CALDECOTT MEDALIST:

Michaela gmwﬁe :

-




chigéon
NAGOONBERRY

Kanat'é
BLUEBERRY

‘plea'*" only gaﬂ,e g0
ad foods thgy  ries & oy

an e)q:eru:rweoQ
ey(,m{ a. doubt:
l°0k~ahkes
esh 9

v 4 {
Lingit shikw e o—
STRAWBERRY




nan island atthe edge of a wide, wild sea,
Grandma shows me how o live on the land.
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Together we py

hemlock brancheg
from the salty ocean
heavy with herriy,

ge
like tiny stars, s

On the beach, we
gather ribbons of
slippery seaweed
dancing in the tide.

By the tumbling, icy falls,
we dip our nets for
silvery salmon hidden
beneath the current.
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And in the forest...
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“As the land
speaks to us,”
[ say.

Grandma tells me,

“We speak
to the land...”




The forest sings to us,
through misting rain

and whoosh of wing,

the sweet smell of cedar We sing too, so the land

r‘hi knows we are grateful.
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and the tickle of moss. \
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Grandma tells me,
“We take care
of the land...”
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“As the land takes care
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Our ancestors sing to us,
their voices dancing

And we sing for the future,
on wind and water.

so that all will hear

We sing too, so they know and all will know

this beautiful berry song.

that we'll always remember.
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Grandma tells me,
“We are a part
of the land...”
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‘As the land

is a part of us”




The ocean sings to us,
rolling ashore
like a beating drum.
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We sing too, so the tides know we are home.




We feast on huckleberry pie
and strawberry crisp,
raspberry scones and
freshly whipped soapberries.

We share gifts of blueberry
jelly and nagoonberry jam.

salm onberry syrup and cranberry
the kitchen glows like a summer sky.

“Gunalchéesh,” we say,

giving thanks.
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The nights grow long, edged in frost

as sea fades gently into sky. , 4 5 o

The forest is resting, " .

the forest is dreaming, i :n::
\ »

waiting for berry song.

And so the seasons change
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A Note from the Author
B Inthe land of k..

Like the young girl in this book, I too live on an
island at the edge of a wide, wild sea where I gr‘ew
up picking tléikw, or berries. My home is Shce.t ka,
or Sitka, Alaska. It is the same island my Tlingit
grandmother, great-grandparents, and great-great-
grandparents called home. All year long Iexcitedly
wait for berry season, for the juicy salmonberries
that strum the first notes of berry song, and the
cranberries after the first freeze that signal its end.
Every time I wander back into the forest,Iam a
little kid again, spellbound by the magic and joy of
berry song.

As Tlingit people, our way of life has always been
woven into the rhythm of the land and sea, to

the animals and plants that nurture our body

and spirit. It has always meant more than food or
survival. This way of life honors a deep kinship
with the land rooted in respect, balance, and
reciprocity. Tlingit values teach us to treat the land
and our nonhuman kin with great reverence and

wealth and prestige; and much like huntiy
grounds or salmon streams, certaip ber,
were claimed and stewarded by diﬂercn, d
Traditional stories tell us of the imPOrtanc:ns
of berries—how they nourished a young b
climbing his chain of arrows to the nisog y
Raven taught us to preserve them, Berrie
of the most important foods brought out
a koo.éex’, a major ceremonial and often .
gathering. Berries hold great symboljc m‘::::nq
significance. They connect us to land, commy, itug)
and culture. They remind us of home, nity,
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When I am out picking berries, I fee] rooted i

the land. If I am sad or troubled before enteri,
the forest, I always leave happy. Berry p; cking 15
medicine. Berries are gifts from the carth, gathereg
and shared in gratitude. When I am lost ip Fatih
of salmonberries that drip from the leaves in hues
of sunshine, coral, and ruby, I am in awe of Mother
Earth’s many gifts, and I try my best to listen—o the
berries, to the forest and water, to Raven’s Musicy]
call, to my Tlingit ancestors and the children,

yet to come. I hear the same sparkling songin

my grandmother’s chuckle as she tells me about

gratitude, and it is often during traditional food-
harvesting practices such as berry picking when
ancestral knowledge and values are passed down
from one generation to the next.

Berries have always been a celebrated partof
Tlingﬁli.fe. They are a traditional diet staple
providing essential nutrients, eaten fresh or
preserved with fish or seal oil, or pressed and dried
into berry cakes. Today we also process berries
through freezing, canning, or baking delicious
treats! Historically, berries were used as medicine,
trade goods, ceremonial gifts, and symbols of

at the salmon cannery with her family,
when coming home with a bucket full of berries
spared her from any scolding. I hear the same chorus
in my mother’s voice as she passes along the wisdom
of my great-aunt: “When the blueberry leaves start
to turn red, that's when the fruit is sweetest” And 1
hear that same melody in my young nephew, when
together we sing and sway through a mountainside
meadow, our hearts—much like our buckets and
baskets—full to the brim. “Gunalchéesh,” I teach him
to say, giving thanks. The song is everywhere, if you
listen. Can you hear it?

W,, offers & the |and. Among its many
4 Wgﬂhip m:shafe‘i in this book:
ot

el 1 e seeds

) e mmnua

werius vyr=--—
PO

W on

” k1o the land

9 W“Z[andsf“‘ks to us.
4

ing has spirit. Talk to
i Ii;l:‘:;,tll:lcjiienous names. Ask
e ion to be harvested. Thank them.
B or permis® - cent symphony of song thaf
w6 ' nesmall berry—the sun, rain,
iato ™ heir part- SO do the saln'mn, b"_df’
A o ohose Jife cycles and foraging fe.mhze
Mbw!, Wd spread berry seeds. Other animals
jest 814 P too, including humans! The
;I‘P 1 bees, butterflies, and other insects

; Mb:;‘:;’ pollinﬂ‘e the berry blossoms, as

i b&'P'hen'en! trees that die and nourish the soil.

the a0 eak to the land and listen in return,
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1l be amazed at what you learn.
u

ke care of the land
; :f;}t; land takes care of us.

gives to us, itis our responsib%lity to
7. When picking berries, it is important
We share the forest. Take only
and can sensibly process, leaving
for our animal relatives. Taking care
means protecting Mother Earth in
earning about commercial fishery
pelines, mining, logging,
¢ and unsustainable human
t'plik:e to start. Protesting, .
' voting, volunteering with
ups, thinking about where

. MaYS 10 get involy,
¢an unite jp defense of Mo!::r :n]};ogbeun%r i
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caretakers anq ensuring a future for 1 =
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as the land is 4 partofus,
Wih &€ 00t separate from the Ratural world, Eyen
10 the city, nature is ] groyyng us. Itis all one
:ongl. ThedTougm National Forest, where my
i ; )
- csy:: Uive, and where | set this story, is the

tact temperate rain forest in the world
and the largest nationg] forest in the United States.
Not only is it incredibly important to us bhumans
and our nonhuman relatives that |ive here, bur
itis vital in helping combat the global climate
crisis. The Tongass is home to the traditional
territories of the Tlingit, Haida, and Tsimshian
nations, who have coexisted in balance with the
land since time immemorial. Today, Native and
non-Native people work together to protect these
wild lands. Indigenous history and rights, land
sovereignty, and environmental justice are closely
intertwined, and I encourage you to listen to and
lift Indigenous voices. In many places around the
world, Indigenous peoples are leading the way in
protecting our planet. I encourage you to find out
whose traditional territory you call home, learn
about their history and the issues they are facing
today, and seek ways to engage.

Gunalfhéesh!




