


2	  

Lahni’s Mission written and illustrated by Eva Trust 

©2013/2020EvaTrust 

This is a work of fiction. 

All Rights Reserved. This book may not be reproduced in whole or in part, without written 

permission from the author/publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in 

a review; nor may any part of this book be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or 

transmitted in any form or by any means electronic, mechanical, photocopying, scanning, 

recording or other without written permission from the author/publisher. 

To contact the author visit: 

www.lahnismission.com 

or  
email 

evatrust@yahoo.com 



3	  

For our beautiful blue planet and all its inhabitants! 
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“There is no guarantee that people will care if they know, but it is certain they cannot care if 
they do not know.”  Dr. Sylvia A. Earle 
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Chapter1 The Dream Lahni’s Mission written and illustrated by EvaTrust©2013

Lahni slowly opened her eyes.  Slightly disoriented, she stood up and shook herself awake.  Looking around, she realized 

she was in her family’s choom, a tent made of wood and reindeer skins, traditional to the Samoyed tribe.  Next to her, all 

her siblings and her people were still sleeping.  Everything seemed a bit of a blur.  Had she really been dreaming all this?  

Why this vision and why would she have received this message?  She decided to find out if any of the things she had 

dreamt about were true and if they were, would she be able to do something about it?  Lahni looked at her brothers and 

sisters and her beautiful humans; her heart felt heavy in an instant; she had to know for certain. 

  After breakfast instead of following her pack to look after the herd of reindeer as usual, Lahni snuck off to talk to some of 

her neighbors in the nearby village to find out if what she had seen during her sleep could possibly have any reality to it.  

She spoke to the other dogs, some of the kids too young to work and a snow fox she met on her way.  One of the children 

told her that she had heard the older ones talking about this very subject and it had sounded a little scary to her to say the 

least.  All agreed it was of the utmost importance to keep searching for answers.  

   Lahni’s dream had been the most vivid and intense dream she’d ever had.  It seemed so real, so visceral, so amazingly 

detailed and colorful that her waking state felt no more real to her that morning.  She was used to the ice melting every year 

around this time but glaciers would remain intact, providing fresh water down stream for all the villages and tribal nomad 

camps for the entire year.  In her nightmare however, glaciers grew smaller and smaller flooding the land with all the extra 

water from the melting ice, washing away villages and displacing people and animals alike.  The water temperature in the 

oceans had gone up so drastically that the fish stocks that she, her family and many other animals relied on to get through 

the winter were dwindling.  The air was thick with pollution; the rivers too dirty to drink from and already endangered 

animals were disappearing faster than ever before.  She felt shaken and uneasy from the experience. 

   Her life so far had been a fairly protected, happy and routine filled existence. So, waking up after such an intense 

nightmare was a bit of a shock to her system.  What she found out from the children confirmed everything for her.  Her and 

her friends’ world was disappearing.  If nothing were done, it would not last much longer.  Right there and then Lahni made 

a decision to leave the safety of her tribe to see what she could do to save her world.   

   On her way back to the tribal camp she realized how late in the day it had become and she swiftly returned to her duties 

of looking after the reindeer with her siblings for now.  After dinner that evening and a night’s sleep filled with wild dreams 

about her impending journey, Lahni got up early the next morning trying not to disturb anyone.  
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  “What are you doing?” asked one of the other dogs with one eye still closed. “It’s so early!”  “Shsh!  Don’t wake 

anyone else. Go back to sleep. Love you!” Lahni said kissing her sibling.  Thinking nothing much of it he went back to 

sleep. 

After a few days of just walking, feeling tired and exhausted, she fell into the snow, rolled up into a ball and went to sleep.  

She was lonely and a little cold and hungry.   

  The next morning at twilight she awoke to a noisy chewing sound not too far from her.  A little nervous about what she 

might find, but hungry and curious enough, she got up to investigate.  Just a short distance away a polar bear was enjoying 

the last bites of his breakfast consisting of a seal he must have caught on the ice floes near the coast. 

   I must be close to the sea then, that’s good, Lahni thought.  When the bear looked up and saw her through the dry bushes 

Lahni crouched down to try and avoid being seen but it was too late.  

   The polar bear had picked up her scent, stopped feeding and walked over in her direction.  Since she wasn’t sure if he was 

friend or foe, she decided to stay low to the ground and not move a muscle, keeping her breath shallow, just in case he was 

territorial about his food.  But instead, much to her surprise, he sniffed her all over and then invited her to join him for some 

breakfast.  

  “Come,” he said, “you look hungry.  You must have come a long way to be here on your own.  Where are you going?” 
  “The next seaport,” Lahni answered, in awe of her massive benefactor.  She had seen polar bears before but never this 

close.  

  “Tiksi, then, it’s not too far now”, the bear said, ”tuck in, don’t be shy! I’ve had enough.  It mustn’t go to waste.” 

Surprised by the invitation but grateful for it, she obliged and ate what he had left.  When her stomach was full she bid her 

friend goodbye and headed in the direction the bear had pointed out to her. 	  

With a good breakfast in her belly and a brisk roll in the snow for her morning 

wash she said goodbye to her family in silence, since they were all still in a deep 

slumber. 

 Sad to leave her familiar home behind but excited by the prospects ahead, she set 

off into the tundra heading North East to get to the nearest harbor.  

 She knew she just had to go into the world and speak to other animals and people 

affected by these events.   
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Lahni had been here as a puppy, training on a sled with her brothers and sisters pulling all the reindeer skins her people 

traded for life’s essentials like fishing gear, hunting equipment and other items.   

So, finding her way here from her home had been a fairly easy task for her keen eyes and sensitive nose and with the help 

of the polar bear it had been even easier than she’d expected.  As sunset was approaching she lingered a few more minutes 

on the ledge looking at all the city lights coming on below; she then moved swiftly to find shelter for the night.  On her  

way down the ravine she noticed a little cave off to the side and decided to see if it was suitable for safe sleeping.  Since it 

seemed clear, she curled up in a corner and fell into a deep, well-deserved sleep.  Her dreams took her back home to her 

family in the warm comfort of their choom, snuggling up to her siblings and the children.  

Only a few hours later she found herself 

sitting atop a plateau overlooking the 

seaport city of Tiksi, the gateway to the 

Arctic sea, also called the Laptev Sea.  She 

knew that during winter it would have 

been impossible to get a passage out of the 

frozen harbor but since spring was here 

and the ice was melting already, she was 

hopeful to find passage on a ship that was 

going south.  
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Chapter 2 Tiksi 

Lahni’s ears were awake first; turning from side to side like the periscope on a submarine, listening to a faint sound of 

rustling next to her.  Since it was really early in the morning and still dark, Lahni decided to open one eye to make sure she 

wasn’t in any danger.  A strange little furry creature was standing on its toes inspecting her close up but jumped back 

immediately as Lahni’s eye spotted it.  It was white with red eyes and very tiny.  It had jumped back far enough to be out of 

harms way, just in case, but felt strangely courageous; enough so to stay and not run for its life.  With two eyes open now, 

Lahni noticed that there were more of them, in fact a whole pack.  She barely saw them but could smell and sense them 

nearby.  The mouse raised herself up and started to say something to her friends while still keeping an eye on the intruder 

before her.  Faint but audible to Lahni’s sensitive ears the mouse addressed someone else in the space. “This is by far the 

biggest snow fox I have ever seen, don’t you agree?  I should be afraid but am strangely comfortable around this big, white, 

fluffy fox.  What do you think we should do?” she whispered.     
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Fully awake by now, Lahni responded to set the record straight. “I am not a snow fox! I am Lahni the Samoyed, sled dog, 

reindeer herder and a keen hunter when I need to be!  But please, don’t be afraid, I won’t hurt you.  I am on a mission to 

save my world and hopefully the world of others!” 

   “Oh”, said the mouse, “that sounds interesting, would you like to join us for a bite?  I want to hear about your mission, 

will you tell us?”  

    The mice happily shared with their visitor, who was grateful for the invitation to eat, although the food was not the usual 

fare for a dog’s breakfast.  Over a meal of old cheese, some strange roots, dried berries, nuts and a few bugs, they sat in a 

circle to listen to Lahni’s story about her dream and impending journey.  She told them about tracking her way to this point 

and her desire to find passage on a ship to connect with the animals of the oceans and all the people who might be affected 

by what she’d seen in her dream.  The mice listened keenly and as it turned out some of them had been sailing the seas and 

knew exactly where to find a ship for her.  

    “I know where to get you a ship…been on one and I know exactly where they are!” one of the mice proclaimed proudly.  

“I’ve been a sailor before...went all around the world!” he said now standing up and making grand gestures. 

 “We’ll take you there, so don’t worry, eat up!” said what looked like the leader of the mice.  To make sure their friend got 

to the harbor safely and hopefully unseen, they plotted out a path through the city’s back streets, sewers and rooftops, 

although modified compared to their usual route due to Lahni’s size. 

   Being a snow-white dog it had always been easy to hide in the snow and ice filled plains of her tundra home. However, 

her light color would be way too conspicuous to get her through the town with its grey stone walls and dark buildings.  Her 

little rodent friends made sure she was not to remain white much longer though, given they guided her through dirty, oily 

and filthy underground tunnels and large pipes to get to the harbor.  

  There was more than one reason to stay invisible because in Siberia a good sled dog was worth a lot to peoples’ survival, 

so if caught she would surely be sold off or used by her captors to work.  On the other hand, the city’s police would not 

necessarily be kind to a stray dog, let alone allow her to continue on her mission.  Getting to the ship’s mooring was no 

mean feat.  Lahni had to follow her tiny guides quickly through some very tight spots.   

     The mice were incredibly agile and fast on their little feet.  What a find, she thought to herself.  Suddenly, it dawned on 

her that she’d never really been alone before and that there may be times ahead where she would feel lonely for sure.  She 

wished they could all go together.  Just as she finished that thought she realized that her head and half her body came 

through on the other side of what felt like one of those tight spots.  She could smell the fresh air outside and see her friends 

in front but she somehow couldn’t follow them anymore.  She couldn’t move.  Her hind legs and rump were well and truly 
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stuck.  
   “Hey you guys, help me, I’m stuck, I can’t get out!” she exclaimed with a loud whisper to the closest mouse in front of 

her.  All the mice turned around at once.  After assessing the situation they all lined up and grabbed a hold of Lahni’s front 

paws and legs.  

 “Breathe out on one, two, three… pull hard everyone!” yelled the lead mouse. 

 Just about now, Lahni regretted the extra cheese she had had for breakfast.  She took a deep breath and let it out as far as 

she possibly could while pushing from her end and being pulled by her friends.  Bearing in mind that she was covered in 

oily sludge from all the pipes her body all of a sudden slid through the narrow opening with such force that all the mice 

tumbled backward into a row of barrels.  They slowly got up and shook off the shock of the fall.  

    As they looked up their eyes widened with joy; a majestic ship sat in its mooring right before them.  The barrels of goods 

that they had bumped into were waiting to be loaded onto the ship for trade and provisions for the crew and passengers.  

The dock was busy with people loading cargo up the gangway and onto the vessel.  Some were carrying luggage and crates 

of food much to the delight of the mice.  

  Maybe they should come along on Lahni’s journey?  But, then again, they had made a good home here and had to think 

about their families who would be left behind; at least that was the reasoning of one mouse contemplating the voyage.  

Another one just shook his head while licking his lips displaying his indecision.  In the end they agreed that the prospect of 

a well-catered passage into the unknown wasn’t quite enough to leave everything they had worked so hard for.  Lahni, on 

the other hand, felt her heart pounding in her chest— she was anxious and excited at the same time.  What would it be like, 

who would she meet, would she be able to change things or at least bring awareness to her tribe’s and her animal friends’ 

plight? 

