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Summary: 
            Nearly a century has passed since the last Avatar, a waterbender, mysteriously vanished from the face of the earth. Since then, the Fire Nation's quest for dominance has continued undeterred and the world has fallen out of balance.
Noatak and Tarrlok know everything there is to know about war. With the southern raids leaving their homeland decimated and their father captured, the boys decide to escape their lot in life for the Northern Water Tribe. But while on the way to the distant north, things quickly take a turn when they meet a girl who claims she is the missing Avatar.

  A role reversal AU in which it was Korra stuck in the iceberg instead of Aang.


          











1. Chapter 1

Author's Note:
      Inspired by this Tumblr post from 2012.

I know there's already two other Legend of Korra fics of the same title and synopsis but I couldn't resist. Consider this crack treated seriously.

Note: Not beta read. Chapter warnings will be given on the end notes.

    


    
    
  THE SOUTHERN OCEAN

77th YEAR OF FIRE LORD AZULON’S RULE


It was the third day since the ship was becalmed on the way to the port, Noatak counted, though the crew did not seem to be dying just yet.

His brother had been excited the moment they realized it happened — the endless rocking of their very large vessel had proved upsetting to young Tarrlok’s constitution, a fact the men on board ridiculed him endlessly for — and Noatak was only quick to shake the boy out of his gratefulness.

This isn’t good, you know, he had reminded him ratherly grimly. It’ll only take us longer to get to the North Pole.

Noatak despised this ship and the fact that they had to hide among such coarse men just to get one step closer to the north. It also did not help that his younger brother was but a child who still cried about leaving their mother behind, and so it was left to him to be the only serious person on this earth.

“I wish they’d shut up,” he muttered to himself as the wall beside him trembled from the noise outside. Save for the slumbering old man in the other side of the room, he and Tarrlok were alone in the cabins; the moment would have painted a relaxing picture of nearly empty beds and quiet mundaneness … if only it weren’t unjustly punctuated by the rowdy sounds of red-faced drunkards outside their door.

Noatak doesn’t think he has ever had a peaceful day on this thing.

“Why don’t you go there yourself?” joked Tarrlok halfheartedly as he swung himself in his hammock with a foot.

“Why don’t you?” Noatak returned with a poke at where the shape of his brother laid. “Don’t pretend that it doesn’t bother you.”

“It doesn’t. Not as much as it bothers you, at least.”

“Everything those people do are annoying. I wish we could have gotten aboard anything but this stupid ship. Maybe we should have taken our chances with the pirates instead.”

“I thought you said this was a pirate ship.”

“Not in the name, it isn’t.” Noatak’s eyes roamed across the holes and tears littered on the hammock above him and began counting each one he saw. “They’re islanders, Tarrlok. Even their most simple traders are slavers by nature.”

If the stories their parents and elders endlessly chanted to them were anything to go by, then those ilk almost always came from the coasts of the Fire Nation or the Earth Kingdom. It was only confirmed to him when one of the more senior cabin crew, Song, took them two by the shoulder and laughed.

“Look what we got here, fellas,” Noatak recited those welcoming words in his most adult, most bitter tone, “the first Water Tribesmen who come to us willingly.”

It had immediately irked and worried him both, thinking he just introduced himself and his brother to a deck full of raiders, until they were ushered into a room with a rather official-looking captain. After the reassurance, the situation ended up only irking him.

Tarrlok paused his swinging. “Are you scared of them?” he asked suddenly.

“What?”

Turning around, Tarrlok’s head popped out of the side of the torn hammock. “You’re not scared of anything usually.”

Noatak furrowed his brows at the statement. “Of course, I’m not scared. I just don’t want to be in the company of criminals all day.”

“But they’re not criminals. They haven’t even raided anyone.”

He rolled his eyes. “Don’t be so naïve. They’ve raided plenty towns and villages before taking us in.”

“How do you know?”

“Because they’re people of the sea, that’s just what they do.”

After a beat, Tarrlok asked, “Do you think they’ve raided the Fire Nation? One of the guys here is a firebender.”

Though he couldn’t remember the name, he knew who his brother was talking about and he didn’t seem like a slave. “Don’t know, don’t care,” replied Noatak. “Anyways, shouldn’t you be eating by now?”

“Shouldn’t you?” Tarrlok asked back as he rose from his position. The sound of joints popping filled the air as he stretched on his makeshift bed.

“Already ate while you slept,” Noatak replied with a shrug.

“No fair.” Tarrlok jumped down onto the floor and the sound momentarily making the old man stir from his sleep. Both boys paused before making sure he remained shut-eyed. “I’m gonna go and get me a piece of meat,” Tarrlok continued with an exaggerated pat on his belly.

“Whatever,” Noatak responded without looking at him. “Just be quick and come back here with your plate.”


The new noise is what made his ears prick.

It was no louder than the noises from before. Instead, the startling thing was the changed pitch and tone of the conversation: one of the voices was high and all too familiar.

As if in a daze, Noatak dashed from the cabins and into the dining room where he saw stood his brother surrounded by sneering men. One of them was Shuhan.

“Tarrlok!” he called, catching the attention of all heads in the room. “Come here.”

A not-unanticipated cacophony of howls and teases filled the space between him and the rest.

“Your big brother is talking to you,” said Shuhan to Tarrlok in that language of his, the sound tonal and entirely vexing. Noatak understood enough of the marauder’s tongue to know he was deliberately annoying them. “Don’t wanna upset big brother, eh?” he teased further, this time adding the last word in their own language. “Your brave Water Tribe warrior brother.”

“Stop talking to him,” Noatak called once more, now also using the other man’s language. To Tarrlok, he repeated, “Come here.”

“You talking to me, boy?” Shuhan exploded. “You speaking informally to me?”

Noatak grit his teeth. “My apologies,” he forced out, “but I was speaking to my younger brother.”

Shuhan responded with a smack on the table and a clinking of plates but it was hardly intimidating. It was about just as scary as an overgrown child throwing a tantrum: unreasonable for one’s age and requiring discipline.

