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October-fest
October we welcome you with open arms as all the lodges have 
returned to hibernation for the winter and the skies and river are 
quiet once again. With the Native Food Challenge coming to a close 
we have a lot of reflection upon this endeavor. Tate has an update 
for you of how he feels about this challenge which is followed by a 
poem written by Kiara Nelson, and another one by Walt Gooden. 
Alicia has her impression of hiking to Big Mountain which is 
followed by an article written by Simeon and another by Keilan. Ella 
has a l o n g beautiful poem on her reflection of the Big Mountain 
Hike. Kiara has submitted a Yup’ik story re-told of How the Crane 
Got His Blue Eyes. Following her article, you can find various 
pictures of original Larval writings written by our elementary 
students. From there you will find highlighted pictures of the hike 
to Big Mountain and pictures of your favorite humans including our 
announcements. Remember, it is getting a little bit colder outside 
and not all of the ponds are frozen all the way yet, please stay off 
the ice unless it has been proven safe enough by an adult to skate 
or ride upon. Stay warm, be on the look out for ghosts and goblins, 
and happy fall!  
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According to David Pimentel, a Cornell Evolutionary Biologist, a family of five would require 200 
hectares of land to support their hunting and gathering needs.  That’s nearly 500 acres of ideal habitat 
to provide adequate plants and animals for the family.  With modern agriculture, much of it nearly 
unsustainable, the family of five could have their food needs met with 2 to 5 acres of production.  
Obviously, these are estimates as it is impossible to come to an exact number because of the variables 
of climate, soil, geography and growing practices.  

These numbers and this Food Challenge Project have made me think about the difficulty of sustaining 
yourself from the land year in and year out.  The preparations and obligations to truly subsist on the 
land are a hard truth and not easily attainable.  As my fish and moose supply have been hit hard, I 
notice that the downtown garden is still full of rutabagas and turnips.  The greenhouse has lettuce and 
kale.  The energy requirements and land use lessons hit home on a local scale too.  

This experiment has shown me that the bounty of today’s world has either blessed or cursed us; having 
experienced the plenty that is available to us, we are unable or unwilling to fully return to a true hunter-
gatherer lifestyle.  And even if we wanted to, it’s not really possible anymore.  There are too many of 
us, and not enough land if we look at it collectively.  In Alaska the landscape can still provide a hunter-
gatherer lifestyle, but is it the most effective use of energy?

With two weeks left in the food challenge, and many pounds shed back to the earth, it is time to reflect.  
There have been many questions, thoughtful discussions, dinner considerations, hunger pains, and 
food addiction recoveries, but one thing is for certain – Food has taken center stage.  And this is how it 
should be.  Food ought to be more important than entertainment or insurance, but sadly as a society 
we spend more money on the latter two.

So as the Food Challenge draws to a close, I have been thinking about what my family can take 
forward from this experience.  I am determined that we will eat more wisely, out of gratitude for all that 
we have, out of respect for the resources this Earth provides, and most importantly out of a desire to 
attain the gold standard of Health that real food provides for real people.

What’s my take away from this challenge?  1.  Food and Health should be the prime priorities of our 
lives.  2.  Alaska root crops are the best in the world.  California, you can keep your woody carrots and 
pithy turnips.  3.  There is a term called ‘toxic hunger’ (see Eat to Live by Joel Furman) that relates to 
our addictions to highly refined carbs and cheap sources of fat and protein.  The hunger experienced 
during the Food Challenge, after the first week, is more subtle and manageable.  4. The first week was 
the hardest.  5.   There is true freedom that comes from liberating yourself from the industrial food 
pipeline, not to mention the flavor, nutrients, stories and relationships that a locally-sourced diet 
provides.  6.  I have a new appreciation for the people who came before.  Their dedication and 
obligations to the food system and its relationships are an education we can only glimpse.    The hardy 
people who once subsisted solely from the land struggled to do so, and often starved.  In their time and 
place finding food was a constant Challenge; there was no “at the end of six weeks.”  7.  Why didn’t I 
prepare a barrel of willow leaves cured in seal oil?  8.  Igiugig kids walked to Big Mountain hiking 
through a surging Lake Iliamna, sleeping in cold wet gear, packing heads of lettuce and dry fish in their 
packs, and swimming across a swollen frigid Belinda Creek all without tears or complaints...these kids 
can do anything!

Food Challenge Update By Tate Gooden 
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Native Foods Challenge 
Kiara Nelson 

All of our stomachs be a grumbling 
We all are cranky always mumbling 
Energy levels low, I want to sleep, 
Man do I feel like a rubbish heap! 

Moose soup and zucchini 
Why do I feel like a Meany? 

Maybe it’s just hunger, pain, or emotion, 
Or it’s my day that’s going in slow motion. 

Three weeks, halfway there. 
Do you have a candy bar that you can spare? 

