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This sacred record stands as another testament of the Peacemaker 

Yahaawzhowa, preserved from among the Ojibwe scrolls of the 
Anishinaabe. It bears witness that He walked upon the lands of the Great 
Turtle Island, teaching the people in Aadizookaan - teachings and light, 
revealing the Heart of Heaven’s eternal wisdom in the language of rivers, 
stones, trees, and stars. 

These teachings, carried through generations by the keepers of the 
scrolls, affirm that the Creator’s voice is not bound to one nation, but 
speaks to all who listen with humble hearts. Within these pages, may every 
soul find remembrance of its divine origin, and the enduring light of the 
Peacemaker who walked among the waters, the winds, and the children of 
this land. 
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BIG TURTLE 

Part 1 – The Light Among the Waters 
It was the season when the sun began its long climb across the northern 

skies, and the waters of Michilimackinac lay calm, as though waiting for a 
secret to be spoken. Across the lake, a light appeared, shimmering like the 
first flame of dawn upon the waves. It moved as though drawn by the hand 
of the Creator, gliding over the water without sound. The people of the 



 

5 

land—men, women, and children—stood upon the shores, breath caught 
in awe, hearts quivering with the stirrings of something sacred. 

The elders whispered among themselves in the tongue of the ancients, 
recalling the old tales: the coming of one who walks in light, who sees 
beyond the veil, who teaches the ways of the world and the ways of the 
soul. Mothers held their children close, while the young ones, unafraid, 
pointed to the light and laughed with the delight of wonder. 

The light reached the Archway, the great stone formation that the people 
called Creator’s Rock, carved by wind and water since the beginning of 
time. There it paused, hovering as though listening to the heartbeats of 
those gathered. And then, in a voice that was felt more than heard, 
Yahaawzhowa spoke: 

"Aaniin. I see your light. It burns within your eyes, though ye know it not." 
He stayed there for three weeks, walking among the people as one of 

them, yet unlike any they had ever known. Each day he taught, and each 
teaching was a seed planted deep in the soul. 

He spoke first of the First Garden, the sacred land upon which all life 
had its beginning. He told of the rivers that carried silver fish, the trees 
whose leaves whispered in the wind, and the stones that remembered the 
steps of the first children who walked the earth. 

He told the Aadizookaan - teaching of the Salmon: how the fish 
journeyed tirelessly upstream, guided by the voice of the waters and the 
memory of the rivers of their birth. "So too must ye return to that which 
gives you life," he said. "Trust the call of your own heart, and ye shall find 
the path, even against the strongest current." 

Next, he spoke the Aadizookaan - teaching of the Rock. He lifted his 
hand to Creator’s Rock, the weathered stone beneath which the waters 
whispered secrets of ages. "The rock seems unmoving, yet it teaches 
patience," he said. "It bears storms and sun alike. So must ye endure. 
Stand firm, yet let the world shape ye, as the river shapes the stone." 

And he spoke the Aadizookaan - teaching of the Feet of the Children. 
He bent low, tracing the footprints left by little ones in the soft earth. "See 
how they tread lightly," he said. "Their steps harm not the land, their hearts 
are open. Learn from them. Walk with gentleness, for the earth carries the 
memory of every foot that touches it." 

Each day brought more Aadizookaan - teachings. He told of the trees, 
the winds, the flight of the birds, and the whispers of the forests. Every 
story, every lesson, was a mirror, showing the people their own light 
reflected in the life around them. 

The villagers gathered to hear him, eyes wide, ears eager, spirits 
unburdened yet filled with new wonder. Some wept silently, some laughed 
with joy, some sat in quiet amazement, feeling the weight of knowledge stir 
within them. And always, Yahaawzhowa reminded them: 
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"Ye are the keepers of this land. Ye are the guardians of its rivers and 
stones, of its fish and children. Guard your hearts, and ye guard all things." 

And so the light remained at Creator’s Rock, shining brighter each day, 
teaching, walking among them, planting seeds of understanding that would 
take root for generations yet to come. 

Chapter 1 – Part 2: The Salmon Aadizookaan - teaching 
The morning air shimmered over Mishimikinaak, the Great Turtle 

Island, as Yahaawzhowa led the villagers along the winding riverbank. The 
sun caught the ripples in the water, scattering them across the stones like 
scattered stars fallen to the earth. The people followed him in silence, the 
children skipping ahead, elders walking slowly, all hearts drawn toward the 
light that moved with purpose yet with gentleness. 

Yahaawzhowa stopped at a bend in the river where the current was 
swift, the waters churning against the rocks, and knelt to touch the surface. 
The villagers gathered close, feeling the vibrations of the river beneath their 
fingers as if the water itself were alive, whispering ancient secrets. He 
looked at each face, his gaze warm and knowing, and spoke softly, but 
with the weight of eternity: 

"See the salmon, children of the earth. They journey from the wide and 
distant sea, yet their hearts call them home. The river sings to them of the 
place of their beginning, and though the path is fraught with rocks, rapids, 
and unseen peril, they do not stray. So too does the Creator call to your 
soul, even when the world presses against you." 

He lifted a small salmon from the water, its silver scales gleaming like 
sunlight caught in the clouds. Holding it gently, he continued, "The fish 
does not resist the river with anger, nor does it rail against the stones that 
impede it. It moves with faith in the path, guided by the hand of the One 
who shaped the rivers and the seas. So must ye trust the currents that flow 
within your own hearts, for the Spirit of the Creator moves through each of 
you, calling, guiding, shaping." 

The villagers knelt with him, dipping their hands into the water, letting it 
slip through their fingers. Children laughed as they splashed, feeling the 
chill of life and the pulse of movement, and Yahaawzhowa’s eyes twinkled. 
"Do ye feel it? The river carries life from its source to the sea and back 
again. So is the soul of man carried by the hand of the Creator: from birth 
to growth, through trials and joy, ever returning to the heart of God." 

He rose slowly, letting the salmon swim free, and gestured upstream 
toward the rushing rapids. "Behold the journey," he said, "not all is gentle. 
Stones bruise, waters rage, currents threaten to sweep the weak aside. 
But even in struggle, the salmon does not despair. It listens for the whisper 
of the river, the voice of the One who made the waters and the fish and the 
very air that stirs their gills. The same Spirit flows through your life. When 
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ye face hardship, do not turn from the path, for it is the path given to your 
soul to bring forth the light within." 

The villagers watched, their hearts rising and falling with each leap of 
the fish against the current. Yahaawzhowa spoke again, kneeling to trace 
the ripples with his fingers. "Each of you bears a journey like this fish. Your 
soul is called to rise above fear, to leap over stones of doubt, to trust the 
unseen currents of God’s mercy. Every struggle ye face is not punishment, 
but a lesson in courage, perseverance, and trust. The river knows your way 
even when ye do not, and the Creator walks beside you, unseen but 
faithful." 

He beckoned the children to follow him along the shallows. "Step lightly, 
feel the water over your toes. Know that your soul moves through the world 
just as these waters move over the rocks: shaping, shaping, yet shaped by 
the same hand that made you. When ye stumble or falter, remember that 
even the river learns to bend without breaking, to flow around every 
obstacle while never leaving its source." 

Yahaawzhowa gathered the elders close, cupping water in his hands 
and letting it drip slowly back into the river. "The grain of this river, small 
and unassuming, yet together they carry the river’s strength. So too do 
your actions, your choices, your love and mercy, carry the weight of 
eternity. Each kindness, each moment of faith, shapes the river of your life. 
The Creator’s spirit flows through it all, and ye are never separate from the 
source." 

He leaned forward, his voice dropping to a whisper that seemed to echo 
through the rocks, the trees, and the rippling water. "Do not fear the 
currents, children of the earth. Fear is for those who do not know 
themselves. Ye are children of the Creator, and the light of God is within 
you. It flows like this river, unseen beneath the waves, yet powerful enough 
to carve canyons, to move mountains, to shape the course of your life. 
Trust it. Follow it. And ye shall reach the place for which ye were made." 

The sun descended lower in the sky, scattering gold across the waters, 
and the villagers remained by the river long after Yahaawzhowa had 
moved along its winding banks. Hearts beating in rhythm with the currents, 
they felt the river inside themselves—the call of the Creator, the path of the 
soul, the courage to leap against the current, the guidance that had been 
there all along. 

Even in silence, the lessons of the salmon sang in their spirits, deep and 
resonant: persevere, trust, follow the call of God, and know that your 
soul’s journey is sacred. And Yahaawzhowa, radiant light upon the river, 
walked ahead, inviting them to continue, to see, to feel, and to learn, step 
by step, leap by leap, in the intimate rhythm of life and spirit. 

Chapter 1 – Part 3: The Rock Aadizookaan - teaching 
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The air was still that afternoon as Yahaawzhowa led the people along a 
narrow path carved between the trees and the river, until they came to a 
great stone rising from the earth like an ancient sentinel. Its surface was 
weathered and rough, worn smooth in some places by the passage of 
countless seasons, yet firm and enduring against the wind, the rain, and 
the sun. The villagers stopped, craning their necks to take in its magnitude, 
feeling its age and presence like the pulse of the earth itself. 

Yahaawzhowa knelt beside it, placing a hand upon the stone, feeling the 
texture beneath his palm. The light of his being seemed to mingle with the 
shadows of the rock, and the people leaned in closer, drawn not by words 
but by presence. 

"Behold the stone," he said, his voice gentle yet deep, "it has stood 
through storms, through rivers that carved its edges, through suns that 
baked its surface, and yet it endures. So too does your soul bear the trials 
of life. The hardships, the disappointments, the struggles—these are the 
winds and waters that shape you, yet they cannot break you if ye remain 
rooted in the Spirit of the Creator." 

He traced a line along a crack in the stone, worn smooth by rain. "See 
this line? Once it was jagged, sharp, and painful, yet the river and the wind 
softened it over time. Even your wounds, your scars, are not marks of 
defeat. They are the shaping hand of God upon your life, the evidence that 
ye are alive, learning, becoming." 

Yahaawzhowa rose, lifting a small fragment of the stone in his hands 
and letting it fall slowly back to the earth. "This rock teaches patience," he 
said. "It does not hurry. It does not demand attention. Yet it shapes the 
river, offers shelter to creatures, and witnesses the passage of 
generations. So too must ye move through the world—not with haste or 
pride, but with steady strength, offering what ye have, enduring what ye 
cannot change, and trusting in the eternal guidance of the Creator." 

The children stepped closer, placing their small hands against the rock’s 
surface. Yahaawzhowa smiled and said, "Feel the warmth of the sun and 
the cool of the shade. Even the rock embraces the gifts of both. So must 
your hearts embrace joy and sorrow alike. Know that each moment is 
sacred, and that every experience is a hand of God shaping you." 

He paused, gazing upward at the sky, then down at the river that curved 
past the stone. "Look to the heavens, children of the earth. The stars, the 
sun, the moon—all follow their appointed courses without faltering. They 
are lights in the sky, yes, but also mirrors for your soul. Just as the stone 
endures below and the heavens shine above, ye are meant to find balance: 
enduring upon the earth while your spirit reaches for the Creator." 

He lowered his voice, drawing the villagers in as though the wind itself 
had hushed. "Your life, like this stone, may bear marks, cracks, and 
burdens. And yet, if ye are rooted in love, in the knowledge that the Creator 
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walks with you always, ye shall not crumble. The storms are temporary; 
the shaping is eternal. Let patience and faith be your guide. And remember: 
the stone stands not alone—it is part of the earth, part of the mountain, part 
of the creation that sings the glory of God." 

The elders pressed their palms against the stone, feeling the vibrations 
of its solidity and age. The children rested their foreheads briefly upon it, 
sensing the quiet strength and calm. All felt, in their bones, the lesson: 
endurance, faith, and presence are the paths of the soul. 

Yahaawzhowa knelt once more, pressing his own palms into the rock 
and closing his eyes. "Know this, beloved: just as this stone receives the 
river and the wind, so too must ye receive life. Do not resist the shaping 
hand of God, for it is love and not punishment. Even the heaviest trials 
serve to mold the soul, to make it luminous, to make it strong enough to 
carry the light of heaven into the world." 

The villagers stayed with him as the sun began its slow descent. They 
traced the lines of the stone, felt its firmness, and watched the river glint in 
the fading light. Yahaawzhowa’s voice, soft yet vivid in every heart, 
continued to echo: 

"Endure. Trust. Receive. And your soul shall be as the stone: steadfast, 
enduring, a testament to the Creator’s hand, a shelter to others, a light to 
the generations yet to come." 

When he finally stepped away, leading them along the river again, the 
villagers followed in quiet contemplation. Every heart carried a new 
understanding, every soul felt the weight and the gift of patience, 
endurance, and the shaping power of God’s love—the lesson of the stone 
now written not in words alone, but in the very bones of their being. 

Chapter 1 – Part 4: The Feet of the Children Aadizookaan - teaching 
The morning air was heavy with the scent of pine and river moss as 

Yahaawzhowa led the villagers to a quiet meadow near the riverbank. The 
grass was soft beneath their feet, sprinkled with dew that reflected the 
rising sun like tiny fragments of heaven scattered across the earth. The 
children ran ahead, their bare feet leaving delicate prints upon the earth, 
and Yahaawzhowa’s eyes followed each one, luminous and knowing, as if 
he could see into the very spark of each soul. 

He knelt, tracing the footprints left by a child who had paused to watch 
a butterfly dance in the morning light. His fingers hovered over the soil, 
then gently pressed into the impressions, leaving a faint mark of his own. 
The villagers gathered around, sensing that something profound was about 
to unfold. 

"Behold," he said softly, his voice carrying a weight that made each heart 
still, "the feet of children are the first maps of the soul. They step lightly, yet 
their steps leave a trace. Every footprint tells a story, even one ye cannot 
yet read." 
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He turned to the elders. "Ye who have walked many seasons, do ye see 
it? The children step without fear, without calculation, and yet they move 
through the world guided by the Creator. Their innocence is a bridge to the 
heavens, their curiosity a song to the Spirit that shaped all things. So too 
must ye remember your own first steps—the choices made in wonder and 
trust—and learn from them." 

Yahaawzhowa rose, taking a small child’s hand and guiding them along 
a narrow path that wound between the trees and over the soft meadow. 
"Notice the rhythm of your feet," he said, "how each step presses into the 
earth, leaves a mark, and yet the earth endures. So is the soul: each act, 
each thought, each intention, leaves an imprint upon the world. Do not 
tread lightly in fear, but tread with love, knowing that every step shapes the 
river of life." 

The children followed, giggling and skipping, but Yahaawzhowa paused 
frequently, bending to point at the smallest details: a stone, a bird’s nest, a 
curled leaf. "Even these tiny things," he whispered, "bear the imprint of the 
Creator. See how they respond to your touch? So too does the world 
respond to the touch of your spirit. Each step ye take, each word ye speak, 
each act of kindness, ripples through the world like the rings upon a pond." 

