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The man stood at the entrance to the cave and looked out over the fertile land beyond. At the sound of approaching steps, he turned. 


"You will be leaving us soon?" the leader signed


"Uba is a good medicine woman and my arm has healed well. But, I have stayed too long and must again be on my journey." the man responded.


"You have proved yourself a swift and cunning hunter, as well as brave. This leader will hate to lose you."


The two sons of leader’s mate, Creb and Brun joined him in expressing their disappointment at his decision to leave, but Brun soon ran off down the path leading away from the cave swinging his small bola, but Creb lingered. Looking up at the man of the others he gestured with the modified signs of his one good arm.


“Will you go south to the sea?"


"I shall go that far and maybe beyond, I do not know."


Creb looked up, his one liquid brown eye shown with excitement. "To the land beyond? The way of the fabled Durc?"


The man noticed the leaders frown and signed "Doesn't the story say Durc and the others that traveled with him perished?"


"Some say they may not have died." Creb signed and he too now noticed the leaders displeasure and look down. 


"Creb has only one good arm, but doesn't lack speaking skills." said the leader. The frown was now replaced with the look of the affection he held for the eldest of the son of his mate. He laid a hand on the boys shoulder. Creb looked up. "Go find Brun and keep him company." A strange look passed between boy and man and Creb walked away his step hobbled by his deformity, but it was light. The leader watched him go, then turned to the man. "You will leave with the new moon?"


"Yes, and if the weather holds I will make the sea in half a moon, if the water level is still low I will cross over to the peninsula and mountains beyond."


"Then you have decided to try and cross the straits that lay to the southwest after all?"


"I did not say before because of Creb. I did not want to fuel his…" The man stopped in mid-sentence, and looked down the path after the boys, then continued, "…Creb's curious nature. The Mogur has started to train Creb in the ways of the spirits. He said that he was chosen by Ursus at a young age so his training must start early, that there is something special about him."


"Yes, I have no doubt he will be a great Mogur one day and a benefit to the Clan."


A shadow paced over the leader’s face, "Yes, but only Ursus knows for sure." The Clan Leader breathed deeply of the fresh morning air and signed, "I am going now." turned and walked down the path. 








The Old One sat quietly by his fire, closed his eyes and inhaled deeply of the herbal smoke as it ascended, easing the pain in his lungs. The shaman had served his people for six generations, training each in the ways of The Great Spirit that resides in the mountains. Helping each one of them put to memory the history, laws and stories of their people. The young man that he trained now was of the seventh and last generation he would see to the finish, The Great Spirit had given him this knowledge at the time of the boy’s birth eighteen years before. Along with it, visions of the future and fate of his people, in which this young one would play a special role.








The young man stretched and yawned, trying to throw off the last bit of sleep before getting to his feet. The sound of shifting came from the opposite side of the hut. He did not need to see under the furs, to know the old woman had not bothered to remove her wrap before crawling into them, so she would be ready to move to his side at the sound of his very whisper if needed. How long had she stayed awake after he finally drifted off to sleep? He would not wake her this morning, she deserves her rest. 


He moved quietly out of the hut, went to his usual place to relieve himself and started down the centuries old path that led to the village of the shamans on the outer edge of the foothills. He knew all the others that had been chosen along with him, had presented themselves before their teachers and had left on their trek in to the mountains to the north. Arriving at the old shaman's hut, he scratched on the hide covered entrance. He started to become alarmed when after scratching for the second time the old shaman still did not make inquiry as to who was there. He questioned for himself " Old One? Old One, are you all right?" He breathed a sigh of relief when the shaman inquired who he was, and in the ritual response he said "I am one seeking knowledge." 


The perceptive old man smiled to himself and thought how nice it was that someone still worried for these old bones of his. He answered, "Come and we will seek knowledge together." 


The young man entered and sat across from the shaman noticing how tired he looked. "Are you not feeling well Old One, should I fetch Siana the medicine woman?" 