  Meanwhile, a small group of the mice had gone to look for a disguise for Lahni to get her up the ramp onto the ship 

unobserved.  Two of them had spotted an old oil coat and a worn out hat in a crate nearby.  They pulled and pushed and 

carried it with all their might almost all the way back to their canine friend.  She saw them struggle with the find and 

decided to move towards them to help.  She grabbed the front of the coat and pulled it the rest of the way behind the barrels 

so no one would see her.  The coat had collected extra debris and dirt being dragged along the ground by the mice.  Lahni 

shook it a few times from side to side to clean off any loose bits before putting it on.  

  The young ones giggled when she threw the coat over her back and then added the hat.  It was quite a sight.  She certainly 

had lost her good looks, or what remained of them, in an instant; then again her trip through the sewers, pipes and dirty 

alleyways had already contributed to her new disguise.  She wasn’t sure how this was all going to work out but decided to 
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trust her instincts that she was on the right path. 

  Lahni’s sheer size would prohibit her from sneaking into the ship’s galley even at night to find food from bins and stores, 

which added to her concerns about surviving the trip.     

  Passengers started to arrive with big trunks of luggage that were stacked on carts before being rolled up the gangplank to 

the ship.  Lahni saw an opportunity to sneak alongside the trunks and with a quick thank you and goodbye to her friends, 

was on her way up the ramp, keeping pace with the full cart that was being pushed up beside her.   
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Chapter 3 The Icebreaker 

Nightfall had already begun. Since it was only early spring, days were still very short, which made stowing away a lot 

easier for Lahni.  One of the former seagoing mice had told her to stay low and look for the lifeboats, which were always 

covered with tarps against the water coming from high waves, snow or rain, providing a perfect hide-out and a safe den for 

sleeping.   Lahni wondered if she would meet anyone on the vessel sympathetic to her cause.  Within minutes she found the 

boats tied up on the deck elevated on chains; she then heaved herself into the first one and wriggled under the tarp.  Safe for 

now, she thought, and curled up to rest a bit while the ship was still being loaded.  The voyage was to start soon.  She had 

never left these shores before except for short trips to fish with her people in the summer.  This would no doubt be a big 

adventure for her, she thought while drifting off.   

A rocking and knocking sound awoke her suddenly.  Lahni carefully lifted the tarp to see what all the commotion was.  

Through the slit she had made between the tarp and the edge of the boat she saw what looked like a small eye.  She jerked 

back hiding under the cover in fear of having been discovered.  Looking up towards the opening she saw a little hand come 

in and lift the canvas slightly.  The hand came in trying to feel Lahni’s coat and after touching her on her tail, pulled back 

out.  A few seconds later the tarp lifted again and a fresh-faced little boy much like the humans in her tribe, looked right at 

her, grinning from ear to ear.   

“Hey there, who are you?  What’s your name?  What’re you doin’ in there?  Are you hidin’?  Are you playin’ hide and 

seek?  Can I play?” he asked all at once. 

  “Shhhhhh!” said Lahni. “Not so loud!  I mustn’t be found…don’t let anyone know I’m here.  They won’t let me stay.  I 

need to stay hidden.  I’m on an important mission to save the world!”  

  The young boy’s eyes widened with excitement.  

“Oh, okay.  Sorry!  Really?  I won’t tell.  What mission?  Can I come in ‘n’ help?” 

 Lahni quickly invited the boy to join her in the boat and told him everything that had happened to her so far.  A little over 

half an hour later he looked at his wristwatch.  

  “Oh no!  Sorry, I have to go now, my mother will be lookin’ for me,” the little boy said.  “It’s almost lunchtime.  I’ll be 

back and I’ll bring you some food.  And I want to hear a lot more too, so don’t go anywhere!” he added.  

“Where am I supposed to go?” Lahni said.   
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   “Good point, see you soon.  I’m Akiak, by the way; what’s your name?” he said on the climb out and disappeared around 

the ship’s side without waiting for the answer. 

An hour or so later the little boy approached the lifeboat and after making sure the coast was clear he carefully lifted the 

tarp.  He was carrying a package of leftover lunch; consisting of some meat, milk curds and vegetables.  

  Lahni gratefully ate all that was on offer and while chewing repeated her name to him just in case he’d missed it earlier. 

“Lahni, I’m Lahni. Thanks for the food...‘s good...what is it?”  

   “Oh of course, vegetables and curds... I guess you’re not used to that, huh?” he answered.  

 “Not bad really”, she said, “I have certainly been eating new things lately.”  

 He climbed in and made himself comfortable; they talked quietly for a couple of hours about the troubles brewing for the 

world and what they could do.  Lahni asked him many questions about his human world and if he had heard anything about 

the subject from his people.  Akiak was from Anchorage in Alaska and had been visiting relatives in Tiksi over the winter.  

The stay had been very long due to the ice covering the ocean making voyages by ship impossible.  It had been a 

particularly cold and icy winter.  He was certainly ready for his friends to hear about his adventures and Lahni’s of course, 

even though hers had only just begun.  He promised her he would keep bringing her food, as much as he could safely 

smuggle off his plate and the buffet in the dining room without getting caught and he would also investigate further about 

her concerns.  Surely his parents would know something about all this. 

    The next morning Akiak turned up with breakfast stuffed in his pockets and some news.  Apparently Lahni had been 

right and the world was warming up faster than ever before which meant her home would melt sooner or later, which Akiak 

thought strange since he’d just experienced the opposite.  He had found out that polar bears would not have a place to hunt 

and many would suffer including other animals and her people.  

  “You know, it’s weird, we just had a really cold winter here and I don’t understand why people are sayin’ the world is 

getting warmer but that’s what everyone at lunch was talkin’ about,” Akiak said. 

   He told her about car emissions, plastic garbage and polluting industries.  He continued talking about the plastic island 

that had formed in the ocean north of an island called Hawaii.  She also learnt that things are being done to bring awareness 

to the situation but that he wasn’t sure if it was enough yet to make a difference.  

    “Better to do something than to watch it all go to waste,” she said. 

“I will spread the word as far and wide as I can.”  

  Akiak gave his word that he would tell all his friends and they would tell their friends and so on.  Lahni would do her bit 
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telling every animal and human she would encounter.  

The ship they were on was on its way to the central Alaskan township of Bethel on the river Kuskokwim via the Chukchi 

and Bering Seas, approximately 340 miles west of Anchorage.  

   Lahni was familiar with this very small but important town, having heard many stories from some of her sled dog friends, 

who came to this place with their owners to take part in the famous annual dog sled race, the Bethel 300. 	  

After hearing all the bits of news about the state of the planet from Akiak, she made a decision to continue her journey on 

to the islands of Hawaii, which was an obvious choice considering the story about the plastic floating off its shores.  She 

just had to find a way to get passage south as soon as she got to Bethel.  A plastic island, Lahni thought and wondered if 

one could walk on it and what it would look like.  It was apparently growing bigger while other islands were getting smaller 

with the steady rise of the oceans.  With the polar ice melting rapidly sea levels would keep going up and many islands 

would be affected in the near future; quite a few already were, so it seemed like a good place to start. 

  The ship was well equipped for ice breaking; it was a long and slow voyage since the ice was still thick in places and 

working its way through took precision and patience.  Weeks into the trip Lahni became a little more adventurous during 

the middle of the night.  Nights were still very long and staying in her hiding place for too long without walking or 

stretching regularly made her sore and stiff, apart from bored.  She would sneak out of her den, walk around the ship a few 

times and then sit on the deck at the stern of the ship watching the stars and the moon shining brightly over the ocean.  

Most nights she was safe and remained unseen except for the occasional ducking behind a barrel to hide from the night 

watch crew.   

  One of those nights Lahni witnessed something unexpected.  A couple of men approached the stern of the ship.  From the 

Every January, hundreds of dog teams descend on this 

tiny place for the race along the longest river in Alaska.  

Maybe she would meet some of her people and old 

friends there, although unlikely given the time of year.  

She would again have to be very careful about not being 

caught on her way through. 
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relative safety of the barrels she was hiding behind she saw them get closer to the railing with an enormous bag of 

something.  She could feel her heart beat faster and her breathing speed up but she tried not to pant too loudly in case they 

could hear her.  The stuff they carried looked heavy.  She watched as they tipped the contents of the bag into the ocean and 

then disappeared back to the bow of the ship. 

  Lahni quickly leaned over the rail to see if she could make out what it was they had thrown overboard.  There, below the 

ship in the water and on bits of floating ice were hundreds of pieces of garbage made up of plastic, glass, cartons and food 

scraps glistening in the moonlight like jewels.  Now, she thought, the food scraps are surely useful to some animals resting 

on the ice during long ocean swims but the plastic and glass?  All those unnatural things would certainly do harm.  

 “This is so wrong in so many ways.  Maybe that’s why the ice is melting so fast.  Maybe this is the problem,” she 

whispered to herself. 

Lahni realized that her mission had already begun before she had even arrived anywhere.  Right here, right now she would 

have to do something about this.  She wandered back to her temporary home with a heavy heart, head hanging down but 

resolute to take action.  Her sleep was restless and thin, full of dreams about her world, her journey and thoughts about 

being too late.  

 “Oh no,” she uttered in the middle of waking up. I must not get depressed about this!  I must stay positive and do 

something, now!” she said to herself, while rubbing her eyes.  

 Just then Akiak appeared with a big smile on his face. “Almost in Bethel now... I can’t wait to get on land.  We fly out to 

Anchorage the day after we arrive.  How are you?  You don’t look so good.  What’s wrong?” he asked, while climbing into 

the lifeboat. 

 “You must help me with something Akiak, I saw something awful last night!” she went on giving him the details.  

Akiak sprung to his feet hitting his head on the tarp above, making him fall right back down on his behind.  “Oops, forgot 

about that.  I must go and tell my parents and they have to tell all the other people on the ship and then they have to all go 

to the captain and make him stop or else.”  

Lahni tugged on his trousers before he could jump. “Not a word about me, please!” 

   “Of course not, I’ll tell them I sneaked out and saw it all myself.  I think a little white lie is ok in this case.”  With that he 

disappeared.  He was quite incensed by what he’d heard.  As Akiak turned the corner, he bumped right into his parents who 

had just finished breakfast and were on their way to their cabin.  He quickly told them all he had heard without giving 

Lahni’s secret away and asked them to please take this up with everyone else on the ship including the staff and captain.  

They promised to get on to it straight away and instead of turning into their room, they went back to the dining room to 
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speak to everyone.  Naturally all were outraged that this had been going on under their noses and agreed it needed to end 

now.  They all got up and marched to the bridge to speak to the captain.  Akiak’s father was leading the group of 

passengers and spoke first.  

“Captain, Sir, it has come to all our attention that your crew has been dumping garbage into the ocean in the middle of the 

night.  What do you have to say for yourself?”   

The captain kept his eyes on the bow of the ship since he was still steering but looked up briefly. “Now Sir, that is what 

everyone else does.  How do you think we can deal with tons of refuse out here in the middle of nowhere?  We don’t have 

enough space on the ship to keep it.”  

    “Wait a minute, Sir,” said Akiak’s father, “if you can carry all the food that was in the containers and wrappers and glass 

jars and boxes then isn’t it less to carry after we’ve all eaten the contents?  And would that not mean you have more than 

enough space to carry the trash to the next port and dispose of it correctly, in an environmentally friendly manner?”  

  The rest of the passengers looked at each other and the captain, murmuring their agreement.  The captain looked around at 

everyone with a serious but questioning look on his face.  

“You know, Sir, I had never even considered that.  I have always done what I was taught before I became captain and gone 

into lock step with everyone else.” He cleared his throat. “I am very sorry!  I will order my crew to stop immediately and 

instead clean all the containers and jars and cartons and keep all the non-biodegradable refuse until we get to the next port.” 

Akiak had been hiding behind the legs of all the adults listening in but didn’t wait for his father’s reply to the captain’s 

promise; instead he bolted down the stairs to the lifeboats to tell Lahni the good news. 

 His friend had drifted off into a welcome nap after a sleepless night when he crashed into the lifeboat making it rock on its 

chains, rattling her awake.  