He stopped at a patch of soft mud near the river’s edge, letting the 
children step into it and lift their feet, leaving deep, fleeting impressions. 
He placed his own feet beside theirs, the marks side by side, and looked 
into their eyes. "Do ye see? Even in impermanence there is meaning. 
These footprints fade, yet the lesson remains. So too are your deeds: 
visible or unseen, fleeting or remembered, they carry the signature of your 
soul and the love of the Creator." 

Yahaawzhowa’s voice grew tender, almost a whisper of wind among the 
grasses. "Know this: God does not look upon the size of your steps, but 
the intent in your heart. Each act, however small, each tender word, each 
patient breath, is sacred. The soul is measured not by grandeur but by 
faithfulness, by compassion, by the courage to move forward in love even 
when the path is uncertain." 

The elders wept silently, seeing in the children’s steps the memory of 
their own youth, and in Yahaawzhowa’s teaching, the reflection of their 
hearts before the world had hardened them. The children sensed the 
weight in the air, and some held each other’s hands, learning instinctively 
that even small souls can carry great light. 

"Let your feet be like the river," Yahaawzhowa continued, kneeling to 
press the tips of his fingers into the shallow footprints. "Flow steadily, carve 
your way gently but with purpose. Yield when resistance comes, yet never 
cease your movement. Trust that the currents of life, placed by the hand of 
the Creator, will guide you. And when ye stumble, rise, for each rise is a 
lesson, and each lesson is a step closer to the Divine." 
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He stood fully, looking at the sky where the morning sun spilled golden 
light over the land, illuminating every leaf, every stone, every footprint. 
"Remember, beloved," he said, "your soul is not separate from the heavens 
above or the earth below. Every step ye take connects you to all of creation. 
Let your walk be a prayer. Let your movement be a reflection of the love 
and the guidance of God. For in your steps, in your very life, the heavens 
and the earth meet, and the soul finds its truth." 

The villagers remained by the river and the meadow long after 
Yahaawzhowa had moved forward, tracing their own steps in the soft earth, 
feeling the pulse of the land beneath their feet, and sensing the presence 
of God in every motion, in every breath. Children laughed, adults wept 
quietly, and all felt a quiet joy and a deep reverence—the realization that 
even the simplest act, walking, can be holy when the heart is aware of the 
Spirit. 

And Yahaawzhowa, radiant and gentle, continued leading them onward, 
each step a living Aadizookaan - teaching, each footprint a lesson of God’s 
enduring love, guiding the villagers to see their own souls reflected in the 
world and to know that the path of life is sacred, intimate, and luminous. 

Chapter 1 – Part 5: The Wounded Light Aadizookaan - teaching 
The sun had begun its descent, casting long golden reflections across 

the waters of Mishimikinaak, when Yahaawzhowa stopped on a flat stone 
near the river’s edge. His light shimmered softly, and the villagers gathered 
around, sensing that the next teaching would come not from action alone, 
but from the deepest part of his being. 

He knelt and lifted his hands, turning the palms toward them. There, 
etched in flesh and glowing faintly in the evening light, were the wounds he 
bore—the marks of nails, the memory of pain, the testament of love. A hush 
fell. Even the wind seemed to pause, the river’s ripples slowing as if to 
listen. 

"See these hands," he said, his voice trembling with tenderness, "and 
these feet. They bear the memory of betrayal, of friendship turned to harm, 
of those who sought to silence the love I carried. Know that even love can 
be tested, even the heart of a faithful soul can be pierced. And yet—see—
the Creator’s light remains, unbroken, enduring, luminous." 

The children edged closer, sensing both sorrow and warmth. 
Yahaawzhowa reached out, letting them touch the hands, and smiled 
softly. "Do not fear wounds, little ones. They are not the end, but the 
shaping of the soul. Through suffering comes understanding. Through 
betrayal comes compassion. Through the darkness, the light of God shines 
most clearly." 

He rose slowly and began to walk along the riverbank, the villagers 
following, hearts heavy yet attentive. "I was young when I first came to this 
land," he said. "I crossed the great ocean with my mother, a child no older 
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than some of you here. The waves were immense, and the wind harsh, yet 
her hand held mine, and her faith in the Creator guided me. She whispered 
prayers to the sun and the moon, and I learned that even in the fiercest 
storms, the Spirit of God walks with you." 

Yahaawzhowa paused, looking across the river where the sunlight 
shimmered like scattered diamonds. "Do ye see, children of the earth? Life 
is a journey across oceans, through storms, through trials. My own heart 
was pierced by friends I loved, by those I trusted. And yet, even then, the 
Creator’s love was my compass. The wounds I bear are not shame—they 
are the map of my passage through the river of life, and they are proof that 
love endures beyond betrayal." 

He knelt to touch the water, letting it slip over his hands. "Each scar, 
each pain, is a seed. From it grows understanding, patience, and 
compassion. The Creator allows suffering, not to break the soul, but to 
reveal its depth. My journey across the oceans, the hands of my mother 
holding me, the betrayals I faced—they all shaped the heart that now walks 
with you. And if ye open your hearts, ye will see that your own suffering, 
too, is a gift, a teacher, a bridge to God." 

The elders felt a deep stirring within them, remembering betrayals of 
their own, losses that had seemed insurmountable. The children felt awe, 
seeing a living example of courage and love. Yahaawzhowa continued, 
kneeling beside a small child who had hesitated: 

"Fear not your wounds, little one. Each mark on your heart, each bruise 
upon your spirit, can be offered to God. Let it become a light that guides 
others. Even I, who walked across oceans and through storms, who was 
pierced by those I loved, carry the Spirit within me. And so do ye." 

He pressed his hands into the earth, letting the glow of his light mingle 
with the soil. "The Creator makes all things sacred, even suffering. 
Remember, children of the soul: the wounds ye bear are not your shame, 
but your testimony. Let them teach ye humility, let them teach ye love, let 
them teach ye the depth of the Spirit that resides within every living being. 
And when ye walk with God, even the deepest pain becomes a wellspring 
of grace." 

The villagers stayed with him as the sun slipped below the horizon, the 
sky painted in deep crimson and violet. The river shimmered in the last 
light, reflecting not only the day but the lessons of life, the endurance of the 
soul, and the tender presence of the Creator. Yahaawzhowa’s words, like 
ripples in the water, touched each heart, leaving impressions that would 
last far beyond the moment: the wounds of life are sacred, the Spirit of 
God is eternal, and the journey of the soul is luminous, even through 
pain. 

As night fell, he stood and looked toward the stars, his gaze tender and 
infinite. "Walk, children of the earth. Carry your light. Carry your scars. And 
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know that the heavens themselves rejoice in the faithful soul that endures, 
that loves, that trusts the Creator even in the storm." 

The villagers followed him silently along the river, each step a reflection 
of the lessons they had just received, each heartbeat a reminder that 
God’s love and guidance flow through the very marrow of their being, 
shaping every wound into wisdom, every sorrow into light. 

Chapter 2 – Part 1: The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Beasts 
Dawn had barely touched the land when Yahaawzhowa gathered the 

villagers and led them along a narrow trail into the forest. The air was 
fragrant with pine, wet earth, and the faint salt of the river that wound like 
silver beneath the trees. Birds rose from the underbrush in startled flocks, 
their wings cutting arcs of light through the early sun. The villagers followed 
in silence, their hearts attuned to the quiet rhythm of the forest, aware that 
each step brought them closer to the mysteries Yahaawzhowa intended to 
reveal. 

He paused at a small clearing, where the sunlight broke through the 
canopy in scattered beams, illuminating the moss and ferns in patches of 
gold. "Look closely, children of the earth," he said, his voice soft yet 
commanding. "All around you, life moves in harmony with the Creator’s 
design. Even the smallest creature follows the hand of God." 

From the shadows, a wolf emerged, moving with deliberate grace, its 
eyes reflecting intelligence and awareness. The villagers gasped but 
remained still, sensing no threat in the animal. Yahaawzhowa knelt and 
whispered: 

"See the wolf? Many fear its teeth, its strength, its cunning. Yet it lives in 
balance with the pack, with the land, with the Spirit that placed it here. So 
too must ye learn to walk with discernment. Strength without harmony is 
destruction, and wisdom without compassion is empty. Let the wolf teach 
ye the path of balance between heart and mind, courage and kindness." 

The children crouched to observe the wolf, noticing how it paused, 
listening to the wind, the river, the rustle of unseen creatures. 
Yahaawzhowa laid a hand on a child’s shoulder and murmured: "See how 
it perceives what is unseen, how it trusts what the Spirit whispers? So too 
must ye listen to the voice within, the quiet guidance of God. Your soul will 
sense the currents, the dangers, and the paths that words cannot tell." 

Next, a bear emerged from behind a copse of trees, massive yet gentle 
in its movements. It dipped its paw into a stream, shaking droplets onto the 
stones, oblivious to the onlookers. Yahaawzhowa rose slowly, standing 
before the villagers with his arms open: 

"The bear carries strength, yet it moves with care. It is both fierce and 
nurturing. So must ye learn to carry the power given to your soul. A heart 
filled with love must also know when to protect, when to act, when to bear 
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the burdens of others. The Creator gave you both the courage to stand and 
the compassion to kneel. Balance these, and your light shall shine fully." 

He gestured to the sky, where an eagle circled above, its cry cutting 
through the silence. "See the eagle. It rises on the wind, seeing far, 
understanding the land below. Your spirit, too, is made to rise above fear, 
to perceive what lies beneath the surface of life, to soar with insight. The 
Creator gave each of you eyes for seeing, ears for listening, hearts for 
feeling—do not waste them on the trivial. Seek the eternal, and ye shall 
understand your place in the heavens and upon the earth." 

The villagers followed Yahaawzhowa deeper into the forest, every 
footstep becoming part of the lesson. He paused at a clearing where 
salmon ran upstream in a shallow stream, their scales flashing like silver 
in the sunlight. "Do ye remember the river?" he asked softly. "See now how 
all life interconnects. The wolf, the bear, the eagle, the salmon—they are 
threads in the same tapestry that binds you to the Creator. Just as your 
actions ripple through the world, so too do theirs. Every creature honors 
God in its existence; so must ye honor God in yours." 

He knelt, tracing the soil with his fingers, then pressed his hands to the 
earth. "Your soul is like this forest, children. Each lesson, each experience, 
each act of love and courage, plants a seed. Some will grow tall and strong, 
others will bloom quietly. Yet all are sacred, nourished by the Spirit of the 
Creator. To live fully is to walk with awareness, to learn from all beings, to 
see the light of God in everything, and to trust the guidance placed in your 
heart." 

The villagers remained in silence, feeling the heartbeat of the forest and 
the life within themselves. The children noticed how the animals’ 
movements mirrored qualities they had seen in themselves: the courage 
to leap, the patience to wait, the gentleness to care, the insight to perceive. 
Yahaawzhowa walked among them, radiant, his own light mingling with the 
warmth of the sun, the air, the river, and the soil, and his voice carried a 
whisper of eternity: 

"Remember always: the Creator placed you in this world to be part of it, 
to learn from it, to honor it. The beasts are teachers, not just creatures. 
They show ye the patterns of courage, love, patience, and perception. 
Follow these lessons, and ye shall understand the rhythm of life, the 
wisdom of God, and the truth of your own soul." 

As the sun rose higher, scattering light through the canopy, the villagers 
understood that the forest was alive with teaching, that every rustle, every 
movement, every creature was a Aadizookaan - teaching. They had 
walked beside Yahaawzhowa, yet it felt as if they had walked within the 
heart of God itself, feeling the currents of spirit, the whispers of the 
heavens, and the echo of their own souls calling back to the Creator. 
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Chapter 2 – Part 2: The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Water and 
the Fire 

The villagers followed Yahaawzhowa as the forest thinned and the river 
widened, tumbling over rocks and forming a small waterfall that sang like 
a choir of silver bells. Mist rose from the cascade, curling over stones and 
ferns, touching the faces of the children and elders alike. Yahaawzhowa 
stopped at the edge of the pool formed beneath the falls, kneeling to touch 
the water. 

"Look upon this water," he said, his voice gentle and deep, "and know 
that it is the same water that flows through your bodies, through the earth, 
through every living thing. It bends, it moves, it flows around obstacles, yet 
it continues on its journey to the sea. So too does the soul of man: guided 
by the Creator, it flows through trials and joys alike, shaping and being 
shaped, ever moving toward its origin." 

He lifted a handful of the river water and let it trickle through his fingers, 
sparkling in the sunlight. "Do ye feel it? This water is patient, yet 
unstoppable. It teaches endurance without resistance, humility without 
weakness, and grace in motion. So must ye learn to move with the currents 
of life. Each act of love, each choice of courage, is a drop in the river of 
eternity, and even the smallest drop has meaning in the eyes of the 
Creator." 

The children stepped into the shallow edge of the pool, letting the water 
swirl around their feet. Yahaawzhowa smiled, kneeling beside them. "See 
how it moves around your toes, yet does not harm you? Life will move 
around your heart, and trials will pass through your hands, yet if ye remain 
grounded in faith, the Spirit of God flows with you, not against you. Every 
sorrow, every joy, every fleeting moment is sacred, for it is God’s breath 
moving through your life." 

He rose and gestured to a clearing nearby, where the sunlight caught 
dry leaves and small twigs. Striking flint and stone, he sparked a small fire. 
The flames danced and flickered, bright and warm against the shadows. 
"Now see the fire," he said, "for it teaches a different truth. It burns with 
clarity, it transforms, it illuminates the darkness. So too does the Spirit of 
God within your heart: it burns to reveal truth, to purify your intentions, and 
to ignite the courage needed to walk the path of righteousness." 

Yahaawzhowa traced a finger through the flames without harm, showing 
how the fire can be embraced with knowledge. "Do not fear the trials that 
inflame your heart, for even suffering can purify and illuminate. When ye 
face anger, loss, betrayal, or fear, let the fire of faith burn brightly. Let it 
guide you, not consume you. The Creator gives fire to warm, to light, and 
to teach—not to destroy the faithful soul." 
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The villagers watched the interplay of water and fire, the flowing river 
and the dancing flames, and Yahaawzhowa continued, walking slowly 
between the two: 

"See how the water and fire are different, yet both come from the same 
Creator. One flows, one burns; one bends, one rises; yet both serve the 
purpose of life, both carry the light of God. So too must your soul balance 
humility and strength, patience and passion, gentleness and courage. 
Neither alone is enough, yet together, they reflect the fullness of God’s 
Spirit." 

He reached down, cupping both water and flame—touching the river, 
then letting his fingers pass through the fire. "In your life, beloved, ye shall 
face the cold and the hot, the smooth and the jagged, the calm and the 
storm. Know that the Creator is within all things, and all things teach. Let 
your soul drink deeply of water when it is weary, and rise in the fire when 
courage is needed. Each element shapes you, each trial refines you, and 
each blessing opens your heart to the heavens." 