I know, it’s bad for me around this time, 
But I can give you dry fish, I’ll even throw in a dime 

Oh well, I’ll try to get through it, 
But maybe I’ll just give up and quit. 

No! I am stronger than that! 
Someone hit me with a baseball bat! 

I’ll snap back into reality 
And make myself some chaga tea. 

Don’t worry, I’ll survive 
It’s time to come alive. 

Food Challenge Reflection 
Walt Gooden 

The thing I figured out about my body and my food is 
that I get woozy and weak without Cheetos and 
mayonnaise-slathered turkey sandwiches. And pizza 
with cheese in the crust.  And quarter pounders from 
McDonalds. Oh, and Salsa Qon Queso.  And burritos.  
So, I was not a very healthy person.  But still, I would 
give fifty bucks for a pot of Queso and fifteen crunchy 
burritos and the first Harry Potter book. Here’s a 
poem:

El Monterreys and Harry Potter,
Mac n’ cheese that couldn’t be hotter,

Bowls of Queso so delicious
They are “my P-r-e-c-i-o-u-s.”

Never mind magic rings,
Queso is a gift fit for Kings!

I think I’ll go and snag a snack,
Then into my bed I’ll go back,

I’ll crawl into my little hole,
Eating, as Harry Potter saves the Sorcerer’s Stone.

But it’s fish and rice.
I wish I had pet mice--

I could feed them my food,
Play with them when I’m in a bad mood.

At last I’ll slink away, and
Survive to eat another day.  

The Hike: by Alicia Zackar


“I survived the hike all the way to big mountain!” I told 
myself when we reached the cabin. I was admittedly, so 
proud of myself. I then looked at the tiny person next to me, 
Shea Nelson; and felt way more proud of her and the other 
kiddos that made it all the way! We are blessed with such 
amazing kids, that marched through high, crashing water, 
slept in the cold wet sleeping bags, packed thirty pound bags, 
and swam across frigid waters.  They will remember this hike 
all their lives, and I hope it turns out to be a positive 
experience!


Left: Alicia and Shea resting 
on the shore at Big 
Mountain. 
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Hike to Big Mountain

We hiked to Big Mountain.  Everyone else started by hiking off to Berry Patch. The following day, I 
started off by hiking to Rocky Point.  It took me three hours to catch up with everyone.  It was a fun walk 
until we had to walk on the beach; I got so tired, but I kept going. Mr. B had a good camping place that he 
wanted us to go but we were all too tired so we camped somewhere else. The first night I had Top 
Ramen, while everyone else had their native food.

The second day we started walking to Belinda Creek. When we got there I didn’t want to swim 
across so I went looking around for a place to cross with Aid and Keil. While we were looking I found 
these moose antlers. They were pretty big. Aid and I wanted to show everyone so I grabbed it out of the 
crick and made Aid help me pack it. Everyone else also thought it was pretty big. They wanted to get 
across the creek so Mr. B swam across.  But I was too scared so I waited a little for Aid to go with me. 

When we got across Aid was trying to light a fire and Mr. B and I pushed a Honda over to the 
narrowest place in the river.  I didn’t get what we were doing until Karl threw Mr. B a rope and he tied it on 
the Honda. They tied a string to the bag and a carbineer they threw me the string and I had to pull it in 
fast or it will get all wet and some of the bags that I pulled in were heavy and they got wet. While people’s 
bags came over, they swam across. I liked the system.

I started to get cold so I let Mr. B take over and I went by the fire. I got my bag and changed, then 
took back over because Mr. B was getting cold. As everyone got over we tried starting the Hondas but 
they didn’t work, so we set up the tents and went to sleep. The next day we walked to the cabin. 

 Basically all we did was eat and walk around, and we got such good fry bread that day, I was so 
happy.  Aid, Tate, Jem, and I went out looking for spruce grouse and didn’t catch anything. 

The next morning there were pancakes.  Then Fewn, Aid, and I hiked up the mountain. It was 
fun…we saw everything around Big Mountain. Alicia picked us up and we went back down the mountain. 
We waited for our plane.  When it came we had a fast ride back to Igiugig.  It was fun and bumpy.

By Simeon Zackar 

The walk to Big Mountain was a hard walk. 
Everyone was tired and wanted to be home in their 
beds, but everyone kept walking. On the way we 
walked through water and rain.  We even had to 
swim a creek. In all that walking we walked 24 
miles. When we got to the cabin we all sat around 
the wood stove making pancakes and coffee. We 
were all so happy and proud that we made it. That 
night we had a big bonfire and after that we set up 
our tents and went to bed. The next morning, we 
went home.  On the way to Big Mountain I got big 
blisters on my heal and they hurt when I put my 
shoes on. My feet would scrape on the inside of my 
shoes and it rubbed the skin away.  It hurt bad. 
Now I have to put band aids on them so they don’t 
get dirt in them.    