  “Lahni!” he whispered loudly trying to curb his enthusiasm. “We won, we won!” 

“What do you mean?” she asked with a yawn.  

     “The captain agreed to keep all the garbage and not throw it away anymore.  My dad’s a hero.” 

 “That’s great news Akiak, thank you so much for helping but also remember that this is only one ship and only a little bit 

of garbage. What about the thousands of other ships at sea and then some?  We have to keep going.  This is bigger than us,” 

she said with a sigh.  

   “You’re right!” said Akiak and stopped celebrating.  “But you must admit, it feels good to win this one.”  He smiled at 



17	  

her and patted her soft coat.   

“I’m happy too,” said Lahni. “But this is just the tip of the iceberg.  I have much work to do.” 

“Land!” they heard someone yell. “Land in sight!”  Then the horn rang out twice. 

 “We’ll be there in the morning then,” said Akiak overjoyed. “I’ll miss you!”  

“I will miss you too!  You’ve been a great help.  Thank you!” Lahni said with a sad face. 

 “It was so nice to have you here, I’m glad I met you.  I promise I will keep up your work and spread the word, cross my 

heart!” Akiak said giving Lahni a big bear hug and a kiss on her head.  “And I’m here for another day after we arrive as 

well, so I can help you to find your next ship south if you like.”  

  Lahni hugged him right back, grateful to have found such a good friend. 
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Chapter 4 Bethel 

 The ship was relatively small for an icebreaker, so getting up the Kuskokwim river delta to the port of Bethel was not 

much of a problem.  They cruised along the riverbanks and many small islands within the Delta, which was home to many 

tribal people still subsisting on hunting and fishing. The port stretched out along the river for almost a mile.  It was well in 

sight before one could see the township.  Bethel was a quaint little place in the middle of nowhere with a rich history from 

the gold rush era to modern mining.  

  Getting past customs was a breeze.  Akiak smuggled her in his big trunk that was half empty because he had left his really 

heavy winter clothing with his family and friends in Tiksi.  

 He didn’t need it over the spring and summer in Anchorage, apart from the fact that he was growing fast and it wouldn’t fit 

next winter.  

 “Customs in Bethel is pretty relaxed compared to the mainland and who is going to search a kid anyway”, he said, “so hop 

in and be really quiet!  I’ll knock when we’re through and it’s safe to come out.” 

   The trunk was made of leather; it was old and worn on the edges with small holes forming, which provided sufficient air 

for Lahni to breathe and even sneak a very small peek at the outside when the trunk was being moved.  She lay very still so 

no one would find her. 

  Akiak was spending the night in a little hotel in town with his own room, which meant Lahni could stay with him as long 

as no one came in to check on him.  His parents were very trusting people and most of the time left him to his own devices, 

which was just fine in this instance.  

    He would also have the chance to look around town and ask about any ships or barges that were leaving the harbor in a 

few days to get passage for Lahni‘s next leg of the journey. 

    The place was alive with people getting on and off boats and small ships; many barges were being loaded and unloaded.  

Bethel harbor brought all the goods, machinery and workers needed for the entire watershed area of the Kuskokwim, which 

meant a very busy port and a lot of work opportunities over the summer.  Young men arrived for the seasonal work with 

smiles on their faces and much enthusiasm for whatever adventure lay ahead for them.  

  Akiak looked at all of this with excitement.  There must be a way to get Lahni on one of those barges to connect with a 

cargo ship to take her to Vancouver in Canada and from there it would be easier to get a lift to Hawaii, he thought.  The 

roads were still covered in snow but very thin and wet.  Rooftops were dripping with snowmelt and the air was clear and 
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crisp with the cool moisture of spring.  The sun was showing itself and lingered above the horizon just that little bit longer 

every day.  On such a nice day Lahni couldn’t possibly stay in and hide, so she decided to steal down the back stairs and 

meet Akiak on the street behind the hotel for a little reconnaissance mission.  

They walked through the neighborhood streets checking out shop fronts and mingling about amongst all the people.  There 

was much going on with the onset of spring.  

Lahni stopped short all of a sudden in front of an entrance to what looked like a council chambers office.  In the window 

was a poster with writing and a few indigenous symbols on it.  

“Why are you stopping, Lahni?” he asked.   

“I don’t know, really, but I think there is something here.  I can feel it.  What’s on this poster?” 

  Akiak looked at it closely and started to read slowly: 

“The manifest mission statement of the Kuskokwim River Watershed: 

 The Kuskokwim River Watershed Council is dedicated to maintaining and promoting traditional subsistence life 

for the residents of the Kuskokwim River Watershed. 

We will keep our land, water and air healthy for our people, animals and plants, to pass on to the next generations. 

In 10 years, all the villages will have 14 environmental programs implemented, with a strong self sufficient and 

effective communication network, thus becoming a worldwide reference for land and water stewardship.” 

 “Wow”, said Lahni,” that’s what people were talking about when they mentioned that someone was already doing 

something about the environment and about the changes taking place all around us.  I’m glad to know that.”  

  Akiak would just pretend she was his dog.  Lahni did look a little 

different to most of the sled dogs here; most were Husky and Malamute 

with a mix of brown, black and white fur and many of them had icy blue 

eyes; Lahni had big brown ones.  Her journey so far had made her more of 

a mud color though, which made her blend in a little better.   
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   Just at that moment an elder Yupic Indian tribesman came to the door and asked Akiak what he was doing there.  Akiak 

quickly explained the situation to him, feeling quite comfortable to be really truthful about everything.  He told him about 

meeting Lahni on her own on the ship from Tiksi and her mission and smuggling her through customs.  Strange, he thought 

to himself, knowing full well that he was usually not so forthcoming with information, especially not to adults, let alone 

strangers. Wonder what’s going on here, he thought, cringing a little. 

   The councilman invited them in, sat them down, made hot chocolate for Akiak and gave Lahni some water. 

  “So, you two want to know what we do here then?  My name is Tootega but the locals call me ‘Kuuk’ which means 

‘river’.  They say it’s because I care so much about our great river,” he laughed.  “I will tell you all about our work here in 

a minute.  Tootega means Fire Star for my fiery nature but that was earlier in my life; now the icy cold water of the river 

has put out some of that fire.  But I am still passionate about what I do,” he grinned. 

  In fact he smiled, laughed and grinned a lot, Akiak noticed.  Kind of nice to see, given that so many people were unhappy 

in the world, he noted to himself.  Lahni and Akiak were to learn that the local indigenous population was working hard to 

preserve this amazing river system, the longest free flowing stream in the USA.  At 1130 miles long, fed by many other 

rivers it was the lifeline for 56 smaller towns and villages south of the Yukon.  Salmon fishing had already been restricted 

due to low counts and low water flow, which apparently affected spawning.  Rangers were always on the lookout for illegal 

fishing activities.   

 Mining, shipping, over fishing, erosion and pollution by humans had already taken its toll but the formation of the Council 

by the people stepped in to change things and preserve the river for future generations, much to Lahni’s delight.  

    “We want to set a good example and leave a worthwhile world to our children and their children.  People have taken our 

Earth for granted and it’s time for a shift.  We hope to influence others with our vision, locally and internationally,” he 

paused looking Lahni’s way, “do you want help to get to your next destination?”  

  Lahni stood up wagging her tail like an excited dog would; she was grateful that her mission had been successful so far 

because of the support of all the people and animal friends she had met.   

“Of course”, she said. “Thank you!”  She knew then, that she was not alone in her quest; there were many on the same path.  

They heard the door downstairs and took it as a sign that it was time to leave.  Tootega took them out the back way and told 

Lahni to meet him later in the afternoon by the wharf ready to go.  

  Akiak was so happy with himself that he skipped all the way back to the hotel.  He entered via the front through the lobby 

in case his parents were there and told Lahni to wait by the back door on the landing.  

  When they got back to his room they fell into bed for a well-earned nap.  Since it was only noon, they both could allow 
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themselves to relax and fell into a deep sleep.   Akiak sprung to his feet first. “What time is it?” he asked loudly.  

“Lahni, wake up; it’s late already, you musn’t be late for your trip.”   

But Lahni was already up, had stretched and cleaned herself thoroughly and she was mostly white again and ready to go.  

   “Oh good, come on then, I’ll take you to the wharf and see you off, before I have to meet my parents for dinner.  I’m 

sorry to see you leave, I wish I could come,” Akiak said with sad eyes. “Let’s go” 

They ran down the backstairs and Akiak took the opportunity to slide down the railing, landing in the slushy snow with 

a thud.   

 “Shhh....quiet.” said Lahni, “just because one other person is willing to help doesn’t mean we don’t have to be careful. 

I’m not exactly legally here nor am I a guest in the hotel.” 
  “OK, OK, sorry” Akiak mumbled, “I am just excited for you.” 

They turned the corner and headed towards the wharf where from afar they could already see Tootega waiting for them. 

As soon as he saw them he smiled and waved them to follow him down towards the ships between the containers.   

 “I have a friend who works on the wharf and is loading a ship with containers.  He told me that they need a guard dog for 

their journey to Vancouver.  You’ll get food, shelter and passage and all you have to do is guard the ship.  There are a few 

stops but it won’t be more than a couple of weeks.  Are you in?” he asked her. 

Tootega apologized for rushing her to make a decision but made it clear that the ship was leaving this afternoon, so there 

was no time to waste. 

“Absolutely!” said Lahni. “It’s perfect, I don’t have to 

hide.  Thank you so much. I don’t know how to repay 

you?”  

“The mission you’re on is enough for me,” said 

Tootega, “I much appreciate your courage and 

determination.” 

 She kissed Akiak one more time and said her 

goodbyes to her two friends.   
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Chapter 5 To Hawaii

Tootega took her onto the ship to meet the crew and captain and before long she was sitting on deck above the containers 

outside her own doghouse complete with insulation and padding for a good nights sleep.  

  Her job was to keep watch and alert someone if there was trouble.  Easy she thought and started her job.  She could see all 

the way to the front of the ship and from side to side.  

The trip to Vancouver was relatively calm and peaceful except for the occasional spring storm and many whales passing by 

to head north for the summer to feed on krill and plankton. 

  Lahni was enjoying the luxury of regular meals and many cuddles from passing crew who loved giving her attention.  She 

spent her days on deck keeping watch with the occasional snooze in between.  At night there were other crew members 

with her to keep an eye on things.  Whenever they came closer to land, seagulls would accompany them to feed on leftovers 

the crew threw over the railing for them.  Lahni had already convinced everyone on board to follow her directions 

regarding garbage and with that had curbed the bad habits of a dozen or so sailors and crew including the captain to offload 

their refuse overboard.  She wouldn’t have had it any other way. 

 The gulls came close to Lahni and sat next to her without fear, somehow knowing she was no threat.  They held 

conferences together on many such occasions.  She would tell them about her mission and the adventures she already had 

behind her.  Before they left every day she asked them to carry the word forward on their travels.  The birds happily obliged 

Lahni’s request, given that the issue at hand was having an effect on their livelihoods as well.  

  They would often just all sit on the edge of the platform admiring the nightly light show of the Aurora Borealis, also 

called the northern lights.  The sky would literally light up in magnificent shapes and colors with stars twinkling above and 

below.  It was a sight to remember.  Lahni had seen this all the way from her home already but having friends to see it with 

and not having to sneak around at night to enjoy it, was extra sweet.  

Two weeks at sea passed quickly this time and Lahni wasn’t sure how all this would continue but thought that since she 

was on her way, why shouldn’t it.  

The final night on deck she again dreamt of home and her journey, meeting Akiak, whom she missed terribly, and her good 

friend Tootega, who helped her along so much.  As she woke up from a brief nap to resume her duties she saw a shooting 

star and made a wish to see them again some day and for her mission to be a success.  On arrival in Vancouver the ship sat 
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in the harbor for a day or so waiting to berth.  It was a busy place with hundreds of container ships coming in and out to 

unload or pick up cargo.  