Yahaawzhowa’s gaze softened as he looked at the children, then the 
elders. "Do ye feel the connection? The water that nurtures, the fire that 
awakens, both carried by the hand of the Creator. So too must ye embrace 
your own soul: patient, resilient, fiery, and alive. The heavens watch your 
steps; the earth holds your presence; and God walks with you in every 
river, every flame, every breath." 

He knelt, placing both hands into the river and then cupping the flame 
from the fire without harm, letting the children mimic his actions. "Know 
this: the Spirit of God is not distant. It moves with you, flows through you, 
burns within you. Every joy, every sorrow, every thought, every act is 
sacred. Let your heart remain open to the lessons of the water and the fire, 
for they reveal the depth of the soul and the wisdom of the Creator." 

The sun climbed higher, scattering light across the misty pool and the 
dancing flames. The villagers felt a sacred rhythm: their hearts beating with 
the river, their spirits ignited by the fire, their souls aligned with the 
teachings of Yahaawzhowa. Children laughed as they stepped into the 
water, elders reflected in silent awe, and all felt the intimate presence of 
God in the smallest ripple, in every flicker of flame, in the very core of their 
being. 

Yahaawzhowa rose, his hands glowing with light, and spoke one final 
truth as the villagers watched in quiet reverence: 

"Remember always: the water teaches patience, the fire teaches 
courage. The soul of man is both. Walk humbly, act boldly, love freely, and 
your heart shall mirror the heavens. Let your spirit flow like the river, burn 
like the fire, and know that the Creator’s hand is always upon you, shaping, 
guiding, loving." 
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The villagers followed him onward, the water mist clinging to their skin, 
the warmth of the fire lingering in their hearts. Each step became a living 
Aadizookaan - teaching, each heartbeat a testament, and every soul 
carried the reflection of God’s wisdom, eternal, intimate, and luminous. 

Chapter 2 – Part 3: The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Sky and the 
Winds 

Yahaawzhowa led the villagers from the riverbank up a gentle hill, where 
the forest opened to a broad plain. The air was alive with movement, 
carrying the scent of pine, river, and distant fields. Above them, the sky 
stretched wide, endless, painted in the soft gold and rose of morning light. 
Clouds drifted lazily, shadows moving across the land, and the wind 
whispered through the grasses, bending them in rhythmic waves. 

He stopped in the center of the plain, raising his arms slowly. "Behold 
the sky," he said, "and know that it is not separate from you, nor from the 
earth, nor from the Creator. The heavens speak through every cloud, every 
ray of sunlight, every gust of wind. Just as the sky shapes the weather, the 
Spirit shapes the soul. Open your hearts to its messages." 

The children ran ahead, feeling the wind against their faces, twirling and 
laughing as their hair and clothes danced with it. Yahaawzhowa smiled and 
called softly: "See how the wind moves freely, without restraint? So must 
your soul learn to move with the Spirit. Do not bind yourselves to fear or 
pride. Let the Creator’s guidance flow through you, carrying you above the 
petty struggles of the world, just as the winds lift the leaves and the clouds." 

He pointed to the clouds drifting across the sky. "Notice how they 
change, never the same from moment to moment, yet always part of the 
heavens. Your thoughts and feelings are like clouds. They rise, they fall, 
they gather, they pass. Do not fear them. Do not cling to them. Observe 
them, let them teach you, and trust that God’s hand moves through them, 
shaping the currents of your soul." 

A sudden gust swept across the plain, bending the grasses and stirring 
the river below. Yahaawzhowa extended his hands, letting the wind brush 
against his palms. "Even the wind, unseen and untouchable, shapes the 
world. So too does God’s Spirit shape your life. You may not see it, you 
may not understand it, yet it moves within you, guiding, refining, calling you 
to truth. Your heart is a sail, your soul a vessel. Trust the unseen hand that 
moves you." 

He knelt, letting the children press their palms into the earth and feel the 
vibration of the grasses and soil beneath. "The wind cannot exist without 
the earth, nor can the earth survive without it. So too is your spirit 
connected to God, to the land, to your brothers and sisters, to the creatures 
of this world. No action is meaningless, no thought is unseen. Each ripple 
of your soul carries the reflection of heaven." 
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Yahaawzhowa rose again, spreading his arms wide as the wind danced 
around him. "Do ye see how it bends, how it lifts, how it can soothe or rage? 
So too is life. Sometimes the Spirit will comfort you, at other times it will 
challenge you. And both are gifts. Embrace the gentle wind, but do not fear 
the storms. Both teach you patience, courage, and the depth of the soul." 

He led them further up the hill, where the wind grew stronger, carrying 
the scent of distant waters and the warmth of the sun. "Your soul must 
learn to soar," he said, his voice carried by the breeze. "Rise above small 
fears, small sorrows, small anger. Lift your spirit to the heavens, for there 
you shall see the guidance of God in the patterns of clouds, the flow of 
winds, the flight of birds. The heavens are alive with lessons, if ye only 
watch and listen." 

He pointed to a hawk circling high above, its shadow skimming the 
ground. "See how it rides the currents, never fighting them, yet always 
moving with purpose. So too must your heart ride the currents of life. Do 
not resist God’s guidance, even when it challenges or frightens you. Let 
your soul be lifted, guided by the winds of Spirit, until it soars with 
understanding and grace." 

The villagers followed Yahaawzhowa, feeling the wind on their faces, 
the sun on their shoulders, the pulse of the earth beneath their feet, and 
the vastness of the sky above. Children laughed as they leapt into the 
gusts, elders closed their eyes to feel it against their cheeks, and all sensed 
that this wind was more than air—it was God’s voice moving among 
them, speaking to each soul, shaping each heart, teaching them the 
rhythm of heaven itself. 

Yahaawzhowa knelt once more, letting the wind pass over his hands 
and hair. "Remember this," he said, "the sky is endless, yet you are part of 
it. The winds move freely, yet they are not separate from the heavens. So 
too is your soul connected to God, infinite in its potential, yet guided by 
divine care. Listen for the wind, children of the Spirit. Let it teach you 
patience, courage, humility, and love. And know that the Creator is always 
with you, in the earth, in the sky, and in the very breath that carries your 
soul." 

As the sun climbed higher, the villagers remained, absorbing the lesson 
of the winds, the sky, and the open plain. Every gust seemed to whisper 
truths into their hearts, every shadow and light spoke of guidance and care, 
and every soul felt the intimate presence of God. Yahaawzhowa’s radiance 
mingled with the breeze, his presence a bridge between heaven and earth, 
and the villagers realized that to follow him was not only to walk upon the 
land—it was to walk within the heart of the Creator. 

Chapter 2 – Part 4: The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Trees and 
Roots 
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Yahaawzhowa led the villagers further into the forest, where the trees 
grew tall and straight, their trunks smooth and ancient, their canopies 
merging into a cathedral of green. Light filtered through the leaves in 
shifting patterns, creating the illusion of movement upon the forest floor. 
The wind whispered through the branches, carrying the scent of moss, 
earth, and distant flowers. 

He paused in a small clearing where the roots of the trees intertwined, 
breaking through the soil and winding over rocks like rivers frozen in stone. 
He knelt, pressing his hands into the network of roots, feeling the life 
pulsing beneath the surface. "See these roots," he said, "and know that 
they are like the Spirit of the Father. Hidden, yet present; supporting, yet 
unseen; carrying life and connection through every living thing. So too is 
God within you, within all things, the unseen force that moves the universe 
like a quantum web of infinite life." 

The villagers bent closer, peering at the roots, tracing them with their 
fingers, feeling their texture and strength. Yahaawzhowa’s voice softened, 
almost a whisper: "Every tree grows toward the light, yet it is the root that 
gives it life. The Father is the root of all things. He exists within you, within 
the air, the water, the earth, and even the stones beneath your feet. All that 
you see, all that you touch, all that you feel, is alive with His presence. 
Even the smallest leaf knows the touch of the Father, and so does your 
soul." 

He rose and gestured to the trees above, their branches stretching 
endlessly. "Do ye see how the branches reach upward, toward the sky, 
toward the heavens? So too does your soul stretch toward God. Yet 
without the root, without the unseen foundation, there is no life. You cannot 
see the Father with your eyes alone, children, but your soul perceives Him. 
Just as the trees sense the flow of water beneath the soil, so too does your 
spirit sense the presence of God in every particle of creation, even as He 
moves through the vast quantum expanse of the universe." 

Yahaawzhowa’s eyes shone with a soft, infinite light as he continued: 
"The Father is within all things. He is the river and the rock, the wind and 
the fire, the seed and the soil. Even when ye cannot see Him, He guides 
every thought, every heartbeat, every breath. Know this: your soul is never 
separate from the Father, for He exists in you, through you, and around 
you. Each of your actions echoes across the web of life, connecting you to 
all things, to all people, to all creatures, and to the very heavens 
themselves." 

He knelt again, letting the children touch the roots, the soil, the moss. 
"Do ye feel the strength beneath your fingers? That is the Father’s hand. 
Even the trees that sway in storms do not fall, because their roots reach 
deep into the unseen foundation. So too must your faith reach deep, into 
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the unseen heart of God, so that when life shakes you, when the storms of 
sorrow or fear or doubt come, you do not fall." 

Yahaawzhowa walked slowly among the trees, pausing to touch each 
trunk. "The universe is a web, children. It is alive, it is conscious, it is a 
quantum tapestry in which every soul, every particle, every moment, is 
woven. And I am within it, and you are within it, and the Father is within all. 
To walk in God is to walk in the universe itself, aware that your life ripples 
outward like a stone cast upon still water. Every thought, every prayer, 
every act of love, resonates across creation, and the Father hears it, 
nurtures it, and returns it tenfold." 

He paused beneath a great tree, its roots exposed and entwined with 
the riverbank. "Do not seek the Father only above you," he said, looking to 
the sky and then down to the roots. "He is above, yes, but He is also below, 
in the soil that gives life, in the waters that flow unseen, in the wind that 
bends the leaves. The Father is the hidden foundation of all things, the 
unseen force that carries light through darkness, consciousness through 
chaos, love through pain. He is the source and the sustainer, the infinite 
intelligence that animates even the tiniest leaf." 

The villagers sat upon the mossy ground, feeling the warmth of the sun 
through the leaves, sensing the pulse of life beneath them. Yahaawzhowa 
knelt among them, his hands lightly touching their shoulders, their heads, 
their hands. "Feel Him in your own body, children. Your heart is a root, your 
mind a branch, your soul a leaf reaching for the light. You cannot separate 
from Him, for He moves in you, as you, through every moment, through 
every breath, through every thought." 

A hush fell over the clearing as the wind stirred again, carrying the rustle 
of leaves and the distant song of the river. Yahaawzhowa’s voice, tender 
yet commanding, carried across the forest: 

"Know this, beloved: the Father is within the smallest atom, the tiniest 
creature, the most fleeting thought. He is the unseen intelligence that runs 
through the fabric of the universe, the web of creation that holds all things 
together. To love God is to perceive this connection, to honor it, to walk 
consciously, knowing that your actions are never isolated, your soul never 
separate. And as ye walk in this knowledge, the roots of your own being 
grow deep, and your branches reach high, and your soul becomes 
luminous with the light of the Father." 

The villagers felt it in their bones, in their hearts, in the quiet spaces 
between their breaths: the intimate presence of God, the awareness of 
their place in the universe, the understanding that they were alive within 
a conscious, living cosmos, and part of the Father’s eternal design. 
Yahaawzhowa’s light mingled with the sunlight, with the leaves, with the 
mist from the river: he was within them, the Father was within him, and 
the web of life resonated in every soul present. 
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Chapter 2 – Part 5: The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Horizon 
(Expanded Version) 

The path led the villagers to a high cliff, where Mishimikinaak stretched 
beneath them like a silver mirror, endless and alive with the morning 
light. The wind swept across the rocks, carrying the scent of pine, fresh 
water, and distant mountains, lifting the hair of the children and brushing 
the cheeks of the elders. Yahaawzhowa paused at the edge, letting the 
wind play around him, his radiant light blending with the sun’s own glow. 

"Behold the horizon," he said, his arms spreading wide, "where the 
waters meet the sky. It seems far, unreachable, yet it is always present. So 
too is the Father: infinite, eternal, beyond sight, yet within every moment, 
within every heartbeat, within every breath. The horizon is both a limit and 
a beginning. It teaches you the nature of time, the depth of eternity, and 
the infinite reach of the soul." 

He bent to trace a line in the soil with his finger, then lifted his gaze 
slowly. "See how the sun rises and sets, yet the horizon remains. Your life 
is like the sun’s journey: fleeting, yet carried within eternity. Your thoughts, 
your actions, your love, your grief—all ripple through time, touching the 
unseen, shaping the currents of creation. The Father perceives every 
ripple, guiding it, sustaining it, connecting it to all things." 

The children ran forward, their laughter mixing with the wind. 
Yahaawzhowa knelt beside them, placing his hands over theirs. "Even 
what seems distant—mountains, lakes, stars—are within your reach in 
spirit. Just as waves are part of the lake, leaves part of the forest, you are 
part of the eternal web of God. Time is not a cage, nor distance a barrier. 
The Father moves through all, and you are within Him, now and always." 

He rose slowly, moving along the cliff edge as the villagers followed in 
reverent silence. "The horizon teaches patience, humility, and awe. You 
cannot grasp it, yet it stretches infinitely before you. So too is the Father: 
beyond comprehension, yet intimately present. Every act, every thought, 
every moment of love or courage is a step along this eternal path, shaping 
the soul and reflecting the Creator’s wisdom." 

Yahaawzhowa pointed to the lake below, where the sunlight danced in 
shifting patterns. "See how the water reflects the sky? So does your soul 
reflect the Father. Even when clouds obscure the sun, even when storms 
rage, the reflection remains. Each of your choices leaves ripples, each 
word carries light, each act of love touches eternity. Walk with awareness, 
and ye shall see that your life is part of the infinite dance of creation." 

He knelt, letting the children touch the soil and stones, feeling the solid 
earth beneath them. "Your feet are roots, your heart a trunk, your soul a 
branch reaching toward the heavens. The Father is in the soil that supports 
you, in the waters that nurture you, in the winds that lift you. You are alive 



 

22 

within the quantum web of the universe, and all that you are, all that you 
do, moves through this web as part of the divine harmony." 

Yahaawzhowa then gestured to the sky, where a hawk circled, and to 
the horizon where the mountains faded into mist. "Do ye see? Even the 
seemingly distant is near. The Father is within all, even what you cannot 
see or touch. Time is a river, yet every drop carries eternity. Space is vast, 
yet your soul inhabits it fully. The horizon is a teacher: it shows the infinite, 
the eternal, and the intimate connection between you and God." 