Approaching him, Shuhan looked down with those piercing green eyes of his. “Don’t ever talk informally to me. I’ve had enough of your little brother’s shitty accent and even shittier grammar, yeah, but I expect more from you, big brother.” He poked harshly at Noatak’s forehead, like one does with simpletons. “Get that through your thick little Water Tribe skull. You better learn the common tongue of these seas if you wanna sail with us for long.”

I do not, he wanted to yell out. Who wants to sail with wild animals like you?

Instead, he leaned his head back. “I will,” he said, “but now I must bring my younger brother back to the cabin.”

“What for?” Shuhan tested. “Gonna feed him with your own hands?”

Laughter rang. Noatak clutched at his own coat and tried not to glare at them all.

“Wash his face? Change his nappies?” Shuhan continued, encouraged by the reaction around him. He chuckled at his own jokes as he placed a hand on Noatak’s shoulder. “Get yourself and your wolf pup out of here, then.”

Suddenly, something went flying across the room and landed with a great shatter upon contact with Shuhan’s head.

Noatak was startled. “What—?” he began as Shuhan felt to his knees before him. The rest of the men either jumped or yelped, or both, whereas Tarrlok simply stood there heaving.

Wait.

“You little…” Someone gripped onto Tarrlok’s arm and the boy immediately began to yell out as he was shaken by a pair of strong hands. The sight brought Noatak into action.

“Hey!” he shouted in the common tongue as he pushed past the bodies to get to his brother. “Take your filthy hands off him!”

“Who you calling filthy?!”

A smack landed on his cheek; it was quick enough that Noatak could have sworn his neck snapped from the impact. Falling down, he felt his hip ache upon contact with the floor while his peripheral vision began to register a pair of boots stomping closer and closer towards him. His eyes widened and, as though unhurt, he jumped to circle his arms around the approaching man’s legs to prevent himself from getting kicked.

“Get off me, you fucking mite.” Fingers clawed at the fabric on his back in attempt to drag him up but Noatak only hugged the legs more tightly.

Then a separate pair of hands grabbed a hold of him at last, unfolding Noatak from his position to face the man before him properly.

“You think you’re so strong, huh?” He punched at Noatak’s shoulder. “You think you’re a strong one?”

“Stop it!” Tarrlok pleaded behind them. “It was me who threw the plate, not him. Let him go!”

“Shut up,” the man barked without taking his eyes off Noatak. “You’re going next after your older brother.”

At that, Noatak began kicking.

“Ho ho,” sang Shuhan’s familiar voice beside him. His hands grasped at Noatak’s jaw and drew their faces closer together. “You think you’re so much better than us? You’re nothing but some kid from a backwater village. You were the one who asked to join us.”

“That’s right,” another voice piped up.

“You think it was funny your brother nearly killed me?” Shuhan continued. Then, hissing, he brought a hand to press behind his head before brandishing newly bloodied fingers before Noatak’s eyes. “I’m gonna beat him for this.”

Tarrlok gasped as he watched both Shuhan making his way towards him while Noatak thrashed and yelled out in a combination of tongues. “Stay away from him!”

But before a slap could even hit Tarrlok, there came a loud sound of a door swinging open followed by a great booming voice.


  “What in the name of the fucking Spirits is going on exactly?”


“Captain,” Shuhan breathed out as he began to bow before his superior. Everyone else followed suit and Noatak felt himself fall back onto the floor as the hands once holding him in place retreated.

Ignoring the commotion around him, he crawled towards where his brother stood as stiff as a statue. “Are you alright?” Noatak asked him in a whisper.

Heavy footsteps soon made its way towards where the two were posed. “You,” began the captain with a twisted index finger pointing at neither Noatak nor Tarrlok in particular, “explain what’s the fucking meaning of this.”

Noatak slowly turned his head to look up at the man in the face — his murky, displeased face. He began with a steady, “I was just…” before getting cut off.

“Get up off the floor,” the captain interrupted with a snarl. “I ain’t talking to no one on their knees, poor sod or not. Get up, have some pride.”

At once, Noatak’s countenance changed and he rose from his position with something of a steely air. “Captain Takeshi, sir.”

“I said, what’s the fucking meaning of this.”

“Those Water Tribers were speaking down on us, cap!” interrupted another man in the back. A chorus of agreements started.

“Shut up!” Captain Takeshi spat out and the spare voices immediately quieted. To Noatak, he continued, “Explain yourselves. I see one of my crew here’s got a bloody mark on his ugly little head. That you?”

“Yes.”

“No.”

Noatak froze, looked at his brother beside him. Tarrlok was always the smallest out of all them on the ship but even he had never looked so minuscule as he did right now. Captain Takeshi raised a scarred brow at him.

Noatak tried again. “What I mean is—”

“I did it. I threw a plate at Shuhan’s head,” Tarrlok admitted in that clumsy accent of his. “H–He was gonna hurt Noatak so I just threw it.”

“I was not!” Shuhan argued.

“You were going to!” Tarrlok argued back.

“I just said some jokes and the damn kid thought I was gonna hurt his brother!”

The captain glanced back at Shuhan cradling his skull and then back at the brothers. “Did quite a lot of damage here for a mere plate. What are you back home, some kind of athlete?”

“No, captain,” he responded promptly.

“You were wasting food for doing that, you know,” continued Captain Takeshi, “and we’re becalmed. We won’t have anything left to spare if I let you kids throw our food and porcelains like that around all willy-nilly. We could be here for weeks, then what will we do?”

Tarrlok had the gall to look embarrassed. “I’m sorry,” is all he said.

“I’ll do anything you want, captain, just let us stay on the ship,” Noatak chimed in with more urgency. “We didn’t mean to start anything.”

The captain chuffed. “Oh, really.”

“Absolutely.” He was nodding his head now, his hands quickly drawing into that of a supplicant’s. “We’ll do anything, just let us travel with you safely to the mainland.”

Captain Takeshi gave him and Tarrlok a very hard look. It lasted for a millennia before finally he said, “Anything?”