    Lahni didn’t have any trouble getting off the ship into Canada since some of the sailors had citizenship and one such 

young man claimed her as his, for the moment only, of course.  

   She had thought of staying here for a while to see what would come her way but felt more drawn to go south straight 

away.  Somehow she knew her work was there for now.  Following her instincts and her nose came to her naturally; this 

situation was no different.  Listen to the nudges and her inner voice, she thought, and things will work out. 

  After organizing some important travel papers for Lahni, the sailor took her to the wharf where cruise passengers 

disembarked and many lined up to board a cruise south to the Pacific Islands, the Pacific North West and California.  He 

said his goodbyes to Lahni, wished her good luck and left her sitting near a bench overlooking the boarding proceedings for 

the ship.  She watched people go about their business for a while, wondering how she would make it onto this very ship, 

when a little girl came skipping towards her smiling and laughing playing with a ball.  When the ball bounced off the bench 

and came to stay next to her, Lahni rolled it right back to the child with her nose.  Her parents must be waiting to go onto 

the ship, Lahni thought.  The little girl caught the ball and then sat down on the bench next to her and started stroking her 

head.  Lahni looked at her and gently licked her hand.  

“Hey”, Lahni whispered, “what’s your name?  I am Lahni, explorer, sled dog and I am on an important mission.”   

  The little girl looked at her in wonder. “My other dog at home just barks but you can talk, that’s cool.  What kind of 

mission are you on?  Sounds interesting.  I’m going to Hawaii with my parents on this big ship over here, on a holiday.  Do 

you want to come?  We can keep each other company and play.  It’s so boring on my own.” 

   “How?” said Lahni, wagging her tail excitedly.   

The little girl jumped up.  “Wait here,” she said, “I’ll be back.”  She ran towards the stairs of the ship where her parents 

were waiting in the first class line, which wasn’t very long, so time was of the essence.  Tugging on her mother’s coat, 

Lahni saw her whispering something to her.    

  Her mother was talking to someone and didn’t really listen to what her daughter had said.  The little girl kept tugging all 

the while but her mother kept talking to the person next to her ignoring her child, when she suddenly looked down and said: 

“Whatever you like, honey!”  With that she ran back to the bench to fetch Lahni.  She tied a long, colorful silk scarf around 

Lahni’s neck as a leash, so it looked like she was her dog.  Naturally with first class passengers no one would even blink an 

eye.  Many wealthy travelers would bring their animals on board.  

  Some ladies had birds in cages, some carried little dogs on their arms and some had kittens in carriers, so no one would 
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think twice about a lovely dog like Lahni coming on the cruise. 
  She was amazed.  It had taken less than 30 minutes to get a free pass onto the ship to her chosen destination.  Miracles do 

happen when you relax, she thought to herself.  Katya introduced herself to her newfound travelling companion and invited 

her to stay in her cabin, which was situated on the upper deck with a balcony of course and right next to that of her parents.  

“Just maybe don’t talk when mom shows up.  I’ll say I found you and wanted you so bad, she’ll let me keep you for sure.  I 

always get what I want,” said Katya to Lahni, who was sitting by the window in disbelief about what she had just 

manifested.   

    “Believe it!” she said to herself. “Stranger things have happened.”   

Looking back at all the help that had miraculously come her way when she needed it most, she instantly felt enormous 

gratitude— the polar bear who had shared his food with her and shown her the way to the shore; the mice in Tiksi who had 

gladly invited her and taken her to the first ship; then Akiak, who was literally a lifesaver, providing her with food and 

company on a long and cold journey and Tootega, who she only knew for a day, yet he proved to be a most valuable and 

trustworthy ally.  She was in awe of all this.  It seemed to get better and better as the trip continued.  

   “So what should we order from Room Service?” asked Katya. “Meat, I assume, or fish for you.  I will order some of 

everything and then we can pick and choose what we want to eat.” 

 “A little meat or fish would be nice but you don’t have to order everything.  I only need one serving, Katya!” 

  “But that wouldn’t be any fun, would it now, we can just throw away what we don’t want.  I always do it that way.  It 

gives me choice and I always get what I want,” she giggled.   

Lahni had a concerned look on her face.  “Katya, don’t you think that’s very wasteful?  There are many people and animals 

struggling to find food and it will only get worse, so throwing away anything you don’t want after ordering too much is not 

very nice,” she said with a stern voice. 

 It hadn’t occurred to Katya that her habits were in any way having an effect on anyone else around her, let alone on the 

planet and it’s inhabitants.  She looked a little confused for the moment, since she had never heard anyone say anything like 

this to her.  She was used to being waited on, hand and foot, and she was used to getting anything she wanted when she 

wanted it.  This made her question things for the first time in her life.  She was only ten and a half years old but had already 

been around the world twice with her parents; in luxury of course, so she hadn’t really seen the world the way it is, just her 

little world.  

 “Hmm”, said Katya, “so you are saying I should actually look at the menu and make up my mind now about what I want to 

eat and order just one thing?  Really? ... OK.  I guess I can try it and see how it works.  I suppose it is a waste when I really 
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consider it,” she said, looking at the menu for the first time ever, then proceeded to pick up the cabin phone to order a 

couple of meals for them.  The food arrived swiftly.  They sat and ate and talked about Lahni’s mission for a while, then 

took a nap. 

  Katya’s mother came into the room soon after, asking Katya to come to the dining room with her when she saw Lahni 

curled up in a corner.  She walked up to her and looked at her, then looked at her daughter.  

  “So that’s what you were asking me about before boarding the ship, darling.  I didn’t listen but it’s fine, you can keep her.  

She is lovely!  What’s her name?” she enquired. 

“Lahni, I’m calling her Lahni,” she said. “She doesn’t have a collar on.  Can we get one?”   

“Sure Darling,” her mother replied, “whatever you like!  Now come with me to dinner!  We’ll bring something back for 

your puppy.” 

  Lahni was a little concerned at the idea of a collar around her neck.  Maybe Katya had thought about really keeping her, 

which was, of course, not an option.  Surely Katya knew that after the conversation they had just had, she pondered. 

 “I guess I’ll know soon enough,” she whispered to herself and went back to sleep grateful she had met her. 

  The journey so far had been exhausting and a little repose with a pampered little girl on a luxury liner was a welcome 

break for Lahni, given the massive task ahead.   

When Katya returned, Lahni decided it was time for a little chat regarding the collar idea.  So they sat and talked for a 

while.  She asked Katya if she understood that this was just a temporary situation and that she would have to leave her once 

they got to Hawaii.   

 Katya told her that she knew all along but just in case her mother questioned any of it she asked for the collar to make it 

sound legitimate.   

  “I will just lose you in Hawaii.  Simple!  I’ll cry a little and then mom will buy me a puppy to keep”, she grinned from ear 

to ear. “It’s the master plan!”   

Lahni sighed with relief. “I’m glad,” she said, “we understand each other.”  

  “I’m not sure if it’ll talk though, the puppy I mean, pity really; it’s so cool to talk to a dog,” Katya said. 

“All dogs can talk and other animals too, Katya, you just have to learn their language and listen more!” Lahni responded. 

“You see, this has been the whole problem with humans and animals.  No communication.  We keep trying to tell them to 

listen but they don’t.  My humans are a little more connected to nature and animals and I met a man in Alaska who is most 

certainly into listening to nature but most of the world isn’t.  It’s you children who have to lead the way to change things. 
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The grown ups are messing with your future and ours,” Lahni continued with a concerned voice. 

“But what exactly can a little girl like me do about such a big thing like that?” Katya asked.  

  “Well,” Lahni said, “you are helping me on my mission, that’s something and then you can continue to only order one 

serving of food for yourself and not be so wasteful.  You can recycle plastic things and give your old toys to children in 

need; so many things really.” 

  Katya yawned. “O.K. promise I’ll try, let’s sleep now, I’m tired...talk more tomorrow. G’Night!”   

“Good Night, Katya!” Lahni said with a yawn. 

They dosed off next to each other.  
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Chapter 6 Plastic 

 “Come to the window, quickly!” Katya said. “What’s happening?” Lahni asked, stretching her limbs. Whales, Dolphins, 

what?”  

 “Plastic,” said Katya. 

   “Plastic?  Oh, Plastic Island, it must be.  I heard about this earlier on my journey.  It’s a massive floating so called 

‘island’ made of plastic in the North Pacific current, it just keeps on turning in on itself like a whirlpool and it’s getting 

bigger all the time. It really isn’t an island though,” she said on the way to the balcony. “Wow, I had no idea how this 

would look.”   They now stood on the little upper deck balcony of Katya’s cabin overlooking the ocean and as far as the 

eye could see was nothing but plastic.  

  “This is awful!” said Katya. “Why don’t people clean this up?” 

  “I don’t know,” answered Lahni. “But I’d sure like to find out. This can’t be good for all the animals living in there… 

and the fish, people eat the fish that swim in there, yuck.” 

  “It’s yuck alright,” said Katya. “Let’s go see my parents and ask about this.  I want answers.  I had no idea this existed. 
I will never throw anything away again, I promise.”  

As they went along the outside deck they noticed a little catamaran approaching from the middle of the plastic patch.   

It looked strange— different —something they had never seen before.  It was all white with a bit of blue and big shiny 

panels on the back.  It had its sails up and was moving fast but slowed down when it got closer.  The crew was on deck  

was waving to them.  Katya waved back with the little scarf she’d been wearing and yelled out a big “Ahoy”! 

The cruise liners horns rang twice to acknowledge the presence of another ship.  It is kind of nice how they say hello to 

each other at sea, Lahni thought.   

She was wagging her tail while standing up on her hind legs with front paws on the railing.  

Then Katya noticed it first; it looked like the entire bottom of the boat was made up of plastic bottles.  Could it be true?   

“Lahni” she said, “look at it, it’s all made from plastic bottles, what a great idea.  They used garbage to make this boat.  We 

must have a closer look when we get into Honolulu.  Surely that’s where they are headed as well.  It’s too close now.”  She 

took out her phone and called her mother.  “Mom” she said, “there is a sailing ship close to us and I want to know where 

they are going.  Can you please find out from the captain for me?  Thanks, Mommy!  I love you.”	  
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“See,” Lahni said with a sad look in her eyes, “this is what the grown ups are leaving you.  Every little bottle, every little 

plastic thing you throw away, counts.  You have to talk to your parents, friends, classmates and neighbors, really everyone!  

We may be too late but I think at least we can stop it from getting worse from here on.  We must!”    

 Katya nodded. “I will, I will!” Lahni continued the lecture with stories Tootega, her Yupik friend from Bethel had told her. 

He had elaborated with much detail about polar bears with PCBs in their blood stream and mercury in the fish stocks and 

he went on to say that even the most remote wilderness had not been left untouched by human activity with wind and rain 

carrying pollution over the land and spreading it everywhere.”  

   “What are PCBs?” asked Katya.  

 “They are a nasty chemical compounds used in electronics, plastic and motors to name just a few.  It has a really bad effect 

on the nervous system of all that’s alive!  They have found high levels of this stuff in polar bear babies who had never even 

seen any technology or been near it!  It’s serious.  We are probably contaminated too!” Lahni proclaimed.  “Plastic is full  

of hazardous material and when it breaks down into tiny pieces, birds mistake them for food and feed them to their young 

ones and they die.  You probably hadn’t heard about this because no one wants to know and no one wants to tell their 

children how bad things really have become, which is understandable but it’s not useful!  Every man, woman, child and 

animal needs to know about this.” 

A few minutes or so later her phone rang; it was her 

mother calling back with the information she had 

wanted.  Katya told Lahni that the sailing ship was 

indeed going to Honolulu but that they would get there 

just a little bit after the cruise ship.  

Lahni was jumping for joy.  She somehow knew that she 

would meet the crew of this curious vessel and maybe 

even have a chance to go on a journey with them. We 

shall see, she thought.  

 The plastic filled ocean went on for days.  Plastic 

everywhere, pieces as big as bathtubs and as small as 

plankton.  It was ghastly, as Katya called it!  
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   “I’m sure the animals in this plastic soup already know that something is terribly wrong,” Katya added. “I wonder why 

they stay in it?”  