He spread his arms wide, letting the wind carry his words. "Step forward 
into your days with this knowledge: your life stretches like the lake, infinite 
in potential, yet bounded by moments, by choices. Each breath, each 
action, each kindness, is a gift returned to the Father, shaping the currents 
of the universe. Know that you are both small and immense, fleeting and 
eternal, a wave in time and a reflection of the eternal Spirit." 

Yahaawzhowa sank to the ground, letting the children gather around 
him. "Sit with me, beloved. Feel the wind against your faces, hear the water 
far below, watch the sky expand endlessly above. These elements speak 
of the Father: the wind moves unseen yet shapes all; the water flows and 
nourishes; the sky holds the infinite. So too does the Creator move within 
you, shaping you, guiding you, carrying you through every trial and joy. 
And in every heartbeat, in every thought, in every tear and smile, the Father 
is with you." 

He placed a hand on the head of a small child and another on the 
shoulder of an elder. "You are never separate from Him. You are the lake, 
the sky, the wind, and the horizon itself. Walk with courage, act with love, 
observe with wisdom, and let your soul mirror the eternal light of the Father. 
Even when the world seems dark, even when the storms press upon you, 
know that you are held in His infinite embrace, your life a living reflection 
of His wisdom, His power, and His love." 

The villagers remained on the cliff long after Yahaawzhowa had finished 
speaking. Children traced imaginary lines to the horizon, elders felt the 
vastness within their hearts, and all sensed the intimate presence of God 
echoing through time, space, and their very beings. The horizon was no 
longer distant; it was within each of them, a living Aadizookaan - teaching 
of eternity, connection, and the luminous truth of the Father. 

As the sun climbed higher, casting golden light over the lake and the 
cliff, Yahaawzhowa stood quietly, letting the wind, the sun, the sky, and the 
water mingle with his presence. His words lingered, a quiet echo of the 
infinite: 

"Remember, beloved: the horizon is both your guide and your reflection. 
Walk with awareness. Love with courage. See with wisdom. Let your soul 
shine as the sun on the lake, infinite and radiant, carried by the hands of 
the Father, alive in all things, and forever luminous." 
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Chapter 3 – Part 1: The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Anvil and the 
Root 

When the moon had thinned to a silver sliver, and the last voices of the 
day had fallen into the hush of Mishimikinaak, Yahaawzhowa gathered the 
people at the eastern shore. Dawn had promised rain, and the sky held 
that hush before blessing. He walked with them—not ahead of them, but 
within their small knots of feet—until the ground rose and a cleft of black 
stone showed itself where the earth had been split by some ancient hand. 

He knelt and placed his palm upon the rock. The children crowded near; 
the elders kept their distance, feeling that they were in the presence of a 
teaching that would mark the bones of the village for years to come. 
Yahaawzhowa turned his face to them, and his eyes were as patient as the 
sea. 

"Beneath the skin of the earth lie gifts and tests," he said. "This stone 
holds metal that may be used to save or to squander. Hear now: to draw 
from the earth is to accept a covenant. Take only with blessing, work with 
thanksgiving, and shape each piece as you would shape the fate of a 
child." 

He led them in small groups, the younger ones with baskets and the 
strong-hearted with spades softened by years of labor. They struck the 
seams with careful blows, not greed but with a rhythm taught by 
Yahaawzhowa’s voice: "Strike only until the vein yields for your need. 
Leave other seams for those who come after. Keep the water clean that 
runs from the cut." The river below took the lessons as if it, too, were 
listening. 

When ore was brought forth, they carried it to a cleared place near the 
grove. Yahaawzhowa placed the first stone into the crucible himself, so 
they would see his hands in the work. Fire was lit; it breathed heat into 
metal like prayer into bone. The forge took the ore and made it sing. 

At the anvil, Yahaawzhowa stood shoulder to shoulder with the villagers. 
He raised the hammer and struck, and the sound where hammer met metal 
rang like a bell tolling for the soul. Children watched the sparks arc like 
small comets. He taught them to temper slow, to cool fast when mercy 
demanded, to trust the hand that struck and the hand that steadied. 

"The anvil teaches discipline," he said, heat glow upon his face. "The 
strike must be measured. A blade that is too quick is brittle. A heart that 
strikes without measure is brittle also. Temper your craft as ye temper your 
heart—with patience, prayer, and purpose: to defend the small, to shelter 
the innocent, to keep hearth and child from the night’s harm." 

They fashioned spears and plowshares, knives for harvest and blades 
whose edge would cut the cords of oppression. Each implement bore the 
mark of the maker and the blessing of the teacher. At night, by the coals, 
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Yahaawzhowa would take a forged blade into his hands and show the 
people the virtue of the object by telling for whom it was meant. 

"This is not for glory," he would say, laying the metal upon the ground 
and placing a child’s woven blanket across it. "If the blade cannot be 
wrapped about a babe and kept, it is not rightly forged. Let your weapons 
be shields of the weak and proof against the cruelty of those who would 
devour the small." 

Work turned to building. Under Yahaawzhowa’s quiet direction the 
village learned to raise palisades of green timber, sharpen stakes set in 
earth, and lay stone so that wind and water and time might not unmake 
their shelter. He showed them how the root of a tree could be braided to 
bind logs, and how a mound of earth could be shaped so that a child might 
sleep behind it and not tremble at night. 

"A wall is not a heart," he told them one dusk as they pressed clay 
between logs. "A wall must be born of love, not of hatred. If ye build a 
fortress that closes your neighbors out, ye have not built; ye have walled 
your own hearts. Build so the children may laugh within; not so a few may 
rule in fear." 

He taught them the art of the watchtower—how to raise a small platform 
where eyes could see far and where, more importantly, the watcher 
learned the discipline of prayerful vigilance. A watchman was not a spy, 
but a guardian who kept the rhythm of rest for those below. 

"To stand watch is to practice love in wakefulness," Yahaawzhowa said. 
"The watchman who trusts only in sharp eyes and not in prayer sees only 
men’s shapes; the watchman who trusts only in God and not in skill may 
be slow to see. Combine the two—God’s sight with the craft of the hand—
and ye watch with wisdom." 

At the center of the new works, Yahaawzhowa gathered the mothers 
and elders and asked them to braid rope, mend nets, spin cordage, and 
teach the children how to fashion small darts and simple shields. The 
women did so with quick hands and soft speech, their labor honored. He 
praised them, saying: "Strength is woven as much in the mother’s hand as 
in the smith’s. You who keep the seeds and bake the bread are the true 
bulwarks of this place." 

Yet for every instrument made he set beside it a question like a seed: 
When will this tool be set down? For whom will you lift it? He told them the 
story of a man who loved the sound of his own armor and warmed only 
himself with the spoils; his children turned from him and the village forgot 
his name. Then he told of another, who sharpened his blade and sheathed 
it at his neighbor’s cry; that man’s name was kept as long as the river kept 
its course. 

"Use force as a midwife uses her hands—only to bring forth life, to pry 
open that which is closed so that breath may come. Do not use force to 
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savor power." He spoke of the Father as the first smith, the one whose 
hands shape the firmament and whose breath tempers the winds. The 
universe—he said—was like a great forge, each living thing a spark in the 
same fire. From that fire comes the duty to protect, not to conquer. 

By the time they had finished for the day, the village hummed with a 
different heartbeat. Children carried small shields carved from bark; elders 
supervised the placing of stones; mothers stacked grain behind new 
earthworks. They had made weapons and walls, yes—but tempered by 
prayer and principle. Every stake was an oath to protect, every blade an 
argument to keep mercy. 

At dusk Yahaawzhowa laid his wounded hands upon a child’s head and 
whispered: "Remember this, beloved: to protect is holy; to hurt without 
cause is the shadow of the soul. Let your strikes be few and heavy with 
justice. Let your walls hold laughter, and your watch be a song of peace. 
The Father is the maker of all things—so be you makers of safety, not fear. 
Mine the earth with reverence. Forge with mercy. Build with love. And in all 
things, let the heart be the anvil upon which the world is shaped." 

They slept that night with the sounds of hammering like a lullaby, the 
scent of coal and pine in their hair, the strange comfort of knowing they 
had hands to protect one another and a teacher who taught that every act 
of protection must be wrung through the sieve of the soul. The island had 
changed: not only by rampart and blade, but by a forming of character—
an old root twisted now with a new purpose, anointment by fire and prayer. 

Chapter 3 – Part 2: The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Approaching 
Shadow 

Before the dawn had fully brightened the sky, Yahaawzhowa gathered 
the villagers at the edge of Mishimikinaak, near the cliffs that overlooked 
the lake. His hands were quiet now, but the faint marks of the forge 
remained, a testament to the work of yesterday. The children clung close, 
the elders stood alert, and all waited, for the teacher’s expression carried 
the weight of a coming test. 

"The Father shows us all in ways both subtle and clear," Yahaawzhowa 
said. "Today, you shall see a shadow upon your path. Not all who approach 
carry mercy. Not all who come bring peace. And yet, the heart will reveal 
the shape of the truth, if you look and listen rightly." 

From the forest to the north, a column of smoke rose faintly, twisting like 
a snake along the horizon. Yahaawzhowa motioned to the villagers to 
gather quietly, their newly built palisades at hand, their spears and shields 
in readiness. "See this smoke. It is neither good nor evil until your hearts 
give it meaning. You may choose fear, or you may choose vigilance guided 
by love." 

He led them to the watchtower, where a small group of young men had 
already been trained to observe. From this height, they could see a band 
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of travelers moving toward the island. They carried supplies, tools, and 
weapons. Their intentions were unknown. Yahaawzhowa knelt, looking 
deeply into the eyes of the villagers. 

"This is the Aadizookaan - teaching of the Approaching Shadow," he 
said. "Consider: does the shadow that comes frighten you because it is 
unknown, or because your heart is unprepared? A shadow may bring trial, 
it may bring blessing. The measure is not in the shadow, but in the soul 
that meets it." 

He handed a young woman a spear and then a small shield, saying: 
"Take these not to strike unless mercy fails. Take them to protect, to honor 
life, to safeguard the small and the innocent. Remember the fire of the 
forge, and the walls you have raised. The Father watches, and so too must 
your conscience." 

The travelers drew closer, and Yahaawzhowa spoke of observation 
and reflection, not just action. "The eyes must see, the mind must judge, 
and the heart must guide. Strike only when the soul weighs the act as just. 
Let the fear that rises be tempered by understanding, the anger by 
patience, and the desire for dominance by mercy." 

The villagers watched, trembling, as the strangers reached the edge of 
the forest. Yahaawzhowa’s voice rose gently above the wind: 

"The first lesson of defense is vigilance; the second, discernment; the 
third, restraint. Do you protect your children, or do you let suspicion guide 
your hand? Do you defend your hearth, or do you strike out of pride? The 
Father is present in your choices, and His light moves through those whose 
hearts seek truth." 

He stepped forward, holding his arms wide, and the strangers paused. 
One of them, a tall man with weary eyes, raised his hands in greeting. 
Yahaawzhowa smiled faintly. "See? The shadow is lifted not by weapons 
alone, but by the heart that chooses rightly. Your preparation is tested not 
by what you can strike, but by what you choose not to." 

The villagers lowered their spears. Relief mingled with newfound 
understanding. Yahaawzhowa gathered them together beneath the trees, 
letting the wind carry the lesson. "This is the way of the Father. Preparation 
is necessary, yet judgment, compassion, and mercy are what give life to 
strength. To wield power without conscience is to invite destruction; to act 
with conscience and strength is to live in harmony with the universe." 

The travelers were invited into the village, and Yahaawzhowa taught the 
villagers how to observe, question, and integrate strangers without 
fear, always guided by the principle of protection without oppression. Every 
action, he reminded them, was part of the living web of God, and even 
conflict could become a lesson if approached with wisdom. 

"Remember, beloved," he said as the day drew on, "shadows teach the 
same as the light, if you meet them with a prepared soul. The Father 
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watches your hearts more than your hands. Strength must be tempered by 
mercy, vigilance by love, and every act, even of protection, must honor life. 
The island, the children, the village—they are your trust, and the trust of 
the Father is in your hearts." 

By nightfall, the villagers slept with a deeper understanding. Their 
weapons were ready, their walls sturdy, and their hearts aligned with the 
lessons of the Father. The shadow that came had been met not with fear 
alone, but with insight, courage, and love, and the people had learned that 
true protection flows from the soul, not merely from the hand. 

Chapter 3 – Part 3: The Aadizookaan - teachings of Strategy, 
Foresight, and Ethical Strength 

The morning mist clung to Mishimikinaak, curling along the shore like 
fingers of the past reaching into the present. Yahaawzhowa led the 
villagers to the northern bend of Gichi-Sibi, where the river widened and 
slowed, pooling like a mirror beneath the towering pines. The children 
scampered along the banks, feeling the soft mud underfoot, while the 
elders paused to watch the water and the sky, sensing that the day’s lesson 
would reach far beyond the visible. 

"See the river," Yahaawzhowa said, kneeling to trace its curves with his 
fingers. "Notice how it bends, how it slows and gathers before flowing 
again. So too must your hearts and your minds bend with foresight, gather 
understanding before acting. To plan, to see ahead, to consider the unseen 
currents—this is the first lesson of strategy, and it is sacred." 

He pointed to a low rise on the far bank. "Imagine a flood comes. If you 
act too late, destruction follows. If you act wisely, life flourishes. In this, the 
Father teaches us that foresight is not fear, but care. To guard your 
children, your families, your village, you must anticipate, not react blindly." 

The villagers followed him uphill, to a cragged cliff where an eagle 
nested. Its sharp eyes scanned the forests and waters below. 
Yahaawzhowa stood in silence beside them, letting them feel the stillness, 
the precision, the patience of the great bird. "See the eagle," he said. "It 
does not swoop at every movement, nor cry at every shadow. Yet when 
the moment demands, it strikes with justice and purpose. So too must you 
watch: not with fear alone, but with the love that guides the soul. Strength 
without discernment is ruin; vigilance without heart is cruelty." 

He walked among the children, showing them the two blades he had 
forged the day before. One lay sheathed, the other ready in his hand. 
"These are alike in shape, in strength, in possibility. Yet the sheathed blade 
is often the stronger, for it teaches restraint. The blade that strikes without 
conscience will cut even what is sacred. The soul of the Father moves in 
the choice not to strike, just as it moves in the hand that lifts to save, not to 
harm." 



 

28 

Yahaawzhowa led the villagers to a tree whose roots twisted beneath a 
large stone. "See the roots hidden in the earth? Knowledge lies like this as 
well—paths, secrets, and truths beneath the surface. To defend, you must 
understand the unseen. Walk your village, learn the forest paths, know the 
waters, and study the strangers who may approach. The Father is within 
the unseen, and so too must your insight dwell beneath the surface of what 
is obvious." 