“Anything.”

He hummed in response. With another look at the tables around them, he said, “I have an idea on how to make you two useful after this.”


As it turns out, catching fish for a vessel full of hungry adult men to eat while nearly all your limbs still ached from an earlier thrashing was not an easy task.

“Why not just use waterbending? They won’t see.”

Noatak closed his eyes in deep annoyance and sighed. “Don’t be stupid.”

“How is that stupid?” Tarrlok pushed back while he aimed frustratedly at nothing in the water. Their small boat creaked with each movement they made atop it, both of them worried they would end up toppling into the cold open sea at any moment.

“You know why it’s stupid,” Noatak grit out. Then, with a low voice, he continued, “They’ll see us.”

Tarrlok looked up at the ship currently towering above them. “They won’t.”

“Yes, they will.”

“You’re paranoid.”

“And you’re always risking everything.” Angrily, Noatak dropped the spear in his hands. “It’s your fault we’re even doing this damn chore. I only told you to go get your food and come back to the room but you just had to start a fight.”

Growing defensive of himself, Tarrlok shot back, “You want me to just stand there and watch him talk badly about you?”

“It was just me and I was handling it perfectly fine.”

“No, it wasn’t just you! They’re always making fun of us, calling us names just because we’re Water Tribesmen. When they’re being mean to you, they’re being mean to both of us.”

A sound came out of Noatak’s throat, somehow both mocking and pleased. “I don’t know whether to feel touched or not. Are you mad because they’re insulting me or because they’re insulting you?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Tarrlok responded glumly. “They wouldn’t treat us like this if only they knew we could waterbend.”

“Keep dreaming. They’ll hand us to the Fire Nation the second it gets to that.”

“How do you know? It’s not like you’ve actually been caught. And besides, they’re Earth Kingdom.”

“Tuh.” Noatak rolled his eyes. “How many times do I have to tell you this? They may be Earth Kingdom in name but they have their own loyalties, especially during a war.”

“So, what, you think they’re loyal to the Fire Nation instead of their own people?”

“No, I think they’re loyal to their own pockets.” He bent down to grab at the too-big fishing net next to him and began unwinding the knots. “If the Fire Nation Navy will not take us, someone else will.”

A beat passed and for a moment the only sound he could hear was the waves in motion. Then, suddenly, Tarrlok began to shout.

“Shut up! You always have to sound like you’re an adult but you’re not!”

“What are you yelling at me for?”

“You think you’re dad but you’re not! You’re just some kid and you left mom all alone at the village!”

“What are you…?” Noatak began again, but then it hit him. “You think I was talking about dad?”

Tarrlok’s face crumbled. “I hate you!” he shouted and the waves grew bigger. “I hate you! I hate you!”

Like with a petulant child, he grabbed his brother’s arm and grit out, “Be quiet. Quit it.”

“I hate you!”

“I wasn’t even talking about dad!”

“Yes, you were!”

Noatak practically jumped to clamp a hand over his mouth. “Be fucking quiet!”

With a hard push Tarrlok managed to throw Noatak off him and, with it, their boat. Before they knew it, the growing waves grew even bigger until the ship itself began to wobble again.

And then the proverbial — and literal — flood broke loose.

Tarrlok began to scream even louder. “Noatak!” he called from his side of the boat where he frantically held onto the edges with frozen hands, but Noatak barely registered the sound of his voice past the heavy spray of seawater and the sound of precariously creaking wood.

His mind came to one thing: May the Ocean Spirit spare us. As they flew further away from the ship Noatak gathered enough of his senses to begin dodging floating blocks of ice in their way, his movements quick and heavy as he fought against the increasing weight of his soaked clothing. His brother watched him and attempted to do the same when an especially rough wave hit their boat which earned Noatak a fumble and kept Tarrlok cowering in the corner.

Soon enough, the sky above them changed form and was replaced by a winding mosaic of ice as they entered a glacier cave. Noatak couldn’t help but gasp as the fierce winds of their entrance caused a drop in his own temperature, the wet arctic furs of his coat having been rendered useless, and he resorted to clutching onto his own torso when at last the pressure ceased; the boat halted to a hard stop; and he felt himself thrown into the air before landing on solid ground instead of freezing water.


  Plop, thud!


“Argh!”

“Oof.”

Their small voices echoed in the cocoon of darkness they were trapped in. Without waiting for Noatak to open his eyes more widely to see what it was they were suddenly under, Tarrlok knocked on what sounded like wood. “The boat flipped,” he noted rather calmly compared to his earlier blood-curdling shouts.

Noatak looked up and down to see if it were true: indeed, a roof of an inverted boat and a floor made of ice sheet both greeted him. A beat passed between them before both finally began scrambling outside their makeshift huddle-house.

A blinding and, frankly, offensive brightness greeted them the second time. As if on cue the two hissed from the glinting white and blue of the icy walls that formed an impossibly crystalline dome around them, tall and wide. Noatak and Tarrlok have seen and sailed into their fair share of glacier caves before but none were as pristine as this. It was as if no one has been here for years.

“I really hope that thing still works.”

Prepared to give him a lashing, Noatak turned around to face his brother as he stood beside the withered, paddle-less boat. With a foggy breath, he began, “Yeah, well, maybe—” then he suddenly cut himself off.

Tarrlok raised a half-curious, half-guilty brow at him. “Maybe, what?” he pressed.

Noatak did not respond. Instead his mouth hung open and his heavy, shivering arm raised to point at something behind the smaller boy. Curious, Tarrlok spared a glance at the direction of his brother’s interest.

“Oh,” he spoke. It was a large iceberg … with the silhouette of a girl stuck inside.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Warning(s): Racism and mentions of slavery.

The depiction of slavery, raiding, and trade in this chapter was inspired by Asian maritime histories, specifically in the Indian Ocean and the Sulu and Celebes Seas.