     “I guess it’s their home and they don’t know where else to go,” Lahni responded.  “Apart from the fact that this is not 

the only garbage area in the ocean or the world.  Tootega said that there is so much plastic on this earth you could cover 

every square inch of land with it.  Over a million seabirds die from eating this every year.  The plastic fills their stomachs 

and then they starve slowly.  They feed it to their young as well.  It’s awful but it needs to be said.  Sea turtles think that 

plastic bags floating around are jellyfish, they eat them and then die as well,” she sighed. 

“Whales who feed on plankton just open their big mouths to let it in and here they just swallow all the plastic with it.”  

    Katya was sitting down now, with her legs over the side of the ship. The plastic sea stretched out below.  Lahni was 

sitting next to her talking about everything she had learned from Tootega and Akiak.  She hadn’t ever seen a plastic bag 

until she started on this journey, whereas Katya had been using them for years going shopping with her mother and father.  

It had never occurred to her that there was anything wrong with plastic and what kind of damage it could do to the 

environment.  

“I didn’t know any of this, I wish my parents had told me about this; I wouldn’t have bought all these plastic toys.  Never 

again!“ Katya promised.  “I can’t believe no one talked about this to us at school either.  I never heard it anywhere before.  

People seem to not want to talk about this even though it’s happening right under their noses.  Unbelievable!” Katya sighed 

a big sigh and looked at Lahni with a sorry look on her face. “This must have been going on for a long time given how big 

this mess is,” she said.   

   Lahni nodded at her but remained quiet.  They sat in silence for some time, looking out to sea. 

The port of Honolulu looked very imposing to both of them.  The ship cruised in early in the morning with a tugboat in 

front to lead the way.  Hawaii’s biggest port in the city of Waikiki was busy with so many ships that they stopped counting 

by the time they were half way in. 

Cargo ships from California and the Pacific North-West were on their way to unload as well as ships from the East Coast  

of the US, which frequently travel through the Panama Canal to stop in Honolulu.  The biggest industry in Hawaii was 

tourism, which meant cruise ships were commonplace, with many luxury liners like the one Lahni and Katya were on.  

They disembarked without a hitch.  
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Lovely Hawaiian girls placed leis around their necks on arrival.  Some were dancing the Hula, a Hawaiian traditional 

dance.  Aloha was said a lot.  Wonder what it means, thought Lahni.   

The hotel was right on Waikiki Beach, it was one of those old colonial looking ones with antique furniture, ornate rugs, 

mirrors with gold trimmings on the walls and ceiling fans in the tearoom.  The building had verandas with columns and 

cane chairs on the patio.  Waiters in perfectly pressed white linen jackets, looking like something out of an old movie, 

served breakfast on trolleys.  The bathrooms were adorned with big mirrors, marble floors and wood paneling as well as 

big, fluffy towels and little fragrant soaps.  	  

The food looked delicious on porcelain plates covered with silver domes to keep it warm and free from insects.  Everyone 

was very courteous, friendly and inviting.  So calm and elegant was the atmosphere here that the plastic island seemed far, 

far away, if not totally unreal, as if merely a bad dream.  

   “Welcome to my world,” Katya said.  

Katya suggested that Lahni come with her to the hotel 

they had a booking in, since it would only be natural for 

her to bring ‘her’ dog on vacation and it being a first 

class place, it wouldn’t be a problem.  

  “Also,” added Katya, “the plastic ship won’t be here 

for at least another day.  We can scout around a bit and 

have a look at the harbor to see where they may be 

mooring.  How about it?  Besides I like you and 

wouldn’t mind having you around a little longer 

anyway.”  

Lahni accepted the invitation, gladly.  It’s good to have 

a safe place to sleep and food in your belly when in a 

foreign country, she thought.  “Thank you Katya, I will 

stay with you a little more.  I much appreciate your 

help.” 
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“The plastic soup we just saw seems very far away right now.  Most of the people here probably don’t even know it exists,” 

Lahni sighed.    

  “Well, I’m sure they know all about it but they choose to ignore it and that’s why I hadn’t heard about it either.  It seems 

too inconvenient for them to really admit it’s happening because then they would have to take action, don’t you agree?” 

Katya said looking for approval for her insight.  

Lahni gave it gladly. “You have woken up a lot since I met you.  Maybe you can educate your people since you are no 

longer in the dark,” she said. 
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Chapter 7 Oahu and the Kahuna 

The two sat on the steps behind the hotel between the pool and the patio eating a little cake and enjoying firm ground 

beneath their feet.  They talked about Lahni’s adventure so far and theorized about what might happen next, when a young 

man in staff uniform came past them down the steps to take towels to someone by the pool.  He looked at them and nodded 

his head slightly as if to acknowledge something they’d said. 

    “That’s odd,” said Katya, “I wonder if he heard us talking?”   

Lahni kept an eye on him for a while as he delivered the towels.  He kept looking back at them a few times during his 

delivery and then came towards them on his way back.  

    “I’m sorry, I wasn’t eaves-dropping or anything like that but I happened to overhear what you two were talking about,” 

the man said and didn’t seem the slightest bit surprised to meet a talking dog. 

   “My name is Kalei.  I feel like we need to talk, can we meet here this afternoon when I finish my shift?  There is 

something I want you to see.  About sunset?” 

    “Sure,” said Lahni, “sounds intriguing enough to me.  See you then!”  She paused for a moment and then asked: “Are 

you coming too, Katya?“  

    “Hmmm, I’m not sure if I should, maybe you go on your own this time.  I have a feeling that this one is just for you.  

Besides I have to be here for dinner with my parents and they wouldn’t want me to go off with a stranger.”   

  “Good point,” Lahni said, “but at least come with me to meet him, so you know what he has to say and where I’ll be if I 

choose to go with him, OK?” 

    “It’s a deal, but lets get some rest then before this afternoon.  I for one am exhausted from all this excitement,” Katya 

said.  They went to Katya’s room.  

The concierge rang the room to wake them up at 4.30 p.m. as Katya had requested.  They ran down the stair to make their 

appointment with the mysterious staff member, who had asked them to meet near the back entrance to the pool.  When they 

got there he was already waiting for them.  He smiled at them.   

   “Glad you came!  I want to take you to Kamilo Beach on the Big Island to see what’s been happening here in regards to 

your mission.  You have to see this with your own eyes; there is really no describing it in words.  Katya, you are welcome 

to join us as well of course but I do understand why you might decide against it.  I have tomorrow off, so I will pick you up 

at 9 a.m. sharp, be at the side door to the left of the lobby, it’s a staff entrance.  I’ll be waiting in the white Jeep.  After the 
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beach I will take you to see a very special friend of mine as well.”  

Intrigued by and happy for the invitation they walked away.  

    “Can’t wait,” Lahni said.  

“I know, I wish I could come but I’m not sure what to do,” Katya added. 

    “You’ll know in the morning when you wake up, for sure.” 

The next day Katya dropped Lahni off at the side entry to join Kalei in the Jeep. 

     “So you’re not joining us then?” he said. 

 “Nope, can’t ...parents...!” she said shrugging her shoulders and pulling a disappointed face. 

     “Katya, I’ll have Lahni back tomorrow, she can tell you all about it.”  

Tomorrow, Lahni wondered and got in.  

After a 30 minute drive the Jeep stopped at a small airport; a helicopter was waiting to take them across to Hawaii, also 

called the Big Island, the largest of the group.  Kamilo Beach was situated at the southern-most tip.  They had to cross over 

many of the smaller islands like Malakai, Maui and Lanai to get there.  Lahni was so excited to be up in the air for the first 

time in her entire life.  The flight was only an hour long but well worth it.  The views were breathtaking.  Lahni had never 

seen such lush and green land before.  The islands looked liked emerald jewels surrounded by white curves of sand, 

floating in a sea of the most exquisite turquoise and aqua blues.  Hawaii’s biggest and still active volcano was steaming 

below with small lava pockets visible from the chopper.  They hovered a minute or so to gaze at it and take in the energy of 

the goddess that dwelled here, according to legend, for many millennia.  The helicopter was very low now and slowing 

down, which gave Lahni a bird’s eye view of the beach below.   

   They landed in a clearing just a few hundred meters away from the shore.  Lahni got out following her guide down a 

small sandy path to a wide, open ocean beach.  The sight before them was unbelievable.  Lahni had thought of these islands 

as a kind of paradise before now.  She was clearly overwhelmed by what she saw.  The entire beach was covered in bits of 

plastic and other trash as far as the eye could see.   

  “Welcome to the world’s dirtiest beach, Lahni!” Kalei said. “Wow,” Lahni said, “I had no idea how bad this really was.” 

    “Unfortunately the Great Pacific Garbage Patch, as it’s often described, goes around in a big circle with the Northern 

Pacific current, hitting this beach as it turns the corner and this is the result,” Kalei continued.   

  Lahni started running back and forth picking up pieces and placing them in a pile in an attempt to clean it all up but Kalei 

came over and stopped her.  
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“There’s no use Lahni, it goes so deep 

and so wide and keeps coming in that it 

is virtually impossible to clean up.  The 

ocean is even worse; it’s too big and 

too deep to even try.  At this point in 

time there is an estimate of four 

hundred million tons of garbage mostly 

made up of plastic bits; 70 percent of 

them not even visible, since it sinks to 

the ocean floor or sits in the water 

column well below the surface and is 

really small like plankton.  It’s 

probably a lot more.  

The only way to change any of this is for people to stop using plastic 

in the way it’s being used right now and in the way it’s being 

disposed off,” he explained. “Come with me,”  he said turning back 

in the direction of the Jeep, “I want you to meet someone who can 

help us.  Hop in, it’s not too far from here.” 

Lahni followed and got into the car.  Kalei turned down a long gravel 

driveway; at the end was a small shack of a house on stilts, a little old 

but well looked after.  	  
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The front had a wide porch with a wooden staircase of about 5 steps leading up to it.  A young boy sat on the top step with 

a book in his hand; he had a round friendly face and a shaved head like a little Buddha.   

  He acknowledged the visitors in silence with a nod.  As they approached the front door, the fly screen opened with a 

screech and an elderly but fit and healthy looking woman appeared.	  

She had a broad smile on her face and arms open wide, ready to embrace her old friend.  Hugs were exchanged and tea 

offered. 

    “Aloha,” she said as she ushered her guests to the cushion-covered bench around the side of the veranda.  “Aloha, 

Lahni!”  

    “A…loha,” Lahni responded, not really sure what exactly it meant. 

 “My name is Melika!  Welcome to Hawaii!” she smiled, “I get that you’re a little shaken by what you’ve just witnessed. 

 I can maybe offer some help.  Let me start from the beginning though.  Kalei already told me about what you’ve been up 

to and it’s admirable to say the least but I think you need to consider the gravity and size of the problem and realize that 

you cannot fix this on your own.  You can, however bring some of your beautiful healing energies to the issue and that I 

can help with.”  

  Lahni sat up a little straighter now and listened with both ears. 

 “Everything begins with Aloha in Hawaii, it is the ultimate way of being.  It contains many aspects of our culture and  

how we relate to each other and to our mother earth.  It begins with an attitude of always seeing the light in everything,  

the truth and the oneness.  It aims to always gear our behavior and our actions towards the light, towards being fully 

ourselves, which is the only truth.  Without being fully yourself and allowing others to be fully themselves there can be  

no harmony.  People on this earth have lost their way, some only a little and some a lot.  What we as Kahuna healers try  

to do is bring everything back to harmony, to its center.”   

Lahni looked a little confused but tried to keep listening. 