The shaman's right eyebrow lifted, "You are now an acolyte to Siana and can see a person’s illness?" 


"No Old One." the young man said, chagrined, "I was worried you were ill."


"If old age can be considered an illness, I have passed all hope of recovery, but you needn't worry for me young one, when my life force leaves to mingle with that of "Spirit of the Mountains" It will be with great joy and a willing heart. So don't look so down-hearted, my time is a ways off."


The young man looked into the eyes of the old shaman and knew what he said was true and this eased the anxiety he was feeling. 


"So, you have come early to my hut today. Have you your song readied?" 


"No Old One, my song is not yet finished, I have come to speak of dreams."


"Dreams sometimes carry with them messages of great importance, tell me of your dreams so we may both meditate on them." the shaman urged.


"I would ask you a question if I may first, Old One."


The shaman nodded and the young man asked. "Have you ever traveled north beyond the mountains and the great waters?" 


The old man shifted and straightened a bit to give himself time to think of an answer that would satisfy. "I myself have not traveled beyond the mountains, but it is said that when The People had just begun, a small tribe of travelers came from beyond the mountain and beyond that, the great waters. They were said to be short of stature but very strong. They were found by The People's hunters just beyond the mountain's tallest peak, half starved and almost frozen with the cold. The hunters brought them to their fire and the strangers spoke of a bleak and barren land, lacking warmth." 


"What happened to the travelers, Old One? The stories don't speak of what became of them."


"Do you remember the story of Durpon?"


"Yes I remember. The Legends speak of the Great Leader Durpon who started the tradition of The People's memories." said the young man.


"The Great Durpon was a descendant of that very same tribe of travelers." "The men proved themselves good hunters and the women hard-working. They were asked to stay and they became part of The People. You, young one, are of their line. What has brought about the question you asked?" the shaman asked. 


"I asked because my dreams have been of the land the mountains and great waters." 


When she was given to him, just the thought of being so close to a man of the Others frightened her. He was too tall, too skinny, too loud, and too ugly. She had never seen a man so ugly, but, after a time she came to realize that although he looked different, in the ways that mattered he was just as much a man as the male members of the Clan. 


After his arm was set, his fever had gone and the smaller of his wounds had healed, the leader had given her to him and a small space at the front of the cave to set up a hearth. They were both awkward with each other at first, but they soon fell into a routine. She cooked, cared for him and mended his clothing. He showed an interest in the way the women went about the many activities of the cave, which she found very strange. But, there was one area that involved women in which he showed no interest at all, even when it was offered, that was coupling. He seemed to have no desire to relieve his needs with her, or any other female. This distressed her and his disinterest continued until he noticed that this was frowned on. He was a man and was expected to act like one. Finally he gave in to the urge and relieved his needs with her. The way he went about it was as strange as his other habits, for he liked to couple face to face. She found this uncomfortable at first, but she was a good clan woman and as a woman of the clan, she had no say in the matter. She was glad he did not find her displeasing and was content to keep her at his hearth. 


He learned the clan way of speaking very quickly and as time went by he began to talk to her. She had felt self-conscious at first because clan men did not converse with the women unless it concerned the needs of the cave or providing a service to one from time to time when their mate was busy with other things. He spoke to her of his people the Mu-Tee, of his desire to travel and how he ended up stumbling into their camp that night in the late spring. Soon his arm had healed enough for the medicine woman to take off the birch bark cast. He was now able to show the men of the Clan his many skills. The men soon invited him to join in their ceremonies and hunting forays. She remembered the flush of pride she felt when she saw the men talking about how great and swift a hunter he was. The man seemed content for a while, but things started to change soon after the second time he was asked to join the men in their hunting ceremony. He became restless as he slept, shouting out and the sounds he made had an urgency about them, which frightened and worried her because she was beginning to care deeply for this ugly man of The Others. 