The 77th year of Fire Lord Azulon's rule corresponds to 97 AG. The ages of the characters are as such:


	Korra, biologically 17 (b. 0 AG)

	Noatak, 15 (b. 82 AG)

	Tarrlok, 12 (b. 85 AG)

	Mako, 18 (b. 79 AG)

	Bolin, 16 (b. 81 AG)

	Asami, 18 (b. 79 AG)

	Azulon, 97 (b. 0 AG)

	Iroh, 60s (b. 30s AG)

	Ozai, 40s (b. 50s AG)

	Lu Ten, 26 (b. 71 AG)



        








2. Chapter 2

Notes for the Chapter:*Updates fic two years later* Hello. Author here.




    
    “Stop,” Noatak whisper-barked at his brother. “Don’t even think about it.”

Tarrlok was not paying attention; he inched only closer and closer towards the glowing iceberg before him. Glowing with eyes.

“But look.” He pointed at the thing. “It’s a girl.”

Noatak grabbed Tarrlok by his soaked hood, hissing, “Stop it, I said. You don’t know what’s in there.”

“It’s a girl!”

“A girl with glowing eyes inside an iceberg, inside a cave?” Noatak scoffed. “Let’s get ourselves out of here before an elephant koi decides to show up too.”

Tarrlok brushed the hand off. “Be serious,” he said so exasperatedly, it was almost comical coming from a boy like him. It was a peculiar sound coming out of a twelve year old’s lips. “Even you gotta admit that means something, Noa.”

“Oh, be quiet.” Noatak rolled his eyes. “We’ve both had enough of your boldness today. We have to leave before — hey!”

Tarrlok had broken free and was now racing towards the iceberg. Noatak, instincts sharp, briefly shouted out a curse before giving chase as his little brother began climbing up piles of snow.

“Let me go!” Tarrlok yelled out despite the distance, already anticipating Noatak’s grabby hands on his person.

By the time Noatak actually did get to him, he had already grabbed his boomerang and started pounding against the ice. When he felt Noatak tackling him from the platform, he only tackled his brother back.

They both landed on the ground with a loud thud.

“Seriously?” Noatak shouted at him. “Are you fucking insane?!”

Tarrlok didn’t answer him, couldn’t answer him. He opened his mouth to let out a groan only for him to hear one much louder and far more terrible than his own voice could produce. It resounded throughout the cave and sent his bones rattling down to his teeth. Both boys felt the ice beneath them shake like earth.

Noatak quickly scurried away and, upon remembering his brother lying just paces away from the cracking iceberg, called out his name again. “Tarrlok!” He reached out his arm for the boy to take but it was too late: the ground shook once more, stronger this time, and the motion sent Tarrlok flying onto him just as a light brighter than the sun illuminated their already pale surroundings.

Even with both eyes closed, Noatak could still see what looked like the sun. Throbbing, shapeless, and bleeding with various colors — violet, green, blue, yellow — the shock of the light formed abstract images under his eyelids before eventually calming down into a dullish red.

What?

The sound of Tarrlok’s voice reached his ears again followed by the weight of the body on his. When one particularly bony elbow pressed onto Noatak’s tender rib, he let out a pained yelp.

When finally Tarrlok roll onto his side, Noatak began mindlessly patting his own body down for an injury or a bloody spot before sighing in relief when he felt nothing sticking out of his flesh. A moment passed lying on his back before he found the energy to slowly open his eyes again.

Fortunately, the blinding white light was gone. Frighteningly, so was the roof of the cave.

“What was that?”

A third voice is what answered him. Its appearance startled him into a sitting position.

“Ack!”

“Noatak,” his brother whispered beside him.

Immediately he hushed himself and forced his bleary eyes to focus on the source of the unfamiliar sound. Tarrlok followed the trail of his gaze and sucked in a cold breath at what he saw.

Where once there was an iceberg before them, now was a girl lying as limp as a ragdoll amid blocks of ice.

“Get behind me,” Noatak whispered back. “I’ll grab the boat. Don’t make a noise.”

Though his body was protesting against all movement, his mind insisted he crawl towards the thrown boat. The sudden silence of the cave was deafening and he tried to ignore even the sound of water dripping from his own wet clothes. Everything was amplified by the stillness of his surroundings.

Eventually, the girl groaned. Again.

“Ugh. Argh.”

Noatak kept his eyes on her now-twitching figure as he continued across the ice with his useless drenched furs pressed against his tender spots. His furious attentions were only cut by his looking back at Tarrlok, who also had no intentions of waking the bizarre girl up any sooner than she was doing on her own.

The two attempted to escape as quietly as possible. Noatak motioned for Tarrlok to help push the boat and the smaller boy followed his command wordlessly, his own widely-blown eyes careful at where to step.

When he reached the edge of the ice sheet, he signaled Noatak to keep pushing the boat into the still waters. “Careful not to tip it,” he whispered as lowly as he could.

The two held onto its wooden sides with such tight grips so as to lower it as silently as they could. It was no use as the boat proved too heavy and Tarrlok’s fingers proved too frozen and both fell into the water with a loud splash.

“Tarrlok!” Noatak watched as his brother’s head bobbed up and down and heaving for air. “Your clothes! Take them off you!”

But Tarrlok didn’t do anything — he was too panicked to even hear him. That didn’t stop Noatak from repeating himself, however. “Your clothes, damn you! You’ll sink with all those layers on!”

His brother continued to drown and, without so much as a second thought, Noatak’s arms moved. As they moved, so did the ocean below him.

The water rose into the air in an awkward spiral before spitting out its contents back onto dryer ground. Not one second after Tarrlok’s flailing limbs hit the ice with a resounding flop was Noatak rushing to his brother’s side, diligently pulling the sopping wet parka off his frozen little frame.

“Tarrlok!” he yelled into his face. The boy was frantically reaching at anything close to him for purchase and managed to grab onto his older brother’s collar. “You’re here, you’re safe!” Noatak tried to reassure him past the hands that were nearly strangling his neck.

Tarrlok coughed as water was bent from his lungs. “Noatak…”

“Oh, shush,” he breathed out as he embraced his brother. “You idiot, I told you to be careful!”

