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GROK AND THE NI GHT OF THE LOONS, 499, 992 BC—
(anot her story about cavenen)
By Paul Lanbrecht

G ok went to check on Mlos and his young famly.

They lived by thenselves in the woods. Mlos's wfe, Mry,
was a suspicious and craven shrewi sh wonan. In their hut
of sticks, whenever a visitor appeared, she was paral yzed
in her tracks. Wen the visitor left, she returned to her
conpul sive shufflings, ainessly absorbed by her four cubs
and ot her assorted chores. M1l os was a good nman though.
Had been an exceptional hunter once, before he d taken off

into the woods.
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G ok was in the woods near the |ake, which was down
the hill fromthe hut. He was surrounded by thick
undergrowt h and scrubby brush. Dense pockets of wrist-
thick alders. A pair of eyes were watching G ok fromthe
forest. He felt the eyes searching himover, on his skin
like heat. G ok felt the gaze relax as he | oosened his
bowel s for the final push. He grunted appreciatively,
unbur dened, and spl ashed his hands in a nearby puddle. The
eyes bel onged to an ancient curious intelligence. G ok
pi cked his way through the thigh-high ferns to the edge of
the | ake shore. He saw a |one | oon on the | ake, red-eyed
and netallic-blue feathered. He watched the |oon glide
back and forth scanning the waves beneath the surface and
periodically diving beneath the waves. Suddenly nore | oons
were landing on the |ake. Mrre and nore and | ots nore.

The | oons canme by the thousands to neet in the mddle
of the | ake. Before each was allowed to land he had to fly
over the already gathered nob and present his pluned
underbelly to themall.

| f the other |oons granted their approval of the
candi date by flapping their wings on the water, the | oon
was permtted to land. Then he seam essly nelded in with

t he nob.
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G ok had never seen such a thing froma supposedly
stupid bird.

Past a certain point, no nore birds were allowed to
land. They flew off, nost |likely to some other |ake. The
birds on the | ake now forned thenselves into a big open
ring. They neatly enconpassed a darn near perfect circle,
as large as the near and far shores would allow. Then into
the mddle of this open circle, descended a strange | arge
red loon, red as a cardinal.

The red | oon stood about a foot taller than the rest
of the sleek blue-black | oons on the perineter. There was
a long silence, then several mnutes of rhythm c w ng-
poundi ng on the water, then the large red |oon |let out an
enornous shriek. Gok clapped his ears closed. He was
starting to feel a little afraid now He doubted the birds
wanted a wtness to their seance.

Now the large red loon tore back and forth in the open
circle, splashing up water and churning up foam

The large red | oon then plunged under the surface of
the waves and didn't energe for a long tine.

When he did finally emerge, he had a silver fish
shi nmering and fl appi ng drooping fromthe edges of his

beak.
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The ot her | oons bashed on the water with their w ngs
agai n.

The large red | oon now started at one part of the
circle, and paddl ed past all of the |Ioons, who stickled up
to attention, their highest height, and he observed their
appearance and decorumwith the fish in his nmouth, stil
squi rm ng

G ok was crunched down in the nud, obscured by reeds,
as the large red | oon approached his portion of the circle.
He experienced a tingling in the pit of his backsi de when
the | oon was just before him l|arge, crinson as a coxconb,
I npr essi ve.

He tried even harder not to be seen, not to exist, yet
he couldn’t | ook away fromthe scarlet-feathered beast
before him H s ruffled vermllion feathers.

There was a storm now com ng out of the north. It
settled down over their heads and beat rain down on them
Lightning clattered against the swirling w spy clouds and
deep bl ack canvas of stars, as sharp and clear as a pair of
glistening eyes.

And then it was suddenly very cold. The | oons stood
still and stoic throughout the storm bravely enduring the

pelting rain. Gok couldn’'t be sure if this was part of
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the ritual or not. But the stormwas soon gone and the sky
and air were fresh and clean, but it was still cold.

And then there was a trenendous crashing noise and a
| arge flare across the vault of the heavens. The enornous
ball of light roaring beyond their heads | ooked Iike the
devil offspring of a sun and noon pairing. Gok's hair
stood straight up, his eyes agog, peeled |like potatoes from
their skins by the spectacle.

The | oons now bashed their wings in the water
appreci atively. Shockwaves and sonic boons runbl ed the
water and the trees and the sky now.