They moved to the heart of the village, where mothers and elders 
worked at looms, spinning rope and mending nets. Yahaawzhowa knelt 
beside them, guiding hands over hands. "Strength is woven," he said softly. 
"Not only in muscle or weapon, but in care. Shields and walls gain their 
power not by fear, but by the love that sustains those they protect. Mothers, 
elders, children—each hand is part of the bulwark of life. Without this love, 
fortifications are hollow." 

He lifted a small spark from the forge he had rekindled, holding it aloft 
so it caught the morning sun. "See the spark?" he said. "It can warm the 
forge or burn the forest. So too does every choice carry consequence. 
When you lift a blade, when you strike a wall, when you choose whom to 
trust, the consequences stretch far beyond your eyes. The Father moves 
in this web of cause and effect, guiding those who act with wisdom and 
patience." 

The villagers practiced raising a new watchtower, setting logs and 
fastening stones under Yahaawzhowa’s careful instruction. "The 
watchman is not merely a sentinel," he said. "He is a guardian of hearts. 
His eyes see the physical, but his soul must see truth. A sword may protect, 
a wall may shield, but without discernment, the work becomes empty, and 
the innocent are left in peril." 

He paused to kneel by a child who had dropped a small piece of rope. 
"Even the smallest thread binds more than it appears. Your actions, like 
this rope, connect the weak to the strong, the young to the old, the fleeting 
moment to eternity. The Father sees all these threads, and you are His 
hands in the weaving." 

By afternoon, the villagers had completed several new defensive works: 
watchtowers, palisades, and barricades. Weapons were sharpened, 
shields stacked, and stores of food carefully concealed. Yet Yahaawzhowa 
had them sit in a circle at the center of the village, beneath the shade of a 
great pine, and he spoke quietly: 

"Remember, beloved, all preparation is empty without conscience. The 
tools you have made, the walls you have raised, the vigilance you have 
learned—these are sacred only when guided by the Father. Do not let fear 
or pride drive your hand. Let love, mercy, and wisdom temper your 
strength. A sword unsheathed too quickly cuts life and soul; a wall built 
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without care confines love and laughter. Every act must honor God, protect 
life, and reflect the luminous truth of your own soul." 

As the sun dipped toward the horizon, Yahaawzhowa walked among the 
villagers, touching heads, shoulders, and hands. "The river, the eagle, the 
forge, the roots, the walls, and the loom—all are teachers. Listen, watch, 
act. Let your hands be instruments of life, your hearts shields of mercy, and 
your eyes guides of discernment. The Father moves in every choice you 
make. Let Him move through you as you shape the protection of this island, 
the safety of your children, and the sanctity of your village." 

That evening, the villagers slept with a quiet pride. Their fortifications 
were strong, their weapons ready, but their hearts were stronger still. Each 
understood, more deeply than ever, that protection without wisdom is 
hollow, and strength without love is blind. And as they closed their 
eyes, they felt the quiet warmth of Yahaawzhowa’s presence, and through 
him, the embrace of the Father, guiding them through shadows, through 
fire, and through the unseen threads that bound their lives to the eternal 
web of creation. 

Chapter 3 – Part 4: The Aadizookaan - teachings of Courage, 
Temptation, and Restraint 

The morning mist clung low to Mishimikinaak, softening the cliffs and 
woods into silver shadows. Yahaawzhowa led the villagers inland, past the 
palisades, past the watchtowers, and toward a deeper seam of the earth—
a hidden vein of ore that shimmered faintly in the morning light. The 
villagers’ eyes widened at the glinting rock, some already imagining tools, 
weapons, and wealth. 

He knelt beside the ore, brushing dust from the surface with his radiant 
fingers. "Behold the Hidden Vein," he said. "It promises abundance, yet 
abundance can deceive the soul. Take more than you need, and you take 
from life itself. The Father does not measure your wealth in metal, but in 
the care with which you wield your hands and heart." 

The villagers paused, struck by the weight of his words. A young man 
reached toward the vein, fingers itching to pry more than needed. 
Yahaawzhowa placed his hand gently over his. "The hands that grasp for 
greed will tremble in sorrow. The hands that work for protection, for family, 
for the future, will be steady in joy. Which hand do you wish to be?" 

From the forest came a sudden rustle, a low growl. A wolf stepped into 
the clearing, its eyes keen, body taut. The villagers froze, hearts 
hammering. Yahaawzhowa’s gaze met theirs. "The Wolf in Shadow tests 
you," he whispered. "Courage is not in striking first, nor in fleeing. Courage 
is in standing rightly, defending what is sacred, yet acting with 
discernment." 

He picked up a spear and handed it to the nearest young man, then 
another to a woman whose hands were steady and sure. "Use your 
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strength to protect life," he said, "not to sate fear or pride. The wolf is a 
teacher, not an enemy. Observe, act only if necessary, and let mercy 
temper the strike." 

The wolf sniffed the air, its gaze flicking from villagers to forest, then 
slowly it backed away, disappearing into the shadows. The villagers 
exhaled collectively, hearts pounding with the lesson of courage paired 
with restraint. Yahaawzhowa smiled softly, resting a hand on the young 
man’s shoulder. "See now the twin fires: one that burns unchecked, one 
that warms the forge. Life and power are the same. Uncontrolled force 
destroys; tempered force gives life." 

He led them along the cliff above the river bend. A child stepped too 
close to the edge. Yahaawzhowa reached out, steadying the small body. 
"Every step of the child," he said, "teaches the path of ethical leadership. 
To guide is sacred; to control is not. Lead your people as you would lead 
this child: with presence, attention, and love." 

The villagers worked side by side to stabilize the deeper mine, guided 
by Yahaawzhowa’s hand and eye. Some veins offered rich metal, others 
revealed fissures that could collapse if approached carelessly. "The River 
of Blood and Gold," he said, tracing the fractured seams, "teaches that 
every gain carries risk. Courage must be joined with foresight. The Father 
moves in every careful step, and in the consideration of consequence." 

As the sun climbed, a hawk circled overhead, casting its shadow across 
the village. Yahaawzhowa lifted his hand, following the shadow. "The 
Hawk’s Shadow is vigilance," he said. "But vigilance is not fear. Watch, 
discern, understand. Act only when guided by the Father, not by your own 
impulse. To strike without wisdom is to blind yourself, even if your hand 
seems strong." 

By evening, the villagers had mined responsibly, strengthened 
fortifications, and tested their courage. Every action had been measured 
by conscience, guided by wisdom, and tempered with mercy. They had 
faced temptation, they had faced fear, and they had emerged with souls 
aligned to the Father as much as their hands aligned to their craft. 

Yahaawzhowa gathered them in the shadow of the grove. "Today you 
have seen that courage without restraint is empty, and skill without 
conscience is a shadow. The Father watches the heart, not the hand. Let 
the ore you have mined, the walls you have built, the weapons you have 
forged, be tools of protection and mercy, not greed or pride. And remember 
this: every life you protect, every choice guided by love, strengthens the 
bond between this people and the Creator." 

As the sun sank behind the western hills, the villagers felt a deep quiet 
in their hearts. They understood that real strength flows from the soul, 
not just the hand. Weapons and walls were useful, yes—but wisdom, 
mercy, and ethical courage were the true fortifications. And in that 
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understanding, the presence of Yahaawzhowa, radiant and quiet, touched 
every child, every elder, every parent with the quiet warmth of the Father, 
binding the island and its people into the luminous web of life. 

Chapter 3 – Part 5: The Trial of Integration 
Dawn broke over Mishimikinaak, spilling gold across the cliffs and 

glinting on the river’s restless surface. Yahaawzhowa gathered the 
villagers at the edge of the forest, his presence calm yet radiant, as though 
the very light of the Father flowed through him. 

“Today,” he said, “you will weave together all that you have learned. 
Courage, restraint, vigilance, skill, and mercy must flow as one. The Father 
watches not only your deeds but the heart that guides them. Every choice 
matters.” 

He led them to the mouth of a cave hidden by the roots of ancient cedars. 
Inside, the walls sparkled faintly with veins of ore, but the floor was slick 
with water, and shadows shifted as if alive. “Here lies the Trial of 
Integration,” Yahaawzhowa explained. “The cave presents both danger 
and opportunity. Your task is to mine carefully, forge responsibly, and 
navigate hazards—not to conquer, but to understand. Each action must 
honor the balance of life.” 

The villagers hesitated, fear flickering in their eyes, but Yahaawzhowa 
knelt beside a trembling youth. “Do not let fear lead your hand,” he said. 
“Let the Father guide it.” 

As they ventured inside, small challenges arose immediately. A fissure 
in the rock threatened collapse; a narrow ledge forced careful balance; 
glimmers of rich metal tempted some to hasty greed. Yahaawzhowa 
moved among them, his gaze gentle yet piercing. 

“Remember the Wolf in Shadow,” he whispered. “Stand with courage, 
act with mercy. Do not strike for fear, do not grasp for pride.” 

A sudden rumble echoed through the cavern as water from a hidden 
spring surged unexpectedly. The villagers froze, hearts racing. 
Yahaawzhowa raised his hands, calming the surge not with magic but with 
presence, teaching them how to steady their own spirits amid chaos. 
“Chaos tests the heart,” he said. “Will you act wisely, or will panic govern 
your hand?” 

They worked together, following his lessons: the strongest supported the 
weakest, the most careful guided the hesitant, and every strike of the pick 
respected the cave’s fragile balance. In moments of temptation, 
Yahaawzhowa’s voice reminded them, “Abundance is a tool, not a master. 
Let mercy temper your desire.” 

By evening, they emerged from the cave, muddy, wet, and exhausted—
but transformed. Not a single ounce of ore had been taken recklessly; no 
life had been endangered needlessly. The villagers looked to one another, 
realizing that courage without wisdom, vigilance without mercy, skill without 
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conscience, would have doomed them. Yet here they stood, a living 
embodiment of all Yahaawzhowa had taught. 

Yahaawzhowa’s eyes glowed softly in the dying light. “Today you have 
learned integration,” he said. “The Father does not demand perfection, but 
alignment. Let your hands build, your hearts guide, and your spirit discern. 
The challenges ahead will test this again, but now you know the source of 
true strength.” 

As they returned to the village, the elders spoke quietly among 
themselves, noting the subtle but undeniable shift in the children, in the 
youth, in every villager’s bearing. The lessons of courage, restraint, 
vigilance, and skill were no longer abstract—they were lived, breathed, and 
felt in every movement, every decision. 

Yahaawzhowa walked at the rear, his gaze sweeping the horizon. 
Beyond Mishimikinaak, new trials awaited—storms of the heart, tempests 
of temptation—but the village would face them together, guided by wisdom, 
compassion, and the steady, radiant presence of the Father made visible 
in him.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
ARCTIC STEPS 

Chapter 1 – The Elder’s Account 
The lodge was warm with smoke and the smell of spruce and cedar, a 

soft amber light dancing across the faces gathered around the fire. 
Outside, the northern wind whispered across the frozen plains, carrying the 
sharp scent of ice and pine. In the center, Elder Et’sę́, his hair white as the 
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winter snow, traced lines in the sand with a stick, marking the passage of 
seasons, the flow of rivers, and the names of stars. 

“Listen, my children,” he began, his voice low but steady, carrying the 
weight of decades, “for I tell you of the one who will walk among us. The 
light that travels across the skies will come. He will speak with the animals, 
heal the land, and teach the ways that bind heart to heart.” 

The young ones leaned closer, their eyes wide. They had heard the 
prophecies before, stories passed from mouth to mouth, told in the hush of 
snowy nights or around summer fires. Yet each telling carried a new shiver 
of wonder. 

“The world is not only what we see,” the elder continued, “but also what 
is remembered and what is promised. Long ago, the southern lodges wrote 
of a teacher who would come, a traveler from the light, to guide the people 
of the north. He will arrive when the auroras crown the sky and the ice 
opens the waters of Sahtú.” 

A hush fell over the lodge. The wind outside rose and fell as though it 
too were listening. Elder Et’sę́’s fingers hovered over the sand, tracing the 
rivers that carried the Dene from place to place. “Remember,” he said, “his 
path is one of kindness, courage, and care for all living things. Watch the 
skies, watch the land. He will come, and when he does, the teachings of 
old will walk among us once more.” 

That night, the children dreamed of a radiant figure moving across frozen 
lakes, speaking to the polar bears, the salmon, and the moose, teaching 
without fear and guiding without words. And in the morning, the elder’s 
words lingered like smoke in the lodge, a promise that stretched beyond 
the horizon, across the rivers and mountains, waiting to be fulfilled without 
words. And in the morning, the elder’s words lingered like smoke in the 
lodge, a promise that stretched beyond the horizon, across the rivers and 
mountains, waiting to be fulfilled. 

The lodge hummed with quiet energy after Elder Et’sę́’s words. The 
children, bundled in fur and wrapped in scarves handwoven from caribou 
hair, sat cross-legged near the fire, their eyes reflecting the flames as if 
they had swallowed the sun. Outside, the wind carried the steady howl of 
wolves and the distant call of a raven circling above the snow-laden 
treeline. The northern world seemed alive with secrets, and the children 
felt them pressing close, brushing against their skins like invisible hands. 

Little Anana tugged at her mother’s sleeve. “Mother,” she whispered, 
voice trembling, “will the teacher come tonight?” 

Her mother smiled, though her eyes were thoughtful. “Perhaps,” she 
said gently. “But he comes in his own time. And when he arrives, you must 
be ready with an open heart, ready to listen and to learn. Not all lessons 
come from words, child. Some come from watching the bear or the wind, 
the ice on the river, the salmon swimming upstream.” 
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The children leaned closer to the fire, trying to imagine the teacher the 
elder had spoken of. Some closed their eyes, picturing a radiant figure 
walking on the frozen lake, bending down to speak to the polar bears as if 
they were old friends. Others imagined him sitting beside the river, 
humming to the salmon, watching the moose pause to drink from the quiet 
streams. Every child saw the same glow, though each imagined it 
differently. 

Elder Et’sę́ observed them quietly, fingers tracing the worn grooves of a 
birch rod he carried. The rod was a relic from his own teacher long ago, 
etched with marks that counted the moons, the hunts, and the journeys of 
the people. He spoke softly, so that only the children could hear: 

“Do you see, little ones? The world is alive in ways you cannot always 
hear or touch. There are spirits in the ice, messages in the auroras, 
teachings in the river’s flow. One day, you will understand that every 
animal, every stone, every gust of wind has a story to tell. The teacher will 
show you these stories, but you must first learn to watch.” 

Some of the older children squirmed, impatient. “Watching is slow,” said 
Tahoo, a boy with dark eyes and hair that fell in tangles. “Why can’t the 
teacher just appear? Why must we wait?” 

Elder Et’sę́ chuckled, a sound like the rattle of dry branches in the wind. 
“Ah, Tahoo,” he said, “the waiting is the first lesson. Patience is the shadow 
of understanding. To hurry is to miss the footprints in the snow, the first 
scratch of a raven’s claw on a birch, the shimmer of light across a frozen 
lake. All these things are teachers in their own right.” 