Tarrlok was crying now even as he continued to sputter. “Sorry,” he gasped out through clacking teeth. “I’m really sorry.”

Noatak’s vision was further fogged by the chilled breaths shared between them. He felt himself nodding mindlessly, repeating, “It’s alright, it’s alright.”

The two continued in that manner until another loud noise sounded throughout the walls of ice surrounding them. It sounded like a large animal’s.

Both boys stilled.

“What was that?” Tarrlok whispered.

Noatak cautioned a look behind his frame to find a white figure shuffling amid the broken chunks of the iceberg. For a brief moment he remembered the girl lying not too far from this creature and his heart lurched in fear for a stranger before also remembering himself and his little brother.

“We have to go.”

“Wait,” Tarrlok stopped him with concerned eyes. Of course he was thinking the same thing, damn him. “What about—?”

“No,” Noatak gritted out.

“We can’t leave her here.”

“Yes, we can,” insisted Noatak with a hard push off the ground. He offered his freezing hand towards his still kneeling brother. “Come on.”

“And why not?”

“Because,” Noatak started with a fierce grab onto his drenched furs, “we have no idea where she came from and it’s already too much for me to look after you.”

Tarrlok appeared as though he wanted to kick and fight but was too tired to do so. Instead, he pleaded once more, “You can’t just leave her here. What if that thing over there eats her?”

Noatak curled his lip. “Hopefully she won’t wake up when that happens.”

“Noatak!” Tarrlok yelled.

“Shut up,” he hissed, “or else you’ll wake everybody and everything in here.”

This seemed to sober Tarrlok up as his eyes were now quickly brimming with fear. It always astounded Noatak how quickly he was able to flit between emotions.

“B-But the boat is gone. I mean, it’s already floating too far away.”

Noatak repressed a scoff as he peeled off his outer clothing, turned around, splayed his arms out into the open air, and pulled.

The water carrying their boat away promptly swung back against the current. With a concerted effort, Noatak’s tired limbs kept forcing the water to move towards him until one wooden side of the boat hit the edge of their icy platform with a soft thud.

Falling back onto his knees, he continued trying to flip the upturned boat around until the hull was back in place.

“Get on,” he said to Tarrlok tersely. “Quickly.”

Tarrlok’s gaze went back and forth from his brother to the girl before finally taking a step towards the boat. But just as he had one foot in, another series of rumbles sent his head snapping at the direction of the sound.

He let out an unintelligible shout, prompting Noatak himself to look back as well. The unknown white figure amid the blocks of ice had emerged to prove itself a polar bear dog — and it was aiming for the unconscious stranger on the ground.

“GO, NOW!”

“WAIT!”

A flurry of movements. Tarrlok was stumbling back out of the boat. Noatak clung to his arm as he braced himself for a spray of blood across the snow.

But it never happened. Instead, with shocking gentleness, the polar bear dog began sniffing and mewling over the body of the girl. Noatak stood locked in a pose with a trembling Tarrlok, both of whom watched with bated breaths as the animal began licking the girl’s face.

One particular swipe proved strong enough to turn her over onto her side like some fallen puppet and the girl was slowly nudged awake.

She muttered something neither boy could hear clearly. “Na...”

The animal mewled even louder, more pathetically. Once the noise registered to the stranger’s ears in full volume, she finally opened her eyes wide.

“Naga.”

The polar bear dog barked.

“Naga?!” All of the sudden the girl straightened into a reed, seemingly energized. “Naga, are you alright?”

The polar bear dog continued barking as it began to dance around the girl in half circles.

“Oh, I’m sorry!” The girl wrapped her arms around the animal’s thick neck. “You shouldn’t have come after me. You’d have drowned!”

Neither the human nor the beast paid attention to Noatak and Tarrlok who still stood feet away from them, watching them with gaping mouths. The animal called Naga was practically smothering its apparent owner with endless licking and both fell into the heap of disturbed snow beside them.

After a while, Noatak had released Tarrlok.

As expected from his clumsy little brother, he could not catch himself before he too fell onto the ground. It was the sound of his sopping wet figure hitting the ground which finally turned both the girl and the polar bear dog’s attentions onto them.

The girl reacted first.

“Who are you?” she demanded as she brought herself up to her feet. There was an equal parts wary and haughty look about her.

Noatak decided he didn’t like that. “Who are you?” he returned with a raised brow. The more he looked her over, the more familiar she appeared to him: three ponytails with the two smaller ones framing her face; a richly embroidered winter coat trimmed with heavy arctic furs; and dark skin with eyes a very bright blue.

She was Water Tribe.

She was also bristling at his less than friendly tone. “Why, my name is Korra,” she replied almost sarcastically. “Now, who are you? Where am I? How’d you find me and who do you work for?”

Whatever mounting sense of kinship he felt a second ago soon withered away at her suspicion. Noatak crossed his arms over his chest and feigned toughness despite the chill causing bumps to form on his skin.

“My name is Noatak. My brother and I found you over here.”

“And where is here?”

Noatak looked up at the broken ceiling of the cave. There were still remnants of that burst of light flittering about in the space lit by the midday sun. “I have no idea—”

“We’re in the Southern Ocean,” interrupted Tarrlok.

Noatak blinked.

“Where in the Southern Ocean?” Korra pressed. Then, excitedly, “Are we in the Southern Water Tribe?”

“No,” his brother replied again. “We’re quite literally in the middle of the ocean.”

“No way,” Korra breathed out. “But this place is huge!”

“It sure was,” Noatak interjected, “before you came bursting out of an iceberg and took down the roof with it.”

Korra’s brows furrowed. “What are you talking about?”

Frustratingly, Tarrlok piped up again with a finger pointing towards the sky. “Look! That over there used to be covered in ice. This is a cave, you see.”

Noatak watched Korra as she marveled at the sheer size of the place, then he wondered.

“How’d you come to be stuck here, anyway?” he asked. “And how has no one found this place before us?”