“You will understand as I go on,” she said with that ever-present smile on her face.  “Kahuna is a title these days, whereas 

traditionally it was only bestowed on those who became experts in a chosen field, be it healing, shamanism, medicine  

or even surfing in modern times.  Kahuna has its origins from the word Kahu, which means care-giving amongst other 

things,” Melika explained.  “Kahuna is also a way of dealing with your environment, it’s about right time and right place, 

being there to be of service; a bit like you being here right now and meeting Katya who in turn took you in at the hotel so 

you could meet Kalei who introduced you to me; you see my point?” she continued.  
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 Lahni nodded. 
  “Your entire trip so far has been right time and right place, has it not?” 

Lahni nodded again. “It’s true,” she said. “It has been magical how it’s all worked out.  I was always in the right place at 

the right and met the right people to get me here.” 

    “That’s right,” Melika said, “you are obviously on the right path.”  She paused to pour some tea for Kalei and water for 

Lahni; then continued. “In an hour or so after we finished our talk and a little rest we will go and do a healing ceremony  

on Kamilo beach, since cleaning her up doesn’t seem to work anymore.  Believe me, we’ve tried to; the entire community 

chipped in their time to try and clear it but it kept on coming back, more and more every year.  So, it seems the only way to 

effectively change anything is to place blessings in the right way and the right direction.” 

  Lahni looked up from the reclining position she had taken to rest her limbs.  “Katya and I were wondering if it was 

possible to clean up the mess in the ocean when we first saw the big garbage soup out at sea on the cruise ship but now I 

understand how big this really is and why it would be an impossible task.  I am definitely coming to your ceremony.  I wish 

Katya had come along as well; I will have to tell her all about it.”  

    “Don’t get me wrong Lahni, the Hawaiian Government has been doing a lot, even on a global level.  We just had the 

Fifth International Marine Debris Conference here in Honolulu in March.  440 people from 38 countries participated in 5 

days of talks and events.  They came up with a strategy to stop marine debris over the coming decade but are still obviously 

at the effect of everyone else’s behavior.  It’s a slow process it seems.  They also came up with a commitment statement 

that is now being implemented in Hawaii and hopefully elsewhere as well.  For instance the NOAA or National Oceanic 

and Atmospheric Administration has been attempting to clean all the little atolls and islands and reefs from debris for years 

now.  I think they began in 1996.  As they found out, it seems to be never ending but what they also found is that half of all 

the debris found on the reefs close to shore is discarded fishing gear, like netting.  They pull out hundreds of tons every 

year, which then gets cleaned of anything that doesn’t burn and used to create energy.  It’s called the ‘Hawaiian Nets to 

Energy’ program, which creates electricity from steam that is generated from the combustion burning of the nets.  Such 

programs are very useful for small communities and are growing here.  You see, we can all do our part.  We can recycle, 

we can use less, be vigilant and of course we can be of service spiritually, which is what this afternoon is all about.” 

  They sat quietly for a while and drank their tea.  

Then Melika began to speak again. “Ho’oponopono is an ancient Polynesian ritual of forgiveness and restitution.  It’s not 

about finding fault or blaming anyone.  We all carry some responsibility for what’s out there because of ignoring our inner 

lives.”   
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   “What do you mean?” Lahni asked.  

“What I mean by that is that everything we deny on the inside, say, our feelings, our emotions, our needs and wants will 

somehow express themselves on the outside.  And since those are mostly the things we judge, such as being negative, angry 

and frustrated or things like hate and envy; all have a negative effect on the environment.  You don’t get garbage patches 

from spreading love,” she said, jokingly, “but whatever we don’t take responsibility for in us will inevitably show up 

somewhere in the world out there.  So you could say that the world’s garbage patches are our collective denial of our true 

selves.  We have disconnected from our true nature and so from the natural world around us.  You and I are waking up and 

many others are too but the majority of people are still in a slumber of sorts.” 

    “But I have already met so many lovely people who are awake like us, so how can it be that there are so many who are 

not?” Lahni asked. 

    “I’m not sure if you know but there are 7 billion people on this earth, and growing, all needing to be housed in some way 

and fed and using goods and services, so you can imagine how much stuff is being produced.”  

     “My people don’t use all that much.  And what they use gets re-used.  We are hunters and herders; nomads in fact, so 

we never leave anything behind other than a little bit of burned wood from making fires,” Lahni said. 

   “I will go and prepare a few things for our trip to Kamilo Beach.  Also you can stay the night; the pilot will take you back 

to the hotel and Katya in the morning,” Melika said and got up to go into the house.  

   Kalei had been sitting on the bench, drinking his cup of tea without saying a word until now.  “See, I told you I knew 

someone who could help,” he smiled at Lahni with a big smile and patted her on the head.  I’m glad I ran into you at the 

hotel.  Right time, right place, huh!” he laughed.  “You have to keep laughing; I guess, joy and laughter and prayer seem to 

be the real healers here.” 

Melika came back out of the house with basket of leis and a few other little things Lahni didn’t recognize.  “Come on,”  

she said, “it’s time to get on our way to Kamilo before the sun disappears.” 

   They got into an old beach buggy that belonged to Melika and drove the short distance to the beach.  To prepare Lahni 

for the up-coming ceremony she continued her lecture.  

  “As I said, the ritual we are going to use today is called Ho’oponopono, which is all about forgiveness.  It’s about taking 

back the parts of ourselves out of the collective soup that are ours in all garbage patches out there, be it real garbage or 

hungry children or war or any other indiscretion we commit against nature and each other.  What it means is that the  

karmic or energetic ties we have to it are pulled out and by doing so we help to heal it for ourselves and everyone else as 

well.  And just maybe one day someone will come up with a really clever idea that will actually clean it up physically as 
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well.  Until then we can take care of the emotional and spiritual part.”  Taking a deep breath while driving, she kept talking.  

“I know it’s a lot to take in but you have been called to this for some reason and I think it’s because you are so pure of 

spirit and so innocent.  Even your name means ‘heavenly’ or ‘messenger from heaven’ in Hawaiian. It’s no mistake.” 

On the beach they unpacked and took all they needed to the shoreline standing on the millions of bits of plastic that had 

taken over the beach in place of sand.  

  Melika began the prayer by lighting some candles that were inside paper bags to protect them from the wind, and then 

placed them along the waters edge.  The tide was low and the sea calm, so there were no big waves coming in to disturb 

proceedings.  

 Next she ran up and down the beach as if trying to take off like a bird, apparently to raise the energy for the pending 

ceremony as Lahni found out from Kalei and joined in.  

 The next step was a breathing exercise to become fully present to one’s inner child, which meant sitting still and breathing 

in on a count of seven, holding on a count of seven and letting the breath go on a count of seven.  It also had to be done 

seven times.  

    “Why the breathing and what has this to do with what you call the inner child?” Lahni asked. 

 “OK, let me explain.  Imagine an iceberg floating in the sea.  You can only see a very small part of it since most of it is 

underneath the water, right.” 

     “I have seen that, yes,” Lahni said. 

“So imagine the same thing for your conscious mind versus your unconscious mind.  Most of what we think and what we 

experience is processed and created by the unconscious or also called the sub conscious mind.  Our inner child is the 

gatekeeper in a way.  Most of what we experience is filtered through the experiences we had as children.  We must honor 

our inner child and by breathing in this way we can connect to it.  For this prayer ceremony to fully work we must connect 

to our full selves,” Melika explained. 

   “I understand now,” said Lahni, “I’ll give it a go.” 

After the breathing exercise Melika got up first and stated in a loud but loving voice. “I am sorry!  Please forgive me!  

Thank you! I love you!”  She then threw a handful of flowers into the water in front of her.  

“Lahni, you next,” she said.  Lahni sat down next to her and began to say the same; then Kalei followed.   
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  At the end Melika placed a handmade lei made of frangipanis around everyone’s neck to mark the completion of the ritual 

and the release of their energy that was connected to the ocean pollution.   

She then began singing a Hawaiian song for the ocean with Kalei accompanying her on a ukulele. 

Kai Hawanawana by Alfred U. Alohikea 

Auhea wale ho’ i ‘oe  

E ke kai hawanawana nei i ke 

He one ho’oheno ‘ia 

E ka ipo e nohenhea nei i ka poli 

He poli pumehana i ka hana a ka mana’o 

Me he ala e i mai ana 

‘Auhea wale ho’i’oe 

E ke kai hawanawana nei i ke 

This is for you 

Oh sea that whispers upon the sand  

Sands that are cherished by  

My loved sweetheart, held in my embrace 

Thoughts come to mind, that warms the heart 

And seem to say 

This is for you 

Oh sea that whispers upon the sand 

Afterwards they hugged and then spent a bit more time looking at the sun setting in the west. 

“That was amazing but what exactly will it do for the ocean?” Lahni asked innocently.  

  “It will bring healing energies to the situation and it will also change people’s behavior towards the ocean and the 

environment in general.”  Melika answered.  “If you make changes in yourself, even small changes and they trickle down 



40	  

to just one other person, who in turn makes changes in their life and so it continues to affect anyone you touch with your 

life.  So you see Lahni, you can save the world, one person at a time.”  

  “Then I have already begun to save it with Akiak and the ships crew and Katya?” Lahni smiled with a very satisfied look 

on her face. 

  “Yes, that’s exactly what I mean,” Melika added.  

“Let’s go, it’s almost dark.  Time for supper and a good night’s sleep,” Kalei suggested and then turned to lead the way 

back to the car. 

At Melika’s house they spent the rest of the evening eating and talking about Lahni’s adventure.  

 The helicopter ride back to Honolulu the next morning was uneventful and seemed quicker this time.  Back at the hotel, 

Lahni bounded up the stairs to see Katya.  She couldn’t wait to tell her all about what she had learnt but found no one in the 

room except house keeping staff.  Katya’s room was in the process of being cleaned by one of the maids and all her things 

had disappeared.  The maid looked at her shrugging her shoulders.  Since the maid was no help she remembered Kalei was 

on duty.  Lahni went to find him to help her with her inquiry as to Katya’s whereabouts.   He was in the dining room setting 

tables for the next service when Lahni showed up at the door and signaled him to follow her.  They met up on the backstairs 

outside where they had first connected.  He went to the reception for her and found out that Katya’s parents had decided to 

take a trip to one of the smaller islands, called Kawaii, for a few days but had given up their rooms due to the hotel being 

busy this time of year and that they would be back in Honolulu later that week.   

   Katya had also left a note to Lahni saying ‘goodbye and good luck’ amongst other terms of endearments and friendship 

declarations, just in case Lahni had to move on quickly. 

  Lahni was disappointed that she may not see her friend again but knew it was OK.  Her work with Katya was obviously 

done.  Kalei provided a last meal and water for her and then said goodbye as well, sending her in the direction of the small 

boat harbor where the Plastiki would be moored.  

  “Sorry I can’t take you but I really can’t leave work and I think it’s going to be bad timing if you wait,” he said with a last 

hug. 

 Lahni agreed, thanked him for the excursion and taking her to see Melika and took off immediately for the harbor. 
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Chapter 8 The Plastiki 

Lahni made her way through the busy city as fast as she could given the heat, mass of people and cars to avoid.  She turned 

many heads on her way due to her looking very out of place on a tropical island but most just gazed at her in admiration of 

her snow-white coat and pretty face. 

     As she entered the harbor gates she saw a huge group of people assembled in front of one of the mooring jetties, a large 

white mast visible behind.  “This must be it!” she said to herself quietly while winding her way through the legs of 

journalists and onlookers.  She came to a stop in front of the ship.  It was much bigger than she had anticipated since it was 

quite a long way away when she saw it last out at sea.  It was all white, broad and flat with big shiny solar panels covering 

the back of the catamaran.   

  The crew was busy talking to reporters and some city officials, which gave Lahni a chance to hop on the back of the boat 

to have a closer look.  The entire bottom of it was made up of plastic bottles; in fact the entire vessel was made of plastic. 

The front of the ship had a curious cover for the cabin below.  It looked a bit like a spaceship with portholes.  Lahni had 

never seen anything like it.  She hadn’t really seen any spaceships either but knew about them from Katya’s book collection 

she’d seen on the voyage from Vancouver.  With her white fur she blended in beautifully, no one had even noticed her 

sitting on the back of the Plastiki in all the hustle and bustle.  