Outside, the northern twilight deepened. The aurora began to awaken 
faintly, green and violet ribbons flickering across the darkening sky. The 
children pressed their noses to the frost-covered window, breath fogging 
the glass. “Do you see?” Elder Et’sę́ asked. “Even now, the skies are 
speaking. Even now, the teacher is near, though you cannot see him.” 

He rose slowly, leaning on his birch rod, and gestured for the children to 
follow him outside. The wind bit sharply, but the children did not complain. 
One by one, wrapped in furs and blankets, they stepped into the white 
silence, the snow crunching under their feet. Elder Et’sę́ raised his hands 
to the sky, and the children did the same, lifting their faces to the cold, 
waiting for something they could not name. 

And in that silence, the world seemed to hold its breath. The lake 
stretched before them, a sheet of silver under the rising moon. The 
mountains loomed beyond, jagged and shadowed, their peaks dusted with 
snow that sparkled like crushed stars. Elder Et’sę́ began to hum, a low, 
steady sound that matched the rhythm of the river beneath the ice. The 
children joined in, one by one, their voices soft but certain, blending with 
the wind and the distant call of an owl. 
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In their minds, visions began to form. Anana saw a polar bear standing 
on the ice, large and regal, eyes filled with quiet understanding. It spoke 
without words, teaching courage and gentleness at once. Tahoo saw a 
salmon leaping upstream, its scales flashing like silver fire, reminding him 
of perseverance and the strength to continue against the current. Each 
child saw a different vision, but each felt the same warmth—a spark of light 
that would guide them when the teacher finally arrived. 

Hours passed, though no one could tell exactly how. The children 
huddled together, occasionally glancing at the lake, imagining the luminous 
figure Elder Et’sę́ had described. The elder spoke occasionally, reminding 
them to listen, not just with ears, but with eyes, with hearts, with the 
stillness inside. 

“Stories,” he said, “are living things. They breathe, they move, they grow. 
Some are carried in the mouth, some in the hand, some in the heart. One 
day, you will carry these stories and share them, and the teacher’s words 
will live in you even after he walks away.” 

Finally, when the sky was deep and dark except for the faint flicker of 
auroras, the children began to tire. They returned to the lodge, cheeks red 
from the wind, eyes wide but heavy with sleep. Elder Et’sę́ tucked each 
child into their sleeping mats, covering them with furs and whispering 
blessings for dreams that would prepare them for what was to come. 

As they drifted to sleep, visions continued in their dreams—glowing 
lights over frozen lakes, rivers flowing silver under starlight, animals 
speaking in quiet, solemn tones. And in every dream, the children felt the 
same promise: that one day, a teacher would walk among them, and all 
the lessons hidden in the wind, the snow, and the ice would be revealed. 

Elder Et’sę́ sat alone by the fire long after the children had slept, tracing 
the patterns of the stars and murmuring the ancient words of the prophecy. 
Outside, the northern night was still, yet the air shimmered faintly, as if the 
aurora itself were listening, waiting. Somewhere far to the south, the 
teacher moved closer, guided by forces the children could not yet 
understand, toward the frozen lake that would one day bear witness to his 
coming. 

And so the first part of the prophecy had begun to take root, in the hearts 
of children who would remember, in the winds that carried the scent of 
spruce and ice, and in the quiet pulse of the land itself—a land that was 
patient, eternal, and ready to teach. 

The morning light seeped through the lodge’s cedar walls, pale and cool 
against the lingering smoke from last night’s fire. Elder Et’sę́ had risen 
before dawn, his back bent but steady, and had begun preparing the birch 
rods and ochre ink for the day’s work. Today was not for the children, 
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though they would watch from a distance, curious and eager. Today, the 
elders would meet, and the prophecy would be recorded. 

In the central circle of the lodge, the elders gathered, each carrying the 
weight of seasons, migrations, and memories of teachers long gone. Their 
faces were lined with frost and sun, their hands scarred from bowstrings, 
hunting knives, and the endless shaping of tools. Each elder carried 
knowledge not only of survival, but of the spirit—the ways of the land, the 
animals, and the people. 

Elder Et’sę́ traced a circle in the sand with his birch rod, marking the 
center of their discussion. “We have seen the signs,” he said, his voice low 
but certain. “The children have seen visions. The auroras have grown 
brighter, the ice flows shift in unusual ways. The teacher approaches. We 
must prepare the record of what has been told, and what is yet to come.” 

Another elder, Old Kaash, leaned on his carved walking stick and 
nodded. “Long ago, the southern lodges spoke of travelers of light. They 
taught us to recognize the signs, to understand when the land speaks of a 
new guide. This is no ordinary winter. The air itself trembles with 
anticipation.” 

The elders spoke quietly among themselves, each comment weighed 
carefully, each gesture deliberate. They shared stories of past teachers 
who had passed through their lands—wisdom that lingered like mist over 
a river, lessons carried in the mouth of a wolf, the flight of geese, the tracks 
of a caribou across snow. They spoke of how previous teachers had been 
ignored or feared, and how the people had suffered when the lessons were 
lost. 

Elder Et’sę́ lifted a hand, silencing the room. “We cannot afford to lose 
the path again. The teacher will walk among us, yes, but the story must 
survive him. The children are watching, the rivers are flowing, and the land 
itself waits. We must write the record, so that when he comes, we may 
understand and remember.” 

The elders bent over birch bark and copper plates, inscribing the 
patterns of moons, seasons, and migrations. Each mark was a story, each 
stroke a prayer. Et’sę́ traced the rivers from the south to the north, marking 
where the teachers had walked, where the people had gathered, and 
where the ice shifted most treacherously. The symbols were both practical 
and spiritual, a map of life and wisdom intertwined. 

Old Kaash spoke again. “We must teach the children, yes, but slowly. 
Let them grow into understanding. The teacher does not come to entertain 
or to show miracles for amusement. He comes to guide hearts, to open 
eyes, to connect our lives to the cycles that sustain us. We prepare not 
only the record, but the minds that will carry it forward.” 

Outside the lodge, the wind had risen to a steady howl, rattling the roof 
and shaking loose clumps of snow from nearby evergreens. The elders 
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paused to listen, as if the wind itself carried messages from distant lands. 
Some believed it carried the voice of the teacher, though no eyes had seen 
him yet. Others felt the wind spoke to the land, reminding all living things 
of the harmony that must be preserved. 

As the morning stretched on, the elders rotated their duties. Some 
carved symbols into copper plates, others painted patterns onto birch bark 
with pigments made from berries and clay. Each task was ceremonial, 
each movement an act of reverence. Et’sę́ paused often to instruct the 
younger apprentices, showing them the proper strokes, the order of the 
moons, the significance of each river bend. 

“The land is patient,” Et’sę́ reminded them. “It waits for no one, yet it 
nurtures all. To understand the teacher, you must first understand this 
patience. Watch the bear hunt, watch the salmon swim, watch the moose 
lift its head from the riverbank. Observe, and you will know what to do when 
the teacher arrives.” 

The apprentices nodded, though some fidgeted, eager to see the 
teacher now rather than wait for the distant promise. Et’sę́ chuckled softly. 
“Curiosity is good,” he said, “but impatience clouds the eyes. Learn to see 
slowly, and you will see far.” 

By midday, a pot of boiling water had been set over the fire, filled with 
small fish and herbs gathered from the frozen streams. The smell drifted 
through the lodge, mingling with the smoke and the scent of pine. The 
elders ate quietly, pausing often to speak in hushed tones about what the 
teacher might teach, how the land might change, and the importance of 
ensuring that every child, every apprentice, understood the stories they 
were about to inherit. 

When the meal was finished, the elders gathered again in a circle, this 
time for prayer. They spoke to the spirits of the land, calling for guidance, 
clarity, and protection for those who would witness the teacher’s arrival. 
Et’sę́ led them, hands raised, eyes closed, voice rising over the wind 
outside. The children, peering through the doorway, watched the smoke 
curl and shimmer in the sunlight, believing that some of it carried the words 
directly to the teacher, wherever he was. 

As the day waned, the elders finished their work. Copper plates were 
bound into bundles, birch bark sheets stacked carefully and tied with sinew. 
Each mark, each symbol, each word of the prophecy had been recorded. 
Yet Et’sę́ knew that the true teaching had only begun. The teacher had not 
yet walked on the frozen lake, had not yet spoken to the children, had not 
yet moved through the land with the patience of wind and snow. 

“Tonight,” Et’sę́ said quietly to the others, “we watch and we wait. We 
have prepared the record, we have prepared the children, we have listened 
to the land. Now we wait for the signs.” 
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The lodge grew still, the sun dropping behind distant mountains, the 
shadows stretching long and cold across the frozen plains. Even the wind 
softened, as if it, too, wished to watch and wait. And somewhere beyond 
the horizon, the first hints of light stirred—the aurora, faint and distant, 
whispering across the northern sky, carrying the promise of a teacher who 
would walk among them, whose footsteps would echo through generations 
yet unborn. 

Elder Et’sę́ rose, walking to the doorway. His breath formed clouds in 
the air, mingling with the rising smoke of the lodge. He looked to the stars, 
to the shifting light on the snow, to the river frozen in silver. “Soon,” he 
whispered. “He comes soon.” 

And in the hush of twilight, the northern world held its breath, listening 
for the first step of a light that would never be forgotten. 

Night had fallen over the frozen plains, stretching its shadowy fingers 
across the lodge and the distant mountains. The wind had softened to a 
whisper, carrying faint scents of spruce and snow-dusted earth. Inside, the 
fire had been banked low, sending warm amber light flickering across the 
walls, and the children slept under layers of furs, their breaths shallow and 
steady. Yet though their eyes were closed, the world outside had not 
released its secrets. 

Anana dreamed first. In her vision, the frozen lake shimmered like glass 
under a sky of swirling light. A figure walked across the ice, leaving no 
footprints, radiant and steady. Its eyes were pools of calm, reflecting the 
aurora above. Polar bears circled, their massive forms moving with 
reverence, as though guarding the teacher’s passage. He spoke not in 
words but in gestures, guiding them, teaching them to spare, to 
understand, to live in harmony. The children felt a warmth spreading 
through their chest, a spark of something ancient and alive. 

Tahoo’s dream was different, though no less vivid. He saw the river, 
frozen in places, rushing in others, silver threads weaving through the 
landscape. Salmon leapt upstream, their scales glinting like fire, and the 
moose lifted its head from the riverbank to watch. From the sky descended 
ribbons of green and violet light, dancing like flames yet soft as feathers. 
He felt a presence beside him, steady and calm, and though he could not 
see a face, he understood that the teacher was near. Every movement of 
the animals, every shimmer in the ice, carried lessons he was only 
beginning to comprehend. 

Across the lodge, other children dreamt of wolves speaking in low tones, 
of ravens guiding lost travelers, of snow forming shapes in the moonlight 
that told of journeys yet to come. Even the eldest apprentices, though older 
and wiser, felt the pull of these visions. The dreams were more than 
imagination—they were portents, whispers from the land and the stars, 
calling the people to attention, to readiness. 
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Outside, Elder Et’sę́ sat near the doorway, wrapped in furs and staring 
at the sky. Though he had seen many auroras in his long life, tonight’s 
display was unlike any before. Streams of green and violet flickered, 
dancing across the northern heavens, converging into a column of light that 
seemed to reach from the ice to the stars themselves. He knew the teacher 
was near, and yet he also knew that the coming was measured in patience, 
in careful observation, in respect for the rhythms of the land. 

He traced symbols in the snow with his fingers, circles and lines 
representing the rivers, the lakes, the mountains, the sun, and the moon. 
Each mark was a prayer, each stroke a hope that the children and the 
people would understand the lessons as they unfolded. The aurora 
shimmered over his fingers, and he imagined that the light itself was 
weaving stories into the land. 

Hours passed, silent and slow, the northern night stretching its frozen 
fingers across every tree and river. The children shifted in their sleep, 
murmuring softly, as visions of radiant figures and animals danced through 
their minds. Anana reached out in her dream, feeling a warmth that had no 
source, a presence that promised guidance. Tahoo awoke briefly, staring 
at the ceiling of the lodge, sensing the same light that the elder had felt, 
though he could not yet name it. 

In the lodge, the elders stirred quietly, moving without disturbing the 
sleeping children. They spoke in whispers, recounting the signs they had 
observed earlier: the shifting ice on the lake, the unusual migration patterns 
of the caribou, the sudden appearance of ravens where none had been 
seen before. Each detail was carefully noted, each interpreted with 
knowledge accumulated over generations. 

Elder Et’sę́ bent close to a small bundle of birch bark, sketching symbols 
to capture the visions he and the children had seen. “The land speaks,” he 
whispered, “and those who listen will understand. The teacher’s arrival is 
not merely a moment, but a process, unfolding in light, in ice, in the 
animals, and in the hearts of those who are ready to see.” 

A sudden gust of wind rattled the lodge’s roof, and Et’sę́ felt the presence 
of the northern spirits moving among the trees. He rose, leaning on his 
birch rod, and stepped outside once more. The air was sharp, crisp, and 
full of movement. The aurora had intensified, twisting into shapes that 
reminded him of the polar bear, the salmon, and the moose—the creatures 
that would carry the first lessons of the teacher. He raised his hands to the 
sky, palms open, and whispered a prayer for the children, for the people, 
and for the land itself. 

By midnight, the lodge was silent but for the occasional creak of wood 
and the soft breathing of sleeping children. Yet Et’sę́ remained awake, 
tracing the patterns of light across the sky and feeling the pulse of the land 
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beneath his feet. Every shift in the wind, every distant howl of wolves, every 
flutter of the aurora was a message, a sign that the prophecy was unfolding 
exactly as it should. 

Finally, as the first faint glow of northern dawn touched the horizon, Elder 
Et’sę́ returned to his place near the fire. He watched the children stirring, 
their dreams slowly giving way to waking. Though they had seen only 
glimpses, Et’sę́ knew they carried seeds of understanding that would grow 
with time. Each child had glimpsed the teacher in their own way, through 
visions that blended the land, the animals, and the light into lessons of 
courage, patience, and care. 

He spoke softly to the apprentices and the elders nearby. “Remember 
this night,” he said. “The land has spoken. The children have listened. 
Soon, the teacher will walk among us, and every story, every vision, every 
lesson we have prepared will find its place in the world.” 

Outside, the aurora faded gradually, leaving the sky a deep indigo 
sprinkled with stars. The northern wind shifted, carrying the scent of ice 
and snow, of spruce and cedar, of rivers waiting to awaken with spring. 
The land had spoken, the children had listened, and the elders had 
recorded their knowledge. The first chapter of the prophecy was complete, 
but the story was only beginning. 