The large red | oon was nowhere to be seen. Qut of the
corner of his eye, G ok saw a flash of silver, tenporarily
distracting his gaze fromthe | oud neteor above. There was
a mained fish flopping in the nud and reeds. The only
thing nore G ok saw that night was a junping flash of red
feathers, and heard a dol eful song fromthe |oons ushering
himinto oblivion like a |ullaby.

When he woke up it was day again, and the | ake was
bare and enpty.

There was a sea of red feathers about. He nust have
fought the beast a long tine, but he hadn’t won. No |oon
carcass to be seen anyhow. That woul d have been a trophy.

| nstead he gathered up a few feathers.
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They’ d never believe this story back hone.

* k%

He showed the red feathers to M| os the next day.
Ml os pointed to the sky and nmade a deep-throated roar and
made the synbol of a ball with his arns and el bows. Then
he started thrashing the ground.

G ok nodded.

M| os had seen the spectacle before.

How coul d the stupid birds summon fire like that to
rain down on the trees?

Surely that was a great power if you could drip liquid
fire on your enem es.

G ok decided he'd stay with Ml os a few noons and
check out the | ake sonme nore.

He slept with Mlos’s wife Mary in the goat pen. She
was a bony woman who snel |l ed powerfully of her favorite

goat. She didn’'t want to get pregnant again; she and
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M| os already had four cubs. So she wouldn’t let Grok onto
her back. Mlos didn't give a rip.

The four cubs were little black griny nonsters. MIos
set them | oose each norning to chase after and sonetines
bring back marnots, squirrels, voles and other assorted
manmmal i an var m nts.

They delighted in irking G ok all day. Shooting
arrows at him Slinging rocks. Getting in between him and
Mary at night.

Most nights he went to the |ake to see if the |oons
were com ng back. Each day a blank | ake or maybe a duck
and once in a great while, a solitary | oon.

But never the fireworks display of the first night.

G ok mssed his tribe by now There he got sone respect,
and sone action now and then.

But the loons were still calling him Wnter came and
the snow fell. The |lake froze up and the |oons flew away.
In the winter, Mlos buttressed his stick house with
snowberns. This cut down on the draft and kept them warm
enough. At night the four brats and three adults slept in
a naked heap on the dirt floor. This was nostly
intol erable for everyone, especially the brats who poked

and kicked Grok all night. And both G ok and M I os
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conpeted for Mary's attention, but not ardently, because no
one, least of all the cubs, wanted Mary to get pregnant.

They ate nostly goat stewin the winter, and drank
thistle tea, and lost weight. Gok stirred his tea with
his great big red | oon feather and gazed pensively over at
the vast virgin snowfields where the | ake used to be.

G ok thought he saw a flash of red on the | ake one day
whi ch caused his heart to leap a little. But it was just
bl ood. One of the cubs had gotten into it with a skunk and
it was equal parts both their blood types on the ground.

He was chewed up pretty good and sone of the wounds
festered, causing the brat to get sick and feverish, and
then chillish, and then feverish again, until G ok w shed
the little brat would die. G ok sonehow got blanmed for
t hi s happeni ng, though he didn’t know why. Mary and the
ot her three cubs wouldn’t even | ook at hi manynore.

Ml os seened irritated and distant, as well. But at
| east the spring thaw was soon approachi ng.

The brat, Puku, died and Mary was so di sconsol ate she
had sex wth her husband. At |east there was nore food,

t hought Grok, even if he wasn’t getting laid. The poor
famly was so sad, though, G ok spent nost of each day
hunting. And it was getting a little warnmer out. The

birds were starting to return, and each day nore of the
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| ake was visible. Finally a duck plopped into it one day,
and the next day a | oon.

Ml os and the three brats and Mary banded agai nst him
now, and he slept by hinself down by the |lake in a bed of
reeds on the hard nud.

Soon they had a nuggy hot day and then the bugs
returned, sprouting fromtheir |arvae buzzing, others of
t hem chi r pi ng.

But no big red birds.

If it weren't for the feathers in his possession, by
now Grok woul d have convinced hinself that night’s events
and all they inported had never occurred. That night had
felt Iike an ending of sonme kind. Perhaps that feeling,

t hose characters, were not recapturable, would never cone
agai n.

Per haps the end of the world didn’t end with one man.

And one man didn't end with the end of the world.

And what about his famly, his hone?

And what about Puku? The world had ended for him

O had it? Was Puku fine, or had he just ended for
t henf

And where had the | oons gone? Wuld they be back?

END.