The noisy night dreams did not just disturb her but the whole cave. The medicine woman gave her some teas to help calm him before sleep, his sleep eventually became less and less troubled but he still slept lightly. Eventually he told her he was leaving. She was mated to the second in command as second woman, but she wondered if the man would ask for her.








"Oma? Oma?" questioned the medicine woman touching the young woman's shoulder bringing her out of her reverie.


The touch startled her. Oma looked down at her feet, then up at the older woman. "Did you wish to speak to me, Uba? 


"Here are the herbs you asked me to prepare for the man's trip to the south. There is enough dried meat and fruit to make travel cakes, if he thinks he or the two men who will travel with him need more. The men say he has been hunting everyday to replace the dry meat he will be taking. This is good the Mogur says it will be a long winter and the women will have to gather more than last winter as well." Uba said.


Uba turned and left the hearth as the man approached. He turned to watch her go then back to Oma who was busing herself with packing his traveling things. He had been thinking about Oma for the last two days, wondering if asking for her and taking her with him was a wise course to take. He knew as much as he had learned about the clan and had come to accept them as human, he could never live with them permanently. In his heart he knew the people the clan called the Others would never accept her or the clan and he would be an outcast. He couldn't take her from her people and put her through what he knew would be just short of a death curse.


Oma stopped what she was doing and sat demurely at the man’s feet with a cup of fresh tea which he accepted and sat down on the furs to drink. 


"Are my things ready for my departure in the morning?" he signed. 


"This woman has worked hard all day to make sure things are properly stored for travel. Would the man of Others have this woman pack something she has forgotten.?" she answered. 


"You have not forgotten a thing Oma, this man is content. I would ask something of you before the night comes. I would ask Oma to walk with this man to the clearing." He rose from his place and motioned for her to follow.


She walked two paces behind him and all the while her heart beat faster, waiting expectantly. 


On arriving at the clearing he sat and flattened a spot for Oma in the tall grass which still held the warmth of the day and beckoned her to sit beside him. They sat for some time, her wondering about the purpose of the walk and he again going over in his mind what he would say to her.


"Oma, when I leave tomorrow, I will not be coming back." He had said it. The one thing he had dreaded saying for days was finally out. 


"This woman would want you to stay but she knows you must continue on your journey. She would go with you if that is your wish." Her head was bowed now in hopes his next words would be that he had decided to take her with him. She waited.


He tapped her shoulder and signed. "My decision is to travel as far as the strait with Grod and Urn, then to cross over and travel from that point alone." 


She had her answer, she was to be left behind. Oma's chest tightened with sadness.


The man reached out and lifted Oma's bowed head. He knew it was against clan custom for a woman to look directly at a man but for a short time he would ask her to break it. He signed, "I would like you to call me by my name, so I may keep the sound of your voice saying it in my memories."


Oma felt uneasy with the man's direct stare, but she cared for him and accepted it. She did not remove her gaze. 


"Talmut" he said and signed, "My name, Oma, say my name—Talmut." She strained to form the word name. How many times had she practiced saying it, tolerating the strange looks from the other women? Now with a long exhalation of breath she said Tah–oot. She looked up at the man and saw the strange grimace she had come to know was his way of expressing joy and seeing it pleased her.


Talmut smiled down at the woman before him and knew what he had heard was a season of practiced sound and hugged her to him. He felt her stiffen then relax against him. He kissed the crown of her head tenderly and released her. Trying to control the tears that threatened.


"We must be getting back now, it is getting dark" he signed, turned and led the way back to the cave.


Oma followed with a heavy heart, but resigned.


The next morning after making his final farewells to the clan. He and his companions walked away. 


Oma stood on the crest over looking the southern passage and watched the tallest of the three moving specks below until it disappeared from sight. Talmut had seen Oma move away from the group of clan members gathered at the entrance to the cave and start her climb to the ridge to watch him go. He knew that if he were to look back, Oma would still be standing there. He would have been right.








Talmut faded in out of consciousness. The memory of the past weeks and the
