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THE GREAT FLOOD WHICH HAD COVERED THE IARTH FOR SO LONG HAD AT

last receded, and even the thin strip of sand now called Rose Spit, stretch-
ing north from Naikun village, lay dry. The Raven had flown there to
gorge himself on the delicacies left by the receding watel so for once he
wasn't hungry. But his other appetites - lust, curiosity and the
unquenchable itch to meddle and provoke things, to play tricks on the
world and its creatures - these remained unsatisfied.

He had recently stolen the light from the old man who kept it hidden
in a box in his house in the middle of the darkness, and had scattered it
throughout the sky. The new light spattered the night with stars and
waxed and waned in the shape of the moon. And it dazzled the day with
a single bright shining which lit up the long beach that curved from the
split beneath the Raven's feet westward as far as Tao Hill. Pretty as it was,
it looked lifeless and so to the Raven quite boring. He gave a great sigh,
crossed his wings behind his back and walked along the sand, his shiny
head cocked, his sharp eyes and ears alert for any unusual sight or sound.
Then taking to the air, he called petulantly out to the empty sky. To his
clelight, he heard an answering cry - or to describe it more closely, a
rntrffled squeak.

At first he saw nothing, but as he scanned the beach again, a white
flash caught his eye, and when he landed he found at his feet, half buried
in the sand, a gigantic clamshell. When he looked more closely still, he
saw that the shell was full of little creatures cowering in terror of his
en()rtnous shadow.

Well here was something to break the monotony of his day. But noth-
ing was going to happen as long as the tiny things stayed in the shell, and



tlrey c'crtuirrly wcrclr'l r'orrring otrl in tlreir prescnt lcrriliccl stxtc. S() thc
Raven lcanccl lris grcut ltcacl closc to the sltcll, ancl witlr the smooth
trickster's tongue that hacl got hirn into and out of so many misadventures
during his troubled and troublesome existence, he coaxed and cajoled
and coerced the little creatures to come out and play in his wonderful,
shiny new world. As you know, the Raven speaks in two voices, one
harsh and strident, and the other, which he used now, a seductive bell-like
croon which seems to come from the depth of the sea, or out of the cave
where the winds are born. It is an irresistible sound, one of the loveliest
sounds in the world. So it wasn't long before one and then another of the
little shell-dwellers timidly emerged. Some of them immediately scurried
back when they saw the immensity of the sea and the sky, and the over-
whelming blackness of the Raven. But eventually curiosity overcame cau-
tion and all of them had crept or scrambled out. Very strange creatures
they were: two-legged like the Raven, but there the resemblance ended.
They had no glossy feathers, no thrusting beak. Their skin was pale, and
they were naked except for the long black hair on their round, flat-featured
heads. Instead of strong wings, they had thin stick-like appendages that
waved and fluttered constantly. They were the original Haidas, the first
humans.

For a long time the Raven amused himself with his new playthings,
watching them as they explored their much-expanded wodd. Sometimes
they helped one another in their new discoveries. Just as often, they
squabbled over some novelty they found on the beach. And the Raven
taught them some clever tricks, at which they proved remarkably adept.
But the Raven's attention span was brief, and he grew tired of his small
companions. For one thing, they were all males. He had looked all up
and down the beach for female creatures, hoping to make the game more
interesting, but females were nowhere to be found. He was about to
shove the now tired, demanding and quite annoying little creatures back
into their shell and forget about them when suddenly - as happens so
often with the Raven - he had an idea.

He picked up the men, and in spite of their struggles and cries of fright
he put them on his broad back, where they hid themselves among his
feathers. Then the Raven spread his wings and flew to North Island. The
tide was low, and the rocks, as he had expected, were covered with
those large but soft-lipped molluscs known as red chitons. The Raven
shook himself gently, and the men slid down his back to the sand. Then
he flew to the rock and with his strong beak pried a chiton from its
surface.

Now, if any of you have ever examined the underside of a chiton, you
may begin to understand what the Raven had in his libidinous, devious
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mlnd. lle tlrrcw back his head ancl llung the chiton at the nearest of the
men. llis aim was as unerring as only a great magician,s can be, and the
chiton fbund its mark in the delicate groin of the startled, shellborn crea-
ture. There the chiton attached itself firmly. Then as sudden as spray
hitting the rocks from a breaking wave, a shower of chitons broke over
the wide-eyed humans, as each of the open-mouthed shellfish flew in-
exorably to its target.

