towel in it. As he sat down and wrapped it 
around his shoulders, he looked towards Keith, who had slipped 
back into the water and was pulling himself towards the whales’ 
flukes. The rope that was tied to the spear was wrapped around 
the tail in front of both flukes. Richard understood then that they 
would be pulling it backwards. Eric tossed two rolled inflatable 
rafts out of the boat. Richard had thought they were there in 
case of an emergency; now he understood their intent was to be 
used to help keep their catch afloat. Keith’s head popped out of 
the water again and he gave thumbs up. He displayed a tooth-
chattering smile. Reaching for the deflated raft, he pulled the 
plastic loop at the top and then hung on to its side as the raft 
inflated. When it was completely full, he replaced the cap and 
pulled himself into the raft, lying on his back and staring up at 
the light blue sky breaking through the lifting clouds.
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13BROTHERS OF THE SUN AND MOON

“Funny how that works,” he said. “We are almost done and 
it’s just now clearing up.”

Dave appeared beside the first inflatable raft, the other end of 
the rope in his hand and his long, wet hair covering half his face.

“Take this, moron, before I freeze my ancestors off,” he said, 
tossing the rope onto Keith’s face.

Once the rope was looped through the straps on the first raft, 
both boys sank back into the water. Eric swam to the second 
inflatable and pulled the cap, allowing it to inflate. Richard was 
watching for Keith to reappear and when a few moments passed, 
and he had not, he turned towards Jack again.

“He’s running the rope through the rings on the hooks to 
keep the nose up – we hope,” Jack explained.

Richard looked back to the spot where Keith was last seen, 
and then over to Eric, who was climbing into the fully inflated 
second raft. Without saying a word, Richard stood and dove 
into the water towards the first raft. Opening his eyes, he let the 
initial sting pass and then looked around to orient himself. The 
shadowy mass of the whale next to the canoe. It was three times 
the size of their little boat.

He saw both rafts and then Keith’s legs, kicking between 
the first inflatable and the whale in a state of panic, waving one 
arm frantically and then grabbing Richard’s hair, pushing him 
downward as he got within reaching distance. Richard grabbed 
his wrist and twisted it, while swimming upwards and then 
bending the arm up in front of him and the boy. He saw that 
Keith’s other arm was impaled at the bicep by one of the hooks, 
its glistening point sticking several inches out of the arm and 
a thick cloud of blood suggesting an artery had been severed. 
Richard tried to push the arm upwards, but Keith continued 
to push him down. He heard someone dive into the water near 
them. It was Jack, whose face shadowed the same panic as was 
on his cousin’s when he saw what had happened. Richard looked 
from Jack and then to Keith, who had stopped struggling, his 
body moving with the motions of the water around him, the 
loose arm floating beside him, his eyes looking at him with a dull 
regretful stare. Richard began to push the impaled arm again 
and it slid off the hook with ease now that the boy was no longer 
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pulling. He and Jack swam up to the surface, pushing Keith’s 
body in front of them, the fog of blood coming from Keith’s arm 
trailing behind them as the boys surfaced in the greasy pool of 
whale blood.

“Grab him!” Richard called to Eric, who was back in the 
canoe.

“Oh shit! What happened?” Eric said. “Is he all right?”
Jack was holding on to the side of the canoe, pushing his 

cousin towards the rim. “Grab an arm!”
The canoe tipped towards the whale as Eric leaned over to 

get a grip of the back of Keith’s shirt. Eric balanced himself with 
his other arm on the whale’s back, then sat back into the canoe, 
trying to use his weight to pull Keith in, but he only succeeded 
in pulling the shirt over his head.

“The raft!” Richard said, pulling the loose end of the raft 
toward them. “Put him in the raft.”

Eric jumped from the canoe into the raft and was able to pull 
Keith in with ease. His cousin’s brown skin now had a blue-grey 
tone to it. With Keith lying on his back, Eric felt his neck and 
put an ear to his chest.

“I can’t hear his heart!” he said. “There’s no heartbeat!”
Richard pulled himself up onto the edge of the raft. “Go to 

the canoe.”
Eric bounced from the raft, slipping across the back of the 

whale, and stumbled into the canoe where Dave and Jack were, 
shivering with blankets around their shoulders.

“Is he dead?” Jack asked.
Richard ignored the question. He stuck his finger into the 

exit hole in Eric’s arm feeling for the artery and his finger stuck 
through the other side. He gasped, pulling his hand back with 
a thrust that made him fall onto his back, into the bloody pool 
of seawater that lined the bottom of the raft. He struggled back 
onto all fours and checked Keith’s neck for a pulse. He only felt 
the cold numbness in his fingers, so he started CPR, blowing 
forcefully twice into Keith’s mouth and then pushing down on 
his chest, watching the boy’s face for a change in the coloring. His 
eye caught the movement of something to his right, splattered 
blood on the side of the raft. He pressed down on Keith’s chest 
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again and saw that each time he did this, blood was spraying out 
of the wound. The artery was pierced. Keith’s eyes were partially 
open, and his lips parted as if he was about to say something. 
Richard sat back on his calves.

“He’s gone, boys,” he said, still looking down at Keith. “I did 
the best I could. I’m sorry.”

“Keith!” Eric yelled, standing up in the canoe and jumping 
onto the back of the whale towards the raft. His feet slipped out 
from under him and he landed on his back on the whale and 
then into the water. Richard rolled off the raft into the water 
after him. Jack stood up in the canoe, watching Richard pull 
Eric back towards the boat.

“Keith!” Eric said. “He can’t be dead. Keith!”
“He’s gone, Eric!” Richard said, wiping his palm down his 

face. “We leave him where he is. He’ll be fine there.”
“He’s right, Eric,” Jack said. “There’s nothing we can do for 

him now. Get in the canoe. Let’s take him home.”
The boys all looked at Dave, who was silently crying over his 

brother. Richard kicked his camera bag under the bench out of 
sight. If he documented anything about his time on the water 
with these boys, only words would be able to depict what really 
happened.