“I dunno,” she replied with a shrug. “What did you mean I came bursting out of an iceberg?”

“You did!” Tarrlok said eagerly. “Noatak and I came by here on accident with our boat and then we landed here. You were already in the iceberg by the time we noticed you.”

A queer mixture of emotions flickered across Korra’s face. “Just … what?”

Tarrlok fixed his lips into shape for another sentence but Noatak spoke first. “Look, you don’t know what you’re doing in here and we don’t have the time to find out. My brother and I are supposed to be fishing, for goodness sake, not playing detectives. We’ll have to take our leaves.” To his brother, he added, “Tarrlok, let’s go.”

He made to grab Tarrlok’s hand when both the boy and the girl cried out.

“Hang on a minute!”

“Not now, Noa!”

Noatak growled. “That’s enough, Tarrlok. We have to go.”

Just as his brother began trying to pull away, Korra was already beside him with her hands on his shoulders. “You can’t just leave now,” she stated incredulously.

“Yes, I can,” argued Noatak.

“No, we can’t,” added Tarrlok.

“Whose side are you on?” Noatak glared at him. “May I remind you that we have no idea where we are and if we don’t get back to that ship—”

“We won’t have to face those bastards again?”

“—we’ll lose our first chance to get to the North Pole,” he finished angrily. He only realized he was breathing heavily when he heard the girl pipe up again.

“You’re trying to go to the North Pole,” she repeated in a curious tone. “I’m from there.”

“Really?” Tarrlok asked.

“Yes, really. I’m from the Northern Water Tribe.” She took a step back to observe both of them. “How funny. I’m trying to get to the Southern Water Tribe and you guys are trying to go to the Northern Water Tribe. Are you guys originally Northerners? My mother was originally a Southerner.”

“No,” Tarrlok replied. “Well, dad was but he moved to the Southern Pole a long time ago. It’s why we’re trying to go up there. Or at least, that’s partly the reason why.”

“What’s the other reason?”

“Stop,” Noatak gritted out. “What use is all this interrogating?”

Korra defended, “I’m just trying to find out what your guys’ deal is.”

“You don’t have to because we’re leaving right now.”

“Can’t I come with?”

Noatak stared at her.

Tarrlok nodded happily away, asking, “Do you really want to?”

“Yes.”

“She can’t.” Noatak pointed at the giant polar bear dog sitting primly ahead of him. “And neither can her pet.”

Unbelievably, the realization seemingly hit Korra and Tarrlok like a surprise. How else could she have possibly thought to bring her animal along? By making it fly?

Then, suddenly, the girl looked to have a bright idea.

“She doesn’t have to ride the boat.”

“Obviously.”

“I can just have her swim.”

Noatak’s eye twitched.

“That’s a great idea,” Tarrlok said. “She is part polar bear, after all.”

“A great idea will be to leave us alone,” Noatak grounded out. “We have to return to our ship and we’re not allowed to bring in stragglers.”

“What’s your problem?!” Korra exploded. “You’ve been nothing but rude this entire time.”

“My problem is that my idiot little brother couldn’t control his bending and now we’ve washed up next to you, whom we know nothing about,” he replied fiercely. “You were in an iceberg, for crying out loud, and you don’t even know where you are. What, have you forgotten what year it is too?”

Korra’s features, while still angry, also slipped into something dispirited. “I didn’t know where I was for the same reason as you. I was also swept into the sea, thank you very much,” she defended snootily. “And don’t call your little brother an idiot, you idiot.”

“Korra,” Tarrlok started. “Why were you swept into the sea?”

Her gaze flicked down to Tarrlok’s questioning face, softening. “I was being chased, me and Naga.”

“By who?”

“That’s even worse,” Noatak cut in. “If someone’s been chasing her down, how do you know she’s not a wanted criminal?”

“I am not!” Korra yelled. “I am the Avatar!”

A beat passed. Even Tarrlok paused.

“You’re what?”

“The Avatar.” Korra puffed out her chest with pride.

Her smug countenance subsided at both boys’ stunned reactions before she ultimately hung her head low.

“I shouldn’t have said that.”

“No, you shouldn’t have.”

Korra sighed. “Don’t tell anyone. I’m supposed to keep it a secret that I’m coming here—”

“You’re barking mad,” Noatak spoke to her while he fixed upon Tarrlok a vindicated stare. “The Avatar is gone, you lunatic.”

As expected, Korra looked affronted. “Who are you calling a lunatic?”

Noatak nodded his head towards her. “You,” he replied.

She felt her face warm with her own blood. “Oh, yeah? And who the hell are you to be calling the Avatar a lunatic to her face?”

Tarrlok sighed out, “She’s bonkers.”

Korra flinched as if she were zapped. “What’d you just say?”

“Come on,” Noatak urged with a tug at his brother’s hand. When they both made a move towards the boat, an unseen force pushed the water underneath it away.

Noatak glared at Korra.

“Hey, what’s your problem?!”

“What’s your problem?” she pressed back, fuming. “And you, little boy, what’s your deal? You just called me bonkers!”

Noatak huffed. “Yeah, that’s ‘cause you are. Goodbye now.” With a flick of his own hand he forced the wave back towards him, resulting in the boat teetering on the uneven surface of the water.

“You’re a bender.” Korra pressed her lips at his display of power. “Why are you challenging me? We’re on the same side.”

He scoffed, plainly speaking, “You’re insane. The Avatar hasn’t been back for nearly a hundred years and now you’re claiming to be them. Have you hit your head when you came out of the ice?”

“Oh, stop exaggerating. Nearly a hundred years?” It was Korra’s turn to scoff. “I’m seventeen — hardly a lifetime of waiting. You’ve found me now.”

“You really are a nutter.” Noatak turned to his little brother. “Now you see what happens when you keep getting involved with random people. You get into fights or you meet weirdos like her.”

Immediately, he felt the air knocked out of his lungs. The next thing he knew, he was laying on the ground with his arm throbbing.

Korra had hit him.

“Hey, back off!” Tarrlok shouted.