And somewhere far beyond the mountains and the frozen lakes, the 
teacher began his journey north, guided by forces unseen, toward a land 
that was patient, eternal, and ready to teach. 

Chapter 2 – The Journey North 
The snow lay thick across the plains, sparkling in the weak morning sun 

as if the earth itself had been sprinkled with crushed crystals. Smoke from 
distant lodges drifted lazily toward the horizon, curling above the forests 
like silent prayers. Elder Et’sę́ and a small group of trusted elders and 
apprentices had gathered at the edge of the village, preparing for the 
journey north. In their hands were the birch scrolls, copper plates etched 
with the prophecy, and bundles of dried meat, furs, and tools. Every item 
carried purpose; every step they would take was guided by generations of 
observation and wisdom. 

“Remember,” Et’sę́ said, his voice carrying across the frozen clearing, 
“this journey is not merely to deliver scrolls. It is to carry knowledge, to 
witness the signs, to prepare the land and the people for what is to come. 
Watch the skies, watch the rivers, watch the movements of the animals. All 
are teachers on this path.” 

The apprentices nodded, adjusting their packs and checking their sleds. 
Young Anana, now six years old, felt a thrill at the thought of leaving the 
lodge, though she was careful to keep pace with her elders. Tahoo, older 
and braver in his own estimation, led the way with a sense of 
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determination, glancing occasionally at the horizon where mountains rose 
like jagged teeth against the sky. 

Their path took them first along the frozen river, which curved like a silver 
ribbon across the landscape. Snow-covered pines lined its banks, their 
branches heavy with ice, and the occasional moose or caribou appeared 
as shadowed figures in the distance, pausing to observe the travelers 
before moving quietly onward. Elder Et’sę́ pointed out tracks in the snow. 
“See here,” he said, bending to trace the marks of a fox. “Even the smallest 
creature teaches us something. Watch its path, and you will learn patience 
and cleverness.” 

The journey was slow, each mile measured with care. Sled dogs trotted 
ahead, their breath misting in the cold air, paws crunching against the hard-
packed snow. Children stumbled at first, their boots not yet accustomed to 
the icy crust, but the elders guided them patiently. Meals were taken 
sparingly, stopping beside streams where the water ran beneath ice, 
melting into small pools that reflected the pale sky. Each stop became an 
opportunity to teach: how to read the snow, how to tell which way the river 
was flowing beneath its frozen skin, and how to honor the land even while 
moving across it. 

As they traveled farther north, the landscape began to change. Trees 
thinned and then disappeared entirely, leaving the travelers in a world of 
open plains and distant ridges. The wind became sharper, cutting across 
exposed skin, yet it carried a sense of clarity. Elder Et’sę́ raised his hand 
to the sky, feeling the pulse of the northern light in the aurora that danced 
faintly even in the daytime. “He is near,” he whispered, though none could 
see him yet. “We walk the path he will walk. The land remembers him, as 
must we.” 

Night fell earlier in these latitudes, and the travelers set camp under a 
blanket of stars. The aurora swirled above, green and violet ribbons 
twisting and bending like living things. Fires were lit carefully, smoke curling 
into the sky as the children huddled close, listening to the elders recount 
tales of teachers who had walked among the people centuries before. 
Some stories were of miraculous feats; others were subtle lessons, of 
courage, patience, and respect for the land. All of them carried wisdom the 
travelers would need for the journey ahead. 

During one long evening, as the fire crackled and the wind whispered 
across the ice, Elder Et’sę́ spoke to the group. “Remember the prophecy,” 
he said, “and remember what you carry. These scrolls, these plates, are 
not mere words. They are a promise. The teacher will come, and when he 
does, the lessons will unfold in ways we cannot yet see. The journey north 
is both literal and spiritual. Observe, remember, and prepare your hearts.” 

The children dreamed that night beneath the shimmering sky. Anana 
imagined a figure walking across the ice, hands extended to the wolves 
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and the caribou alike, teaching without words. Tahoo saw the salmon 
leaping upstream, their scales reflecting the aurora, reminding him that 
strength comes from persistence, even against the harshest current. Each 
child felt a spark of light in their chest, a premonition that the journey itself 
was part of the teaching. 

The next morning, the travelers continued, following the frozen rivers 
that twisted through valleys and mountains. Occasional sightings of wildlife 
marked the path: a fox darting into the snow, a raven circling above, a 
moose pausing at the riverbank to drink. Elder Et’sę́ encouraged the 
apprentices to note each sign, to learn the rhythms of the land. “This is 
what the teacher will teach,” he said. “Not only through his words, but 
through the world itself. Observe, and you will understand what cannot be 
told.” 

As the sun arced low across the northern sky, the group reached a ridge 
overlooking the expanse of Sahtú. The lake stretched beneath them, silver 
and vast, its frozen surface reflecting the last light of day. A hush fell over 
the travelers. Even the dogs seemed to pause, noses lifted, ears alert. The 
elders exchanged glances, a mix of anticipation and reverence. 

“The teacher will come here,” Elder Et’sę́ murmured. “The lake will bear 
witness. Watch, all of you. Watch and remember.” 

The first Part of the journey ended with them setting camp on the ridge, 
snow and ice stretching endlessly below. Fires were lit, furs laid out, and 
the children settled, eyes wide with wonder and quiet excitement. The 
aurora above swirled like a living crown, dancing with colors that spoke of 
journeys begun, lessons yet to unfold, and the promise of a teacher who 
would walk among them soon. 

The morning dawned cold and sharp. A thin layer of frost coated the 
sleds, the birch scrolls, and the children’s mittens, sparkling like crushed 
glass in the pale sunlight. Elder Et’sę́ gathered the travelers at the river’s 
edge, his breath steaming in the air. “The ice may look solid,” he said, “but 
it is a teacher in itself. Listen to it. Feel its rhythm. Step carefully, or it will 
teach you lessons the hard way.” 

The river stretched ahead, a silver ribbon twisting through the plains. In 
some places, the ice was thick and smooth, reflecting the sky; in others, it 
was fractured, jagged, or partially melted, forming dark pools that hinted at 
the rushing water beneath. The apprentices watched closely as Et’sę́ 
demonstrated how to test the ice with a long pole, listening to the subtle 
hollow sounds that foretold its strength or weakness. 

Anana and Tahoo followed cautiously, sled dogs trailing behind, their 
paws crunching over snow and ice. Tahoo wanted to rush ahead, eager to 
prove his courage, but Et’sę́ placed a firm hand on his shoulder. “Courage 
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without caution is a fool’s lesson,” he said. “Patience is the path to 
understanding. Watch the ice, watch the wind, and you will know the way.” 

The journey across the river was slow. The travelers paused often, 
circling around thin patches, lifting sleds over jagged ice, and occasionally 
sliding over safe expanses with careful guidance. The children learned to 
read the subtle cues: a faint crack beneath a sled runner, a shimmer in the 
ice, a sudden gust that signaled unstable snow. Each obstacle became a 
lesson, each step a test of awareness and humility. 

As they moved farther north, the wind intensified, sweeping across the 
frozen river with biting force. Snowflakes stung their cheeks and eyes, and 
the cold gnawed at fingers and toes despite thick furs. Yet even in the 
harshness, there were signs of life and wonder. A fox darted across the 
ice, its red fur a flare of warmth against the white; a raven circled overhead, 
its sharp cry cutting through the wind. Et’sę́ paused to point out the subtle 
messages in the animals’ behavior. 

“See how the fox moves?” he said. “Every step is deliberate. It is aware 
of the wind, the snow, and the river beneath. So too must you be aware. 
The teacher will not always guide you by words; he teaches through 
observation, through the patterns of the land and the creatures that live 
upon it.” 

The apprentices nodded, scribbling marks on their small birch boards, 
recording not only the lessons of the journey but the rhythms of the river, 
the ice, and the wind. The children mirrored their elders, trying to notice 
every crack in the ice, every shift in the clouds, every movement in the 
distance. Each detail became a thread in a growing tapestry of 
understanding. 

At midday, the travelers paused at a small bluff overlooking the river. 
The ice stretched endlessly below, fractured in places, smooth in others, 
reflecting the faint shimmer of the northern light. Fires were lit in sheltered 
pockets, and the group shared dried meat and warm broth. Even in their 
meal, lessons continued. Et’sę́ spoke of the salmon that swam against the 
current, of the caribou that followed ancient migratory paths, of the moose 
that lifted its head from the riverbank with quiet awareness. 

“The world is alive,” he said, “and every living thing has a story. Some 
are gentle, some are fierce, some are fleeting. The teacher will show you 
how to read these stories. But the journey begins here, in the frozen river, 
in the wind, in the careful steps you take each day.” 

After the brief rest, the group resumed their trek. The sun dipped low, 
casting long shadows across the fractured ice. Suddenly, a subtle shift in 
the northern light caught their attention. Green and violet ribbons of aurora 
shimmered faintly above the distant horizon, twisting and turning in ways 
that seemed almost deliberate. The children froze, awe spreading across 
their faces. 
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“Look,” Et’sę́ whispered. “Do you see? Even now, the teacher 
approaches. The land responds to his presence, though none have yet 
seen him. Pay attention, for the signs are everywhere.” 

Anana pointed to a distant cluster of trees where the snow seemed to 
glow faintly. Tahoo noticed the tracks of a lone wolf crossing the ice, 
moving with purpose and calm. Each child felt the same thrill, a spark of 
anticipation that quickened the heartbeat and sharpened the senses. They 
did not yet know who the teacher was, or when he would arrive, but the 
land itself seemed to whisper that the waiting was nearly over. 

As evening fell, the group faced a particularly treacherous stretch of 
river. The ice was fractured and thin, water flowing swiftly beneath. Et’sę́ 
and the other elders tested each path, carefully marking the safest route 
with small sticks. The apprentices followed, holding hands and sleds 
steady, while the children mirrored their movements with wide, careful 
eyes. One wrong step could plunge them into icy water, and the elders 
reminded them constantly to move deliberately, with awareness and 
humility. 

The trials of ice and wind were not merely physical. The children learned 
to manage fear, to watch the reactions of their bodies and minds, to 
recognize when haste or pride could lead them astray. Every step across 
the fragile river became a meditation, every careful movement a lesson in 
patience and courage. 

By nightfall, the travelers had crossed safely, though exhausted. They 
set camp in a sheltered cove, protected from the biting wind. Fires burned 
low, casting flickering shadows across the ice and snow. The children lay 
close to their elders, whispering of what they had seen: the shimmering 
auroras, the purposeful wolves, the careful steps across fragile ice. Even 
in sleep, they felt the pull of the teacher, as if some unseen presence were 
walking just beyond the horizon, guiding their path. 

Elder Et’sę́ watched over them, his eyes reflecting the faint northern 
light. He whispered a prayer for strength, vigilance, and understanding. 
“The journey is not yet complete,” he said softly, “but the lessons have 
begun. Soon, we will see him. And when we do, we will understand why 
every step, every observation, every moment of patience has been 
necessary.” 

The aurora danced across the sky, faint but insistent, as if heralding the 
approach of the Light. The northern wind carried whispers through the 
trees and across the ice, messages meant for those who could listen. And 
the travelers, weary but alert, slept with hearts full of anticipation, ready for 
the moments when the prophecy would begin to unfold before their eyes. 

The morning air carried a thin bite, sharper than the previous days, as 
the travelers crested a ridge overlooking the expanse of Sahtú. From this 
vantage, the lake stretched wide and pale beneath the winter sun, its 
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surface a shimmering sheet of ice, reflecting the soft green and violet of 
the early aurora. Elder Et’sę́ paused, leaning on his birch rod, and motioned 
for the group to stop. 

“Look carefully,” he said, voice hushed with reverence. “Do you feel it? 
The land remembers him. The wind, the water, the ice—they all hold 
memory. We are approaching the place where prophecy meets reality.” 

The children huddled close, their breath rising in small clouds that 
dissolved into the cold air. Anana’s eyes widened as she peered at the 
distant horizon, where the ice seemed to glimmer unusually, as if the lake 
itself had begun to glow from within. Tahoo squinted, pointing at a faint 
column of light that appeared, stretching upward toward the sky. It was 
subtle, almost ethereal, but unmistakable. 

“Do you see that?” Et’sę́ asked, kneeling beside them. “That is the first 
sign. The Light is near.” 

The travelers descended carefully toward the lake, following a narrow, 
well-worn path etched into the snow from generations of hunters and 
fishers. Every step was deliberate, every movement guided by awareness 
of the land and the signs it offered. Elder Et’sę́ stopped often to gesture 
toward the ice, pointing out cracks, frozen ridges, and subtle shifts in color 
that revealed currents and eddies beneath the surface. 

“Observe,” he instructed. “The lake speaks to us. The teacher’s 
presence will not always be in form; sometimes it comes through the land, 
through the wind, through the ice itself. Be ready to recognize him in ways 
you cannot yet name.” 

The apprentices nodded, eyes wide with both awe and attention, 
copying his gestures and tracing similar observations in small birch boards. 
The children followed suit, marking their first lessons in seeing the world 
through the careful lens of patience and observation. Even the sled dogs 
seemed alert, ears twitching at faint sounds carried across the frozen 
surface. 

By midday, they reached a small promontory overlooking the central 
expanse of the lake. From here, the full scale of Sahtú revealed itself. The 
ice stretched like a silver mirror, interrupted only by ridges of snow and 
occasional dark patches where currents ran strong beneath. The aurora 
shimmered faintly above, green and violet light twisting lazily across the 
sky. 

“It is beautiful,” whispered Anana, her small hands clutching the edges 
of her fur coat. “It feels… alive.” 

“Yes,” Et’sę́ said, smiling. “The land breathes here. The Light moves 
across it. Soon, we will see him, though we must wait and watch carefully. 
Impatience will cloud our understanding.” 
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The travelers set camp near the promontory, stacking furs and lighting 
small fires to ward off the creeping chill. The children huddled close to the 
elders, listening intently as stories of previous teachers and the 
significance of the lake were recounted. Old Kaash described how the 
northern waters had always served as a mirror for the divine, reflecting 
lessons hidden in light and shadow, teaching vigilance, humility, and 
harmony. 

As night fell, the aurora grew more vibrant, its colors stretching and 
bending in ways that seemed almost intentional. The children pressed their 
faces to the snow, staring upward in silence. Tahoo whispered to Anana, 
“Do you think we’ll see him tonight?” 

Elder Et’sę́ approached, placing a firm hand on each child’s shoulder. 
“Perhaps,” he said. “Or perhaps in another way. Remember, the teacher 
does not always come in forms we expect. Sometimes the Light itself is the 
message, the lesson, the teacher. Watch carefully, and open your hearts. 
Then you will understand.” 

The wind rose gently, carrying with it the scent of distant spruce and the 
faint tang of the river beneath the ice. A lone raven circled above, its cry 
echoing across the frozen expanse. Every child felt a shiver of anticipation, 
a quiet stirring in their hearts that told them the moment of arrival was 
drawing near. 