Nothing quite like this had ever happened to the men. They had never
dreamed of such a thing during their long sray in the clamshell. They
were astounded, embarrassed, confused by a rush of new emotions and
sensations. They shuffled and squirmed, uncertain whether it was pleas-
ure or pain they were experiencing. They threw themselves down on the
beach, where a great storm seemed to break over them, followed just as
suddenly by a profound calm. one by one the chitons dropped off. The
men staggered to their feet and headed slowly down the beach, followed
by the raucous laughter of the Raven, echoing all the way to the great
island to the north which we now call prince of Vales.

That first troop of male humans soon disappeared behind the nearest
headland, passing out of the games of the Raven and the story of human-
kind. \Thether they found their way back to their shell or lived our rheir
lives elsewhere, or perished in the strange environment in which they
found themselves, nobody remembers, and perhaps nobody cares. They
had played their roles and gone their way.

Meanwhile the chitons had made their way back to the rock, where
they attached themselves as before. But they too had been changed. As
high tide followed low and the great storms of winter gave way to the
softer rains and warm sun of spring, the chitons grew and grew, many
times larger than their kind had ever been before. Their jointed shells
seemed about to fly apart from the enormous pressure within them. And
one day a huge wave swept over the rock, tore them from their footholds
and carried them back to the beach. As the water receded and the warm
sun dried the sand, a great stirring began among the chitons. From each
emerged a brown,skinned, black-haired human. This time there were
both males and females among them, and the Raven could begin his
greatest game 

- one that still goes on.
They were no timid shell-dwellers these, but children of the wild coast,

born between the sea and land, challenging the strength of the stormy
Nonh Pacific and wresting from it a rich livelihood. Their descendants
built on its beaches the strong, beautiful homes of the Haidas and embel-
lished them with the powerful heraldic carvings that told of the legendary
beginnings of great families, all the heroes and heroines and the gallant
beasts and monsters who shaped their world and their destinies. For
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WEST BY NORTHWEST

many generations they grew and flourished, built and created, fought and

destioyed, living according to the changing seasons and the unchanging

rituals of their rich and complex lives.

It's nearly over now. Most of the villages are abandoned, and those

which have not entirely vanished lie in ruins. The people who remain are

changed. The sea has lost much of its richness, and great areas of the

land itself lie in waste. Perhaps it's time the Raven started looking for

another clamshell.

The Two Sisters

PAULTNE IOHNSON

YOU CAN SEE THEM AS YOU LOOK TOWARDS THE NORTH AND THE WEST,

where the dream-hills swim into the sky amid their everdrifting clouds of
peail and grey. They catch the earliest hint of sunrise, they hold the last
colour of sunset. Twin mountains they are, lifting their twin peaks above
the fairest city in aII Canada, and known throughout the British Empire as
"The Lions of Vancouver."

Sometimes the smoke of forest fires blurs them until they gleam like
opals in a purple atmosphere, too beautiful for words to paint. Some-
times the slanting rains festoon scaryes of mist about their crests, and the
peaks fade into shadowy outlines, melting, melting, forever melting into
the distances. But for most days in the year the sun circles the fwin glories
with a sweep of gold. The moon washes them with a torrent of silver.
Oftentimes, when the cily is shrouded in rain, the sun yellows their snows
to a deep orange; but through sun and shadow they stand immovable,
smiling westward above the waters of the restless Pacific, eastward above
the superb beauty of the Capilano Canyon. But the Indian tribes do not
know these peaks as "The Lions." Even the chief whose feet have so
recently wandered to the Happy Hunting Grounds never heard the name
given them until I mentioned it to him one dreamy August day, as to-
gether we followed the trail leading to the canyon. He seemed so sur-
prised at the name that I mentioned the reason it had been applied to
them, asking him if he recalled the Landseer Lions in Trafalgar Square.
Yes, he remembered those splendid sculptures, and his quick eye saw
the resemblance instantly. It appeared to please him, and his fine face
expressed the haunting memories of the far-away roar of Old London.
But the "call of the blood" was stronger, and presently he referred to the