“He just called me a weirdo!” she defended.

“Because you are—”

“Tarrlok, shut up.” Noatak forced himself up on his knees. “Just let her be. We have to leave now.”

“You guys are just going to leave without me? I just said I needed to go to the Southern Water Tribe!”

“Yeah, well, we just said we’re going to the north. Without you.”

Once again, the boat was pulled away. Noatak’s nares flared.

“Look, lady,” he started, stomping towards where Korra stood defiantly, “I don’t know whether or not you actually think you’re the Avatar but we know for sure you’re not. Go find someone else to try and ensnare because it won’t work on us.”

For a moment she said nothing. Then, with a small smirk, her face was cast over in a sudden shade of orange. At the sensation of red hot warmth creeping around the side of his neck, Noatak flicked his gaze to where the palm of her hand held a ball of flame.

Tarrlok gasped.

“Still think I’m a liar now?”


The winter sun was still high in the sky when Noatak found himself begrudgingly huddled beside Tarrlok, both of them pressed against the dry white fur of none other than the Avatar’s pet.

“So let me get this straight. I’ve been gone for … a hundred years.”

“Nearly a hundred years, actually,” Tarrlok corrected rather uselessly. “It’s not yet the eightieth year since Fire Lord Azulon’s rule.”

“Who is that?”

It was Noatak who answered instead. “That’s your Sozin’s son.” Then to his brother, he chided, “And stop referring to it as ‘Fire Lord Azulon’s rule.’ He’s not our chief. How many times have I told you this?”

It was not Azulon’s anything. Regardless of what else they’ve done, not even the Fire Nation could lay claim to the seasons of man.

“Sozin’s son,” Korra parroted, ignoring his words. “He has to be ancient now.”

Tarrlok nodded. “I’ve seen his portrait. He’s old.”

“If he’s been ruling for nearly eighty years, then…” She blanched.

Tarrlok turned his head to the side. “What is it?”

“That … that means I’m old too!”

Noatak furrowed his brows at her display. When she calmed down enough to explain, he furrowed his brows even further.

“Sozin’s son and I were born the same year, y’know.”

“No way! You’re so young!” Tarrlok gaped.

“She’s been stuck in an iceberg for who knows how long,” Noatak stated plainly. “It’s no wonder she still looks young.”

Korra’s glinting blue eyes darted around the cave aimlessly. No one spoke for a moment as the two brothers waited on Korra, who seemed as though she were drifting on realization after realization. When she finally opened her mouth, it was to release a long shuddering sigh.

“What am I supposed to do?” she asked no one in particular, her voice impossibly small now. She plopped onto the ground and curled into herself with her head resting on her bent knees.

Naga moved with a whine. The motion jostled Noatak and Tarrlok from their place and both brothers shivered from the exposed air once more.

Tarrlok rubbed his hands against his thin arms. “You could come with us.”

“No, she can’t,” Noatak repeated immediately, eyes flashing.

“Oh please, Noa, stop being such a stick in the mud for one day—!”

“She can’t come with us. We’re not even allowed to waterbend without a bunch of people jumping to sell us off to the Fire Nation, so how are we going to convince them to bring the missing Avatar on board? Do you know how that sounds?”

Tarrlok huffed indignantly before pouting his mouth in sad agreement. He cast his gaze down in defeat.

Finally, Noatak thought.

Korra’s voice drew him back to the situation at hand. “What do you mean you’re not allowed to waterbend?”

Tarrlok raised his head at once at her attention. “Uh-huh. That’s why we were out there so long trying to catch fish; we can’t do any bending when we’re anywhere near the ship.”

She looked at him as though he sprouted two heads. “But why?”

“Because the Fire Nation, that’s why,” Noatak answered bitterly. “They’ve been trying to kill all of us like Sozin killed the Air Nomads. There’s practically a bounty on every waterbender’s head and I bet any of those men aboard will do anything to get their hands on us for the blood money.”

Both shock and anger washed over Korra’s once sullen features. “And you still took the chance to sail with those people?!” she sputtered out.

“It’s not like we have a million other options to get to the North Pole. There’s no passenger ship willing to pass from the Southern Water Tribe to get there, especially with Earth Kingdom slavers and the Fire Nation Navy infesting the seas.”

Korra was quickly silenced again. “Those rotten bastards,” she eventually spat.

“They are,” Tarrlok piped up, “and smelly too.”

“It doesn’t matter. We still have to go back to them.” Noatak was tiring of all this, has been since he found Korra. “It’s been good talking to you and all but we really do have to go.”

“No wait, stay!”

“We’ve stayed for too long already and we have to get back or else we’ll be left behind.”

“You can’t just do this. I’m the Avatar!”

“I suggest you keep that information to yourself lest you want the Fire Nation to come and try to kill you as well.”

“Ugh, I’ve already escaped them! I can help you — I want to help you!”

“How?” Noatak pressed. “You don’t exactly have the facilities for that, don’t you?”

“Uh, well…”

He gave her a long hard stare before looking back down to his brother and giving him a nod. “Get on the boat, Tarrlok. We’re leaving for good this time.”

Korra didn’t make a move or yell at them to stop again, just watched Tarrlok as he warily climbed aboard the much abused boat followed by Noatak who was determined not to look back at her.


They had been back on the Tiger Seal for the entire afternoon and Noatak was still fast asleep.

Tarrlok had been the one to alarm a few of the men on the deck of their return. Almost immediately after being pulled up onto the ship, they were bombarded with surprised exclamations — Where did you guys go? How did you find your way back? Boy, that current came out of nowhere! I thought you both died out there without getting our food! — and his older brother ignored it all so he could collapse onto his cot.

It was only when Tarrlok had drawn up his threadbare blanket around his shoulders that he realized they left behind their winter parkas.

“Damn,” he whispered to himself, feeling a small sense of adult-ness at the curse.

He spent the rest of the evening pacing around the cabin still thinking about Korra. The freaking Avatar.