  After all the talking and interviewing and photographing were complete, a few of the journalists were invited to inspect 

the vessel from the inside.  Lahni decided it was too risky to get caught and jumped back onto the jetty to wait until this 

was all over.  She sat behind one of the pilons observing the scene, patiently waiting when she heard someone close to her 

whispering. 

 “Hey doggie, want some?” And with that a piece of freshly caught fish landed at her paws.  

She looked up in surprise to find a fisherman on a small motorboat standing up looking in her direction.  He lifted his hand 

to say hi.  His boat was tied up right behind the Plastiki with full view of the deck and all the action.  Lahni decided to stay 

silent for the moment but looked at the young man with gratitude and happily ate the offering.    

  The fish was fresh and sweet, momentarily transporting Lahni back to her home in East Siberia.  She chewed her snack 

while staring into the distance thinking about her family, her siblings and all that she’d left behind what seemed years ago 

now, even though it had only been a few months.  She wondered how they all were when the fisherman interrupted her.   
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    “Hey you, come sit with me, I could use some company!  Jump on!” he said pointing at his humble boat.  Lahni obeyed 

and jumped onto the small, rocking vessel and settled down next to her benefactor.  He was of medium height, strong and 

dark with curly hair and a day old beard, wearing old denim shorts and a dirty, formerly white singlet.  His face was 

friendly and open. 
    “So”, he began, “you don’t look like a local dog.  Where did you come from?” not expecting an answer.    “East 

Siberia,” Lahni answered. 

  The fisherman looked at her with big eyes wondering if he’d heard right. “Did you just say something?” he whispered in 

fear of looking crazy.  

    “Yes, I did, I said I’m from East Siberia, my name is Lahni, I am from the Samoyed tribe.  I was a sled and herding dog 

until a few months ago when I decided to go and investigate climate change and what it’s doing to my land, the animals and 

my people; so here I am!”  

    “Wow, I must have had too many beers last night,” he replied rubbing his ears and eyes. “Is this for real?” 

    “Uh-huh,” Lahni replied, “I’m here to talk to the people on this ship in front of us; I just have to wait until all the 

reporters are gone.” 

  “OK!  Maybe I can help.  I met them all yesterday when they arrived; we had a chat and they invited me onboard for a 
beer later this afternoon when they’re done with all the talks.  I’ll see what I can do then,” he said, shaking his head at the 

fact that he was really talking to a dog. 

    “That would be amazing, thank you, maybe I could join you?  So, what about you, tell me something about you.  What’s 

your name?” Lahni asked.  

   “Oh, sorry, how rude of me, my name is Mano.  I am a fisherman, but only as a hobby now.  I only catch what I need for 

the day for my family.  I used to work with my father and brothers on our fishing trawler catching big fish, even sharks, for 

sale on the market and to restaurants but the last big storm took our boat and almost cost my father his life.  So, after that 

experience we all decided it was time to do something different.  In the last few years we weren’t getting much of a catch 

anymore anyway because of overfishing.  There just isn’t anything left in there.  I think it was a message from the goddess 

to change.  We got the message.  I still work with boats though; I build them and maintain them now.”  

   “I heard about overfishing in Alaska from a Yupik Indian man.  It seems it’s happening everywhere,” Lahni said. 

 Mano nodded. “It was the storm of the century but they seem to be getting bigger every time now.  My father retired after 

almost losing his life he’d had enough and my brothers got regular jobs in the city.  It’s sad but that’s what’s happened.” 
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As promised in the afternoon Mano boarded the Plastiki to join the crew for a drink on deck.  Lahni was still curled up on 

the small fishing boat tied up behind.  

   Mano said hello to everyone and sat down with a drink in his hand.  He then asked Dave, the captain, if it was OK that a 

friend of his joined them.  

    After Dave agreed, Mano let out a huge, loud whistle to signal Lahni to come aboard.  She jumped right up from the boat 

to the back deck weaving her way through the solar panels on the back of the Plastiki and sat down next to him.  

   “Oh, your friend’s a dog,” Dave said,  “OK, works for me.”   

“Me too,” Lahni replied with a smile on her face.  Everyone looked at her with surprise; Mano introduced her. 

    “Meet Lahni, talking sled and herding dog from East Siberia.” 

  Lahni nodded at everyone saying hello. “I’m on a mission to save my world.  I found out it is melting and fast, so I 

decided to go and do something about it.  I saw your beautiful ship in the plastic soup off Hawaii from a cruise ship I 

hitched a ride on and really wanted to meet you.  My friend Mano here helped me out.”  

    “So, that was you with the little girl waving at us and looking through the binoculars.  I remember!   We also had a call 

that day from the cruise ship’s captain to ask us where we were headed.  Did you guys have something to do with that?” 

Dave asked. 

     “Yes, Katya, the girl who was with me had asked her mother to find out where you were going next, so that I could meet 

you.”  

    “I guess it was meant to be then,” said Dave, “we’ll be here until tomorrow when we set off for Sydney, Australia. 

What’s your next move?” 

   “Well, I was thinking about asking you if I could come along for the ride and talk to you about what you do and what I 

can do to help save our planet,” Lahni asked. 

   “I’ll have to ask my crew and take a vote on it.  I don’t mind really but I’ll let you know what our decision is in the 

morning,” answered Dave. 

  Lahni made a point to talk to every crew member individually that night so that she could really get to know them just in 

case they decided in her favor. 

   So far on her journey she’d never had to ask to come along; somehow it always fell into place for her and having to wait 

for a vote, for or against her, was making her a little bit nervous.  

Dave asked Lahni to come back the next morning to find out the result.  Mano had noticed Lahni’s disappointment at the 
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prospect of having to wait and invited her to stay with him and his family overnight.  The house wasn’t far from where they 

had spent the afternoon in the boat harbor.  It wasn’t fancy, just a small weatherboard house on stilts with a large veranda 

around it.  Lush green rainforest surrounded it with a little clear lawn right around the house.  Flowers and herbs flanked 

the verandas edge.  It looked pretty and comfortable.  Mano’s 3 kids, 2 boys and a girl between 6 and 11 years of age 

played on the narrowly paved garden path on bikes and skateboards.  When Lahni got out of the car, they dropped 

everything to greet her and then invite her for a game of catch.  She had missed playing with her children at home and was 

all too happy to join in the fun for a while before bed.  Since it was late already, Mano interrupted their play after a few 

minutes and ushered his brood towards the dinner table and then right after dinner to their bedrooms.  

Lahni was tired and decided to sleep under the stars that night, just like during summers back home and with a little shelter 

from the porch roof and a soft mat to recline on, she was fast asleep in no time. 

Only a short but heavy sleep later 

Lahni stood at the front porch all 

ready to go bright and way too 

early.   

 She was wearing a canine life 

vest Mano had given her, which 

was a left over from his late dog 

Eddy who had spent many years 

on his fishing trawler by his side. 

 The vest was sitting on her a little 

bit crooked, since it wasn’t done 

up properly.  Mano was already 

awake, sitting on the back steps 

sorting his fishing tackle for the 

morning run before work.  
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“Lahni, don’t you think it’s a little too early to wake up the crew?  And what if they say No?” 
“They won’t say no and I’ll just wait at the pier until they wake up!” she replied. 

“OK, if you insist,” he said while fastening her vest.	  

 “Let’s go then.  I’m ready for a bit of morning fishing.  You do seem very sure of yourself about this.  I hope you are 

right.”  Mano waved at Lahni to follow him to the truck.  They parked close to the pier where they said their good byes and 

hugged. 

 “You can always come back to our place if it doesn’t work out, Lahni.  You know where I live now and in case you keep 

on traveling, I wish you well and hope to see you again, some day!  Farewell my friend.”  

 “Thank you very much, Mano.  I much appreciate all you’ve done.  I will always remember you and your family.”   

And with that she trotted off to sit in front of the Plastiki as he got into his boat for a little fishing.  

An hour or so later Dave appeared on deck stretching out and yawning when he saw Lahni sitting there, all dressed and 

ready.  He smiled and said: “Oh good, you’re here already, just in time for breakfast,” he paused, raising his eyebrows, “but 

hey, wait a minute.  How’d you know what we decided on?” 

   “I just knew when I woke up this morning. Call it instinct,” she grinned. 

“Works for me,” he answered, shrugging his shoulders, “come aboard.  What have you got there?” 

 “Oh, it’s some provisions Mano got for me, so you don’t have to pay for my food.  Some dog food and some frozen fish.  

And my pack with travel papers, I hope you have room.  Could you please help get them on board for me?”  

“Sure” he replied, then jumped onto the pier and carried everything onto the deck of the Plastiki.  

Slowly, one by one the rest of the crew woke up and sat down for breakfast.  They were going to leave soon.   

Lahni was excited to be at sea again after almost a week in Hawaii.  But before sailing she decided it was important to 

properly introduce herself to every crew member one on one.  She had met them all during afternoon drinks the day before 

but she felt she needed to connect a little more with each of them.  They were, after all, going to spend weeks on a small 

boat together, she thought.   

  So, while they sat and enjoyed their morning coffee and breakfast she walked up to each one of them and got to know 

them a little better.   

  First Dave, who was the expedition leader and the creative mind behind the Plastiki; a tall, bearded, friendly faced young 

man with a lot of passion and conviction for what he believed in, as Lahni would find out.  He spoke to her about their 

upcoming voyage and some of the rules on the boat, which she would have to adhere to just like the rest of the crew.  Of 

course she would contribute in which ever way she could.  She told him about the security job she'd had on the trip from 
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Bethel to Vancouver on the cargo ship and how she could keep watch on the Plastiki the same way. 

   “Great,” said Dave, “it’s a good idea; you’ve got the job.  I’ll put you on the roster for keeping watch straight away.” 

 After getting the first set of instructions from him, she moved on to Jo, the only female crew onboard except of course 

herself now.  Jo was the skipper of the Plastiki.  She was an experienced sailor from way back having learnt the craft in her 

childhood in California.   

Then there was another David, the co-skipper, an experienced sailor and animal lover.  Lahni thought that was a definite 

plus and spent a little extra time with him.  But surely they all must like animals Lahni pondered, since they all said yes to 

have me on board.   

  She then moved on to Olav, the expedition diver from Norway, who wasn’t a sailor but loved the ocean with all his body 

and soul.  Next was Vern, a tall guy with a big mustache who was making a film about the Plastiki’s journey.  He was 

admittedly not used to sailing either.  

Finally she got around to Max who was making a documentary about the Plastiki for National Geographic.  Lahni thought 

it curious that he liked hyenas and sharks and even more curious was that he was going to be out on the big ocean without 

being able to swim.  

   She remembered falling into the cold water through the ice when she was a little younger.  She couldn’t swim very well 

either because her coat was so long and thick; she sank really fast but was rescued by the kids around her.  So there was 

something they had in common.  Lahni was always going to wear the life vest her friend Mano had given her.   

   After breakfast the crew cleaned up the deck, loaded all fresh supplies into storage below and got the sails ready to go.  

When all was ready they set sail and cruised out of Honolulu harbor.  

  Lahni sat on the bow of the boat looking ahead with a huge smile on her face.  She was on duty doing her first shift 

keeping watch.  She was content that yet again things had worked out perfectly for her.    

   In the distance a man on a little fishing boat waved at her as they passed him.  It was Mano on the way back from his 

fishing trip; he was holding up his catch of two rather big, beautiful fish.     “Look, Lahni, today’s dinner!  Have a great trip 

my friend!”  

    Lahni stood up and wagged her tail smiling in his direction and lifting her paw.  “Goodbye, Mano, be well!” Then he 

disappeared behind them towards the harbor. 

Lahni settled in for the first leg of the trip.  Seas were a little rough, so David insisted on a harness, tethering her to the 



47	  

Plastiki, since he didn’t want to lose her so soon, he joked.  Lahni gladly obliged. 