The Walk to Big Mountain

The camp site at Blackberry Patch, first stop on the hike 
to Big Mountain. 

Keilan Wassillie
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Big Mountain Hike
We’re all ready at the beach 
Mr. Gooden gives the pre-hike 
speech 
Packs loaded, we begin the 
countdown 
 Big Mountain, here we come 
Rosy checks, twinkling eyes 
We’re all racing to the prize  

Four miles in the sand 
Blackberry patch, the first 
destination 
Now begins the Igiugig migration  

Tinfoil dinners, fire-crisped grouse  
Pitch your tent, hit the sack 
In the morning, get up, re-pack 

On the road once more 
It’s definitely hardcore  
Rocky Point is our next station  

Big Mountain, here we come 
Smiling faces, tired feet 
No one will admit defeat 

Rain-soaked but joyful 
We build a fire near the rocks 
We’re forced to think outside the 
box 

Finally, everyone makes it 
Packs are dropped, Snacks are 
shared,  
2.7 miles up the beach Mr.B 
declared  

We trudge along in the rain, 
In the wet, we all begin to frett 
The wind and waves pose a threat 

Mrs. Gooden sends a box 
Of Native food challenge goodies 
Stuff your face, then go to sleep 

In the morning, pack up, let’s go! 
Keep a good pace, don’t go slow 

Two or three miles in knee deep 
water 

Belinda Creek comes into view 
Glossy, glassy, totally brown 
It can’t help but bring a frown 

Pulley the bags, swim across 
After we do this, we’re totally boss! 
Sun’s going down, daylight’s lost 
We all know the creek’s got to be 
crossed 
One by one, surging into the water 

Kick your feet, cut the water with 
your hand 
Own the “Belinda” 
Show her you can withstand 

The icy cold current 
The long snaking branches 
She will steal your breath  
and freeze your blood 

Once you’re across, run to the fire 
Change your clothes, get warm 
Can we go on? 

It’s getting dark 
We camp on the beach  
At night, in sets the heavy frost 

Big Mountain, here we come 
Blistered feet, aching backs 
Who wants to ditch their packs? 

Frigid, frosty night 
Most of the crew leaves early  
But Karl waits to test the Honda 

Randy zips in on his boat 
With Honda batteries and fry 
bread  
Four-wheelers roar to life, we load 
in the packs 
Including Leroy’s tote 

Kaylee drives, along with Fewn 

We’ll be at Big Mountain very 
soon 
Jeff, Karl, Leroy and Tate are 
determined to walk 
Their loss, our gain, we try not to 
mock  

Cruising along the Honda trail 
Birds fly all about  
Their beating wings kiss the air 
Jem looks at them in despair 

Off the trail and into the beach  
The trailer tips 
And bags fall at Jem’s feet 
I hurriedly asked him if he’s ok 

He rubs his eyes and assures me 
he’s fine 
He’s sighing and grunting  
He asks, “When can we go 
hunting?” 

We load the trailer, we’re back on 
track 
We ditch the bags at the landing  
The cabin awaits us 

We push for the pancakes and for 
the warm woodstove 
We push for the victory that 
everyone knows 
So hungry, so tired, so sleepy and 
yet… 
We rush to the door and open it 
wide 
We snarf down pancakes  
We laugh and we joke 

We finally made it  
Our minds evoke 
Big Mountain, at last 

Fly home with Josh 
Which everyone knows is really 
quite posh! 

By Ella Gooden
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Continued 

How Crane Got His Blue Eyes 
A Yupik Story Retold by Kiara Nelson 

One sunny day, Crane was walking along the marshy tundra near a river. The murky brown river 
was wide and lazily flowed down to the unknown. Crane who was hungry and wanted to eat some 
berries, put his small, plain eyes on a mossy stump, “If you see someone, yell to let me know,” said 
Crane. So Crane walked down to the river bank where the berries were most plentiful and started to 
eat. A few minutes later, his eyes started to yell frantically saying there was someone who was going to 
take them away. Crane flew to the stump, put on his eyes, and looked.  “It is just a log drifting down the 
river,” he said, and put the eyes back on the stump. “Don’t tell anymore stories.” 

A few minutes later, Crane’s eyes yelled again saying that there was somebody coming to take 
them away, so he hurriedly put his eyes back on and looked. “It’s just a leaf floating around on the 
ground,” he said. Then Crane put the eyes back on the stump and started eating berries again. Once 
again, the eyes started yelling but Crane ignored them. He heard the cries getting further and further, 
Oh, they’re just playing tricks on me again, Crane thought.  

 After he was done eating berries, Crane discovered that his eyes were gone. Somebody stolen 
them! So he decided to use cranberries, but they were too red to see with. He tried blackberries but 
they were much too dark. Finally, he found some nice blueberries and put them in, and everything was 
perfect. Ever since then, Crane has had blue eyes.  