How was it possible it was him who found her? Nothing exciting ever really happened to him. Nothing of the good kind, that is. He had felt so awful when his dad was taken away and he felt just as bad when he left his mom alone with all his aunts, uncles, and cousins. Deep down he knew it was the only way, but knowing anything never made it feel right.

Him and Noatak were two of just a handful of benders left in their tribe. If they couldn’t master their craft there without the threat of raiders finding out, then they had to go elsewhere safer. This is what he always reminded himself these days.

And it was what had shocked him when the Avatar said what she said.

“Noatak?” he tried. He hoped his brother was finally awake now.

Relief flooded him when Noatak’s sleep-ridden voice replied, “Go to sleep. You need to rest.”

“I can’t stop thinking about what the Avatar said. That she got stuck in that iceberg because she was going to the Southern Water Tribe. Why do you think that is?”

“I don’t care.”

“I’ve always known the Northern Water Tribe was more advanced than ours. She didn’t need to go south for her training, did she? Not like us?”

“Dunno.”

“Maybe she was visiting her mom. She did say she was a Southerner.”

Noatak turned to his side and covered his face with a pillow.

“Noatak?” Tarrlok tried again.

His brother sighed in exasperation. “What now?”

“I’m worried about Korra.”

“Korra doesn’t even know your name.”

“That’s not true, you mentioned my name in front of her.”

“She’s probably forgotten it by now.”

“Noatak.”

“Piss off.”

Tarrlok ignored him, asking, “You think she’s still in that cave?”

“If she hasn’t swam to some shore already.”

Tarrlok quieted. Looking blankly ahead at the bare wall, he wordlessly hoped that she did. Her and that weird half-wild polar bear dog of hers, Naga. He wondered how she could possibly find her way out without a boat of her own or anyone else’s help. If it were him, he’d need all the help he can get.

The room returned to an awkward silent lull and the sparse sunlight from the porthole had turned into moonlight by the time Tarrlok felt the day’s heaviness finally make claim to his eyelids. He had already began slipping into a slumber when the sound of a loud knock jolted him back up.

The door opened and a voice barked out, “Both of you, get up. There’s a meeting on the deck. And bring offerings. Captain’s orders.”

He left as soon as he came. Tarrlok peeked at his brother with one eye and saw he was still smothering himself with his pillow over his head. He didn’t want to move and he wanted to make sure Noatak didn’t either.

Unfortunately, his older brother released an almost whiny groan and threw his pillow back onto the mattress. Tarrlok could hear his breaths coming in and out as he roused himself up.

“Let’s go,” he said eventually.

Tarrlok blinked and dragged himself off his back. They clambered up the stairs and down the winding hallways of the ship until both Tarrlok and Noatak found themselves among a throng of wide-eyed sailors.

“What’s going on?” he heard Noatak ask one of the men beside them.

“Captain Takeshi’s gathering us for a ritual.”

“Another one?”

The man shrugged.

Soon enough, the captain came and posited himself in the middle of the crowd. The smell of incense filled the air like syrup and it was all Tarrlok could focus on as the captain began to speak.

“… We summon the great Spirits of the Southern Ocean and all others who hear us in our worship and supplication. We offer our humble thanks to their aid and mercy, for we are no longer becalmed!”

Tarrlok jumped not from the cheers that erupted all around him but from the realization that the ship was indeed moving. He can’t seem to pinpoint when this change occurred and what could have done it. Or who could have done it.

A smug sensation tugged at his heart from his knowledge and their ignorance. It almost felt like blasphemy, knowing the truth. As Captain Takeshi and all the men surrounding him prayed to the ocean and the Seafoam Lady and all the sacred Spirits of the world, Tarrlok was thinking of a human girl.

Not so human, really, he thought to himself. She is the Avatar.

The smoke from the incense eventually climbed up towards the sky and obscured the view of the full moon with its greyish fumes. Tarrlok was strangely enraptured at the sight: such a simple thing covering over something as great as the moon.

“I didn’t see you offer anything.”

He flinched at the voice and turned to find that it was Captain Takeshi himself.

“Captain.”

“You don’t have much to offer, sure, but you can give them anything if you have nothing. Here.” The captain motioned for Tarrlok to open his hand whereupon he placed a single small persimmon fruit. “Offer it at the altar. It means something as well.”

Mindlessly, he nodded and walked towards where piles upon piles of random objects and foodstuff were sitting. He placed the persimmon on an empty spot and blinked.

Captain Takeshi clapped a hand on his back. “Had you succeeded in catching those fish, you’d have a better offering.”

Tarrlok raised a brow at the attempted humor. “Uh, yeah.”

“I wonder where that wild wave came from.”

“Me, too.”

A beat passed. “You’ve had a long day. The ship’s on track once more. You can go back to your cabin, don’t worry about the food.”

He wasn’t worried about it. Still he remembered to bow at the captain, turn his heels back to where Noatak was waiting for him, and walked back to his bed.

When Tarrlok went to sleep that night, he slept to dreams of Avatar Korra.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          In this AU, it is an objective of the imperial Fire Nation to impose a Fire Nation-centric dating system onto every other nation on the planet. This is accomplished in two ways: (1) measuring the passage of time in relation to the rule of the current Fire Lord, i.e. Azulon, and (2) measuring the passage of time in relation to Sozin’s Comet. Even Sozin’s Comet was renamed from the Great Comet, the latter which is what it was referred to for most of history prior to its exploitation in perpetrating the Air Nomad Genocide at the hands of Sozin and his army.

One known canon calendar which predates imperial Fire Nation timekeeping is the calendar found in Wan Shi Tong’s library (of unknown provenance, most likely Earth Kingdom) which measured time by days of the month; months of the year; the era of the Avatar; and the yearly Chinese zodiac. Check out these posts by atla-culture and atla-annotated on Tumblr.

As for Water Tribe-specific timekeeping, I took to Inuit inspirations. (See: this article or this blog post on Inuktitut names for the months - all of which pertain to the lifecycle of local animals or the weather.) Noatak is particularly loyal to this tradition over that of the Fire Nation’s.
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