   “We have to sit down for a long talk soon, Dave.  I want to know everything about what you’ve been doing for the 

environment.  I want to know about the Plastiki and your mission and what you think about climate change,” Lahni said 

before getting back to her post.   

“OK, it’s a deal, when we’re in a calm spot somewhere and there isn’t much to do, we can talk,” he promised. 
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Chapter 9  Kohola 

After days and days of sailing into the open, seemingly endless ocean, with a regular routine of keeping watch, meals and 

sleep, Lahni found boredom starting to set in and she began to doze a little on her shifts.    

  One day she had drifted into a light sleep when a big, deep but gentle voice woke her up saying: “Should you be sleeping 

on your watch?”   

   Startled, she jumped up to see who was speaking to her, since the voice she had heard seemed very unfamiliar.  As she 

turned her head, she saw a huge whale along side the boat looking right at her.  His head was out of the water.    

 “Hello,” she said tentatively, never having had a conversation with a whale before.   “Thanks for waking me up.  I should 

be alert and keeping watch.  But it gets a bit boring after a while.  What are you doing all the way out here?  Are you 

following us?” she added.    

  “Just cruising,” answered the whale, “heading in the same general direction.  It gets lonely sometimes; it’s nice to stop for 

a chat.  I already met a few sea turtles and another whale.  I am Kohola, that’s what my Hawaiian friends call me.  Our 

names are not in words but only sound, I could show you but you would have to come diving with me.  Later maybe?  

People give us more personal names sometimes but they are not ours.  I never met one of your kind before; what exactly 

are you?”  

  “Oh, I can’t go diving; or at least I haven’t tried before.  I think I might drown since my coat is so thick but thanks for the 

offer,” Lahni said smiling.  “I’m a dog and my name is Lahni.  I normally live in East Siberia, working with my siblings 

pulling sleds and herding reindeer.  I’m on a mission to save my world.  My land is melting and floods are coming from 



49	  

glaciers.  Surely you’ve noticed the changes that have occurred with the weather, fish stocks and everything else?” she 

asked. 

 “Of course, everyone is talking about it.  It’s pretty bad.  Before, we only had to worry about sharks, orcas and people 

trying to kill us but now we can’t find much food and the oceans are dirty and polluted with things we don’t recognize.  We 

have to keep moving further and further to find a meal these days.  So, what are you trying to do to make a difference?” he 

asked. 

  “Well, I already changed the mind of two ship’s captains and their crew as well as a little girl on a cruise and a few other 

people I met along the way; you see I’m trying to do this one person or animal at a time, which would change things very 

quickly if everyone did the same,” Lahni added.  

    “I sure hope so, between people hunting us in our home and all the pollution, it’s getting harder and harder to survive.  I 

hear so many stories of my fellow whales losing their lives in bad ways that I fear my own fate if this continues.  I’m glad 

you are trying to do something.   I will spread the word. I must be off now to find some food.  Good luck my friend and 

maybe I’ll meet you again somewhere,” he said, before he took a deep breath and disappeared with a big splash from his 

massive tail flukes as he went under water.  

    Lahni was now leaning over the side to see where he had gone.  She was half wet from the splash but happy that she had 

met such a fine creature.  I must do something about people killing whales, it’s not very nice, she thought to herself, maybe 

I’ll talk to Dave about this; he might be able to help…I must be getting back to work.  

 She made sure to stay awake now, since she definitely didn’t want to miss any more interesting encounters like this one. 

“How exciting,” she said out loud.    

    “What’s exciting?” asked Dave, who had come up from below deck to give Lahni a break.  “Did something happen?” 

   “I just met Kohola, a big whale with a hump on his back, he was swimming alongside us for while and wanted to chat.  

He told me about the pollution out there and his friends and family members being killed by people hunting them.  Is that 

true?  If that is true, you have to do something Dave, you can’t let this continue,” Lahni sighed.  

  “Unfortunately, yes, it’s true.  For example, thousands of Minke and Humpback whales are killed every year by Japanese 

whalers; they travel all the way to the southern oceans, which is the home of whales during the southern hemisphere 

summer, to hunt them and also take them on the way there.  Many other nations used to do the same but stopped the 

slaughter a long time ago because whales became almost extinct.  The Japanese are still doing it and so are a few other 

countries like Denmark, Iceland and Norway; it seems they won’t listen to everyone else.   It is an illegal activity now but 

somehow no one is willing to fight them on this, at least not on a governmental level.” 
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 “Maybe I have to go to Japan on my way north after Australia and see what I can do,” Lahni said. 

A few hours later Dave was due for a break and was relieved of his duties by one of the other crewmembers.  He joined 

everyone else below for a nap and a snack.  When he got to the cabin,	  Lahni was sitting on his bunk enjoying a cookie.  

He frowned a little. “Hey you, I don’t like crumbs on my bed.  Could you please eat at the table or on the floor?”  	  

   “Thorry,” said Lahni with a mouth full of cookie and jumped off the bunk to finish chewing. 

Everyone laughed.  It was apparently common knowledge amongst the crew that Dave was particular about crumbs on his 

bed but no one had taken the time to explain this to Lahni.   

  Hmmm, thought Lahni, maybe it was their way of creating some entertainment for themselves.  It does get a bit boring  

out here.  She finished her dinner and went back on deck to see if she would meet any more interesting sea creatures.  She 

was looking forward to seeing more whales and dolphins; she had seen lots of them on the cruise ship with Katya.  

However she never got close enough to have a conversation with them because of the size of the ship.  

  The Plastiki was perfect, sitting fairly low on the water, so Lahni could see what was going on in the ocean.   Soon after, 

her wish came true and a big group of dolphins swam alongside and in the wake of the catamaran.  A few ventured very 

close to see who was being entertained by their presence.  One of them saw Lahni smiling at them.  She was crouching 

“Well, there is no fault in trying but 

they are stubborn people.  

Greenpeace and the Sea Shepard have 

been trying for decades to stop them, 

often interrupting and slowing down 

the hunt.  So there is someone already 

working on it.  Maybe you can join 

them.  They can always use the help.  

Now go and have a break, eat 

something and sleep a bit!  We’ll talk 

more later,” Dave said. 

Lahni slipped out of her harness and 

climbed down the ladder into the 

cabin below for a nap. 
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down as low as possible to lean over the side without falling overboard.  She did wear the vest but wasn’t harnessed in, 

so caution was always on her mind.  The dolphin looked at her with much curiosity.         

“Surely you have heard of earth changes and global climate change. Yes?” 

 “Oh, yes, we have.  The birds tell us much from their travels and the whales too.  Everyone is concerned about what will 

happen to our beautiful home.  We keep moving onto better, cleaner areas but there are fewer and fewer options.”  

 “That’s what Kohola, my whale friend said also.  And he and his whale companions were having trouble finding food. 
  Is that the same for you?” 

“It sure is.  All our favorite fish are disappearing fast and we don’t really know why,” the dolphin answered.  

    “Well,” said Lahni,“I can explain that to you and maybe you can tell every one of your friends.  The fish are 

disappearing because of over-fishing by humans.  They take too much and don’t give any breaks to the fish to replenish.  

Then they can’t keep up with breeding.”  

   “Thanks for letting us know.  I’m not sure what we will do but we have to keep moving to find food for our babies. 

Many are dying before they are grown.  I hope humans will come to their senses and stop what they are doing to our 

home,” he added.  

He was grey, almost silvery and quite large and 

long.  Lahni began the conversation this time.  

“Hello”, she said, ”nice of you to visit me out 

here.”  

“Welcome to our home,” said the dolphin,

“you must be a long way from yours.  I have 

met other dogs before but none like you.  

Where are you from?”  

    “I am from the arctic circle, East Siberia to 

be exact.  I have gone on a journey to help the 

earth.  I had a dream about my world melting 

and decided to do something about it.  It has 

become my mission in life,” Lahni answered.  
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   “I hope so too, but I also feel that there are many who are waking up.  I have met quite a few of them already.  This ship 

I’m on right now for example is making this voyage to raise awareness about the plastic and garbage in the ocean and to 

teach people about recycling and reusing.”  

  “Thanks,” said the dolphin, “you have been a great help giving me this information.  We must move on now.  Might see 

you again!”  He lead the way for his group who did a last jump in front of the boat as if to say, we are alive still and then 

dove under.   

 Lahni was a little sad about the dolphins’ plight and sat there contemplating about what she could do for them.  Talk to 

every human I meet, she thought, that I can do.   

  She dozed off right on the spot where she had seen and spoken to the dolphin.  

A big splash woke Lahni up.  She was disoriented and wet.  During her little sleep the seas had gotten bigger and a storm 

was moving in.   



53	  

She had slipped off the side of the boat and landed in the water.  I’m not sinking, she thought, that’s good.  She started  

to yell out for help but no one seemed to be around.  The Plastiki kept moving further and further away from her now.  

Then she could hear a voice calling out for her from the boat in front.  It was Jo, the skipper who noticed her missing first.  

She was attempting to throw a lifeline to Lahni but was too far away already to reach her.  A couple of other crew 

members had lowered the sails to slow down and attempted to turn around.  By the time the Plastiki came to a stop Lahni 

had faded into the distance, merely a little white dot in the huge sea of waves steadily increasing in size.     

   Lahni stopped struggling against the sea, letting herself drift along.  The Plastiki had now turned back in her direction but 

was fighting against a strong wind. 

This seemed to be a dire situation, yet Lahni didn’t seem in the least bit scared.  She just floated there thinking about the 

last months of her life, Akiak, Tootega, Katya, Melika and all the others she’d met and who had helped her.  

   Then Kohola came to mind and she instinctively let out a huge wolf howl as loud as she could.      Some time passed; the 

Plastiki was still trying to get to her but was too far away to rescue her yet.  The waves were so high now that she kept 

disappearing behind a wall of water and reappearing on the next swell.  Then all of a sudden Lahni felt herself being lifted 

out of the water with a big spray landing on her face and back as she found herself on top of a huge humpback whale.   

  “Kohola”, she cried out, “you came.  Thank you.” 

 “I heard you, had to come,” he answered,“I wasn’t far away.  I found some food close by and stayed in the area.”   

   “Lucky me…thanks again…don’t know what would have happened if you hadn’t turned up,” Lahni said, out of breath 

from paddling.    

  “It’s a good thing it’s quiet 

around here, so I heard you.     

Most populated spots, where 

there is a lot of shipping are 

too noisy to hear other whales 

let alone sounds that are 

unfamiliar.  We sometimes 

get lost with all this mayhem, 

our sonar doesn’t always work 

be cause of it!” Kohola added.   
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“Oh, really, I hadn’t heard that before but will definitely look into it for you, promise,” she said.   

At this point the Plastiki came close enough to see what had happened to her.  The entire crew was on deck busy keeping 

the boat afloat.  David looked at her in amazement, shaking his head while he threw her a line with a ring on it.  They had 

to stay at a safe distance due to the size of the whale and the rough seas but Lahni caught it on first try, stepped into it and 

was pulled back onto the Plastiki in one big haul.  She clambered up the last bit and shook herself a few times before 

thanking the crew.  She then turned around one more time to say goodbye and another thank you to Kohola, who was now a 

little further away putting on a show for everyone, breaching and jumping.  She waved at him with her paw and said: 

“Thanks my friend!  Love you!”   

Jo threw a big towel and a blanket around her and carried her below deck to get her dry and out of the storm.   

David was right behind with a lecture about always wearing the harness when on deck.  “I know you don’t have opposable 

thumbs, so next time ask one of us before you decide to go for a swim, hey!  Glad you got some help out there, you have 

some powerful friends it seems,” he laughed, turning his stern look into a friendly one.  “Better stay below deck for the rest 

of the night.  It’s going to be a rough ride.  I need the rest of the crew upstairs.  Good night, Lahni, get some sleep!” 

  “Sorry,” she whispered almost falling asleep while still sitting.  She was exhausted and gladly obeyed.  She didn’t even 

notice the rest of the storm and slept soundly through the night. 