Larval Writing 

By Jem Gooden

These are elementary writings that they wanted to enter into 
the newsletter: Right: This is how you make soup. By Jem 
Gooden. Left: This is how you make soup. By Jon Alvarez

By Jon Alvarez 

Continued on page 7
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Danni Wassillie
By Erika Salmon-Anelon 

Elementary writings, Top Left: The day a monkey came to school 
By Danni Wassillie. Lower Left: I really like Learning by Avery 
Nelson. Top Right: What makes you happy by Erika Salmon-
Anelon. Lower Right: A journal entry by Mackenzie Nickoli

Larval Writing 

By Avery Nelson

By MacKenzie Nickoli
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6ish miles above Rocky Point: Jem, Fewnia, Aiden, Shea, 
Taty, Kaylee, Alicia, Keil, Ella, Christina, Sim, and Danni.

Setting up camp at Big Mountain.

First stop: Black berry patch. Jeff, Christina and Baby B made 
it to Big Mountain.

Fewnia in the flooded waters of 
Lake Iliamna. 

Have a maniaq feast at Big Mountain. Enjoying the sunset at Big Mountain.
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Luke and Addie! Just too cute! Mav with his first spruce hen.

Mav and his first day of Pre-
school.

First volleyball scrimmage. Alice Zackar, peace out! 

Harvest time: Danni, Jem, Jon, Shea, MacKenzie, 
Erika, and Avery.

After the harvest: Erika, MacKenzie, Jem, Danni and 
Jon.
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Shea with two of the largest turnips 
from the harvest. 

Terrence and Sherry. Tanya and Avery.

Annie teaching Unglu: Erika, 
Teagan, Mav, Luke, Addi.

Lorraine with Charlie from 
Yukon Men.

Lydia and AlexAnna.

Dallia and Alice sitting in with 
the Salmon Fellows.
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ANNOUNCEMENTS

Remember in IGIUGIG We: 

• Keep Our Dogs Tied Up or on a leash.

• Turn Off Lights when leaving a public 
building 

• Recycle: #1 to #2 plastics, aluminum, glass, 
tin cans. We also separate batteries and e-
waste. 

• Do Not Park in front of the hanger or the 
white trash trailer. 

• We compost! Bring it to the greenhouse, 
please no dairy or meat products. 

• Contribute to the newsletter! Send photos, 
news, important events to Ida @ 
igiugignewsletter@gmail.com 

• Love our village? Join Igiugig Village Info 
Zone on Facebook if you haven’t already. 

Important Dates!  

No-See-Um volleyball games @ 
Port Alsworth - Nov. 13th -17th  

Veterans Day - November 10th 

Igiugig Native Corp. Annual 
Meeting - November 15th  

Yup’ik Immersion Doll Making - 
November 14th - 17th  

Thanksgiving - November 23rd  

No school - November 23rd - 
24th  

Library Hours

Monday to Friday 

1:00 PM to 2:00 PM & 

4:00 PM to 5:00 PM  

Saturday 5:00 PM to 7:00 PM 

The Store Hours! 
Located behind the Boarding House in a 
green building: the hours of operation 
are from: Stacie G @ 907-378-7416 

4:00 PM to 5:00PM 

Clinic News 

The Igiugig after-hours emergency number is 907.533.6020.  

If there is no heath aide in the village, please call the Nilavena Clinic at 907.571.1818 or 
907.571.7111 for after-hours emergencies.

mailto:igiugignewsletter@gmail.com
mailto:igiugignewsletter@gmail.com
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Igiugig Village Council

Visit us on the web and like us on Facebook 
www.igiugig.com & https://www.facebook.com/IgiugigVillage/

Igiugig Tribal Council Newsletter

Front Page Photo Credit: Taty Zackar: Made it to Big Mountain

Back Page Photo Credit: Taty Zackar: Hiking to Big Mountain on the shores of Lake Iliamna 

First Class Mail

P.O. Box 4008 

Igiugig, Alaska 99613

IVC Board & Main Staff  
AlexAnna Salmon, President 

Karl Hill, Vice-President 
Kevin Olympic, Member 

Christina Salmon, Member 
Don Perrin, Village Administrator  

Sandy Alvarez, Director of Accounting  
& Finance 

Alicia Zackar, Social Service Director/Member 

Tanya Salmon, Librarian 
Stacy Hill, IGAP Director 

Ida Nelson, Tribal Clerk & Newsletter 
Editor 

Renee Grounds/Halay Turning Heart, 
Grant Administrator 

Loretta Peterson, Tribal Clerk 
Sheryl Wassillie, Procurement Clerk 

http://www.igiugig.com
https://www.facebook.com/IgiugigVillage/
http://www.igiugig.com
https://www.facebook.com/IgiugigVillage/