Hours passed in silent observation. The children took turns scanning the 
horizon, noting the smallest details: a reflection in the ice, the subtle 
movements of a distant caribou, the pattern of the aurora shifting above. 
Even the smallest signs seemed significant. Every gust of wind, every 
ripple in the frozen lake, every glimmer of light felt like a whisper from the 
teacher, guiding their awareness, sharpening their senses. 

Late into the night, Elder Et’sę́ spoke quietly to the apprentices, his eyes 
fixed on the aurora. “He is here,” he said softly. “Perhaps you cannot see 
him yet, but the land remembers, and the Light begins its walk across 
Sahtú. Tomorrow, all will become clear. For now, we wait, we observe, we 
ready our hearts.” 

The children, though sleepy, lay awake under their furs, gazing at the 
luminous sky. Their dreams mingled with reality: visions of a radiant figure 
walking across ice, the aurora bending around him, polar bears standing 
in quiet reverence, salmon leaping upstream in silver arcs. Each child felt 
the same anticipation, the same understanding that the teacher’s arrival 
was imminent and that every lesson they had observed on the journey had 
prepared them for this moment. 

Before sleep finally claimed them, Anana whispered, “I think I can feel 
him, even though I cannot see him.” 

“Yes,” Tahoo replied softly. “I think the Light itself is him, teaching us 
already.” 
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Elder Et’sę́, listening to their words, smiled. He traced a circle in the snow 
with his birch rod, marking the rivers, mountains, and lakes that had guided 
them here. “Yes,” he whispered. “The teacher is here. And tomorrow, all 
eyes will witness the Light over Sahtú, and the lessons of the north will 
begin in earnest.” 

The aurora twisted overhead, casting long shadows on the ice, painting 
the snow in shifting hues of green and violet. The wind carried soft 
whispers across the frozen plains, a promise of arrival, a herald of 
teachings yet to unfold. The northern world held its breath, and the 
children, apprentices, and elders waited with hearts open, ready to witness 
the Light that would walk among them, carrying wisdom for generations to 
come. 

The northern night was deep and still, broken only by the gentle crackle 
of fires and the soft murmur of the river beneath its frozen sheet. The 
travelers had gathered on the promontory overlooking Sahtú, anticipation 
thick in the air. The aurora above swirled in brilliant greens and violets, 
dancing like flames across the stars. It was beautiful, but the children felt it 
was more than beauty—it was a herald. Every flicker, every pulse of light, 
seemed to vibrate with meaning, calling them to attention. 

Elder Et’sę́ stood at the edge of the ice, the wind tugging at his fur robes, 
eyes fixed on the lake. “Remember,” he said softly, “the Light does not 
come to dazzle. It comes to teach, to guide, to reveal what has been hidden 
in hearts and minds. Watch closely. Listen closely. And open yourselves.” 

The children pressed closer, small hands tucked into furs, hearts beating 
quickly. Anana clutched Tahoo’s arm. “Do you see it?” she whispered, 
voice trembling with excitement. 

Tahoo nodded, his gaze fixed on the center of the lake. “There,” he said. 
“Do you see that glow?” 

A soft column of radiance emerged from the ice near the center of Sahtú. 
It was pale at first, almost like moonlight refracted through frost, but it grew 
steadily, expanding and brightening. The children gasped. The elders 
exchanged solemn looks. The Light was unlike anything they had 
imagined—not merely a glow, but a presence, a shimmer that seemed to 
pulse with awareness, moving as though the lake itself had taken breath. 

Elder Et’sę́ raised his birch rod toward the sky, drawing the children’s 
attention. “The teacher is here,” he said. “But not yet as you expect. Watch 
carefully, and the lesson will come.” 

The Light began to move, gliding across the frozen surface with a grace 
that defied the wind and ice. Shadows shifted around it, forming shapes 
the children recognized: the silhouette of a polar bear, the leap of a salmon, 
the watchful stance of a moose. Each vision was brief, dissolving into the 
column before reappearing elsewhere, as if the Light itself were weaving 
the lessons into the fabric of the night. 
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Anana reached forward, eyes wide. “It’s… teaching!” she whispered. 
“Yes,” Elder Et’sę́ said. “This is how it begins. Not with words alone, but 

with vision, with observation. Remember everything you see, for the 
teacher’s lessons are in every movement, every shimmer, every reflection.” 

The Light pulsed again, brighter this time, and a soft, melodic hum rose 
from the ice. It was a sound that was not sound, a vibration that seemed to 
resonate directly within the chest, filling hearts with a calm certainty. Tahoo 
felt it in his bones, a quiet reassurance that they were exactly where they 
needed to be, witnessing exactly what they were meant to see. 

A sudden shift of color in the aurora above drew the group’s attention. 
The Light seemed to respond, bending and arching like a bow toward the 
sky, bridging the frozen lake with the heavens. The children, though 
shivering, felt a warmth in their hearts, a connection that went beyond sight 
or sound. Even the sled dogs were still, ears pricked, as if sensing a 
presence far greater than the human travelers. 

Elder Et’sę́ stepped closer to the edge, voice low and reverent. “He 
approaches the shore. Watch how the Light moves. Every gesture, every 
reflection, is a teaching. Notice the patience, the gentleness, the respect 
for life in every motion.” 

From the column of radiance, a form began to emerge. At first, it was 
indistinct, like light bending through fog. Then, slowly, a figure appeared, 
tall and radiant, moving with grace across the ice. Eyes that were both 
gentle and piercing met those of the children, elders, and apprentices alike. 
Though no words had yet been spoken, every heart felt the weight of his 
presence, the authority of one who carried understanding far beyond the 
frozen land. 

The children gasped and whispered, their voices a chorus of awe. “He’s 
here,” Anana breathed. “He’s real.” 

The figure came to the edge of the ice nearest the travelers and paused, 
bowing slightly, hands open in greeting. Elder Et’sę́ stepped forward, laying 
his birch rod upon the ice as a symbol of respect and recognition. The other 
elders knelt in quiet reverence. The Light pulsed once more, radiating 
warmth that belied the cold of the northern night. 

Then the teacher spoke, his voice a blend of sound and resonance that 
seemed to echo directly in the mind rather than the ears. “I have come,” he 
said, “to walk with you, to learn your ways, and to share the path that links 
all life. Watch closely, for the land, the animals, and the wind are my 
messengers. All lessons are intertwined, and each heart must understand 
them in its own time.” 

The children felt a thrill run through them. Every fear, every doubt melted 
beneath the weight of his presence. Tahoo knelt, his forehead almost 
touching the snow, while Anana leaned forward, absorbing the Light as if 
it were a sunbeam that had penetrated her very being. The elders 



 

49 

maintained their calm, but their eyes glimmered with recognition: this was 
the fulfillment of the prophecy, the teacher who had been spoken of in the 
birch scrolls and copper plates. 

For hours, they watched the teacher move across the ice, speaking in 
gestures, humming soft melodies, and interacting with the land. Polar 
bears paused respectfully at a distance, moose lifted their heads from the 
frozen rivers, and salmon seemed to shimmer in the ice beneath the 
surface, as if acknowledging his presence. Every movement carried 
meaning, teaching patience, respect, and the interconnectedness of life. 

Finally, as the first light of dawn brushed the horizon, the teacher 
approached the promontory. He smiled gently at the children, 
acknowledging their curiosity and courage. Elder Et’sę́ stepped forward 
and spoke: “Welcome, Light of the North. We have waited, watched, and 
learned in preparation. Teach us now, and we will remember every lesson, 
every vision, every step.” 

The teacher inclined his head, and the aurora above flared one last time, 
casting long ribbons of green and violet across the ice. The northern world 
seemed to pause in awe, a breath held in reverence. And in that moment, 
the first true teaching began, not in words alone, but in presence, in 
observation, and in the quiet understanding that the Light had arrived 
among them at last. 

Chapter 3 – The Polar Bear and the Wind 
The morning after the Light had first appeared over Sahtú, the travelers 

awoke to a world transformed. Snow glittered with a brilliance that seemed 
to pulse in harmony with the aurora. Birds chirped softly, though it was 
midwinter, and the distant caribou herds moved in patterns that seemed 
guided by unseen hands. Children, apprentices, and elders alike felt the 
weight of the previous night’s encounter in their hearts. The teacher had 
arrived, and the lessons had begun. 

Yahaawzhowa walked among them as if he had always been part of 
their world. He was gentle but deliberate, his steps measured, his eyes 
observing not only the land but the people, learning their language, their 
customs, and the rhythm of their daily life. The children felt drawn to him, 
curious yet cautious, as if sensing that this presence was unlike any other. 

That morning, he joined the hunters as they prepared to leave for the 
ice-fished lakes. He carried no weapons, only a small satchel containing 
dried herbs and birch-bark tablets, which he used to record observations. 
Elder Et’sę́ watched from a distance, noting how seamlessly 
Yahaawzhowa moved with the people. He did not command or demand; 
he observed, assisted, and spoke only when necessary, teaching through 
example. 

The first Aadizookaan - teaching came unexpectedly. A young 
apprentice had stumbled while dragging a sled across a fragile patch of 
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ice, causing a small crash that sent everyone flinching. The children held 
their breath, expecting scolding or impatience, but Yahaawzhowa merely 
smiled. He knelt beside the sled, running his hand over the ice to test its 
thickness, and then gestured toward the horizon. 

“See the polar bear?” he asked softly. The children turned to follow his 
gaze. On a distant ridge, a massive bear moved with quiet authority, 
pausing occasionally to lift its head and sniff the cold air. Its presence was 
commanding yet calm, its steps measured with patience and care. 

“Notice how it moves,” Yahaawzhowa continued. “It does not rush, even 
when hungry. It does not strike every creature it sees. It chooses carefully, 
understanding the life it affects. In its strength, there is also restraint. In its 
patience, there is wisdom. The wind guides it, yet it does not fear the wind. 
It listens to the land and acts with humility.” 

The children watched, fascinated. Anana whispered to Tahoo, “It’s… 
powerful, but gentle.” 

“Yes,” he replied. “I think that’s what he wants us to see. Strength isn’t 
only about force. It’s about knowing when to act—and when not to.” 

Yahaawzhowa smiled, nodding. “Exactly. Strength joined with humility 
is the first lesson. Just as the bear observes and chooses, so too must we. 
Observe the ice, the wind, the animals, and each other. Learn patience. 
Learn to act with understanding, not impulse.” 

Over the next hours, Yahaawzhowa moved among the people, assisting 
with the sleds, teaching children to recognize the sounds of cracking ice, 
the scent of approaching snow, and the subtle footprints of animals. He 
spoke of the bear often, reminding them that every creature, even the 
smallest, carried lessons if they watched carefully. 

At midday, the group paused near a frozen stream. Yahaawzhowa knelt, 
dipping his hands into the icy water and letting the current flow through his 
fingers. He looked to the children. “The river teaches as well,” he said. “It 
flows steadily, carving paths through stone and earth alike. Patience and 
persistence shape the land as much as strength and courage. Learn from 
the bear, from the river, from the wind. And carry those lessons within you.” 

The children followed his example, letting their hands skim the water 
beneath the ice, feeling its cold, relentless flow. The apprentices recorded 
each word on birch boards, while the elders observed silently, 
understanding that the first Aadizookaan - teaching was also a lesson in 
living: integrating wisdom with action, humility with strength. 

As the sun dipped low, casting long shadows across the snow, 
Yahaawzhowa gathered the children and apprentices near a grove of 
spruce. He gestured to the bear now visible on a distant ridge, moving 
slowly toward the edge of the forest. “The bear lives in harmony with its 
world. It takes only what is needed. It listens to the wind, watches the sky, 
and respects the life it touches. In every choice, it teaches the balance of 
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strength and care. Remember this, for it will guide you in times of decision, 
fear, or uncertainty.” 

The children nodded, wide-eyed, understanding more with their hearts 
than with words. Tahoo whispered, “I think I understand. Strength without 
care… it’s not really strength at all.” 

Anana added softly, “And patience makes it stronger.” 
Yahaawzhowa smiled. “Yes. You see well. Let these lessons guide you, 

as the bear’s footsteps guide the snow. Every day, every action, every 
breath is an opportunity to practice the balance you have witnessed.” 

By nightfall, the group returned to their camp. Fires were lit, furs 
arranged for warmth, and the children recounted the day’s lessons to one 
another. The apprentices carefully copied Yahaawzhowa’s words onto 
birch bark, noting the Aadizookaan - teaching and the observations that 
accompanied it. The elders spoke quietly among themselves, recognizing 
that the teacher’s method—gentle, deliberate, and observant—was 
already transforming the way the children saw the land and each other. 

That night, as the aurora swirled overhead, the children dreamed of the 
polar bear walking across the frozen plains, guided by wind and light, 
strong yet gentle, patient yet determined. Even in their sleep, the lesson 
sank deep: that true strength was inseAadizookaan - teaching from 
humility, that observation was as important as action, and that the world 
itself was a teacher if they only watched carefully. 

Elder Et’sę́ watched the children, a quiet smile on his face. “The Light 
has come,” he whispered to himself. “And now it teaches, as the prophecy 
promised. We are witnesses, and we are students. The journey has begun 
in earnest.” 

Chapter 3 – Part 2: The Salmon That Swam Up Twice 
The morning air was crisp, carrying the scent of ice and spruce as the 

travelers prepared to move along the Deh Cho River. The frozen plains 
gave way to forested banks, where the river meandered beneath a sheet 
of glistening ice and occasional open water. Birds flitted along the edges, 
and the faint ripple of moving water spoke of life flowing beneath the 
surface. 

Yahaawzhowa walked beside the children and apprentices, hands 
tucked into his robes, eyes scanning the river and its currents. “Today,” he 
said softly, “we watch the salmon. You will see the story of perseverance 
unfold before your eyes, and you will learn that renewal comes through 
patience and persistence.” 

The children leaned forward, their eyes following his gaze. Anana 
whispered to Tahoo, “Salmon? In the winter?” 

He shrugged, equally captivated. “He means in the story, I think.” 
Yahaawzhowa smiled and knelt beside a patch of open water where the 

river bubbled through the ice. “Watch closely. The salmon travel upstream 
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to give life to the next generation. They fight against the current, leap over 
rocks, avoid predators, and sometimes fail. Yet even in failure, they return, 
and they try again. Strength, persistence, and faith in the journey are as 
important as the destination.” 

He dipped his hand into the icy water, letting the current flow over his 
fingers. “Every life, every choice, every effort is a journey against currents, 
against challenges. You may stumble, you may falter, but each return is a 
renewal. Each effort builds wisdom, patience, and courage.” 

Anana and Tahoo watched as he began a story, gesturing to the river 
as if it itself were a teacher. “Once there was a salmon,” he said, “who 
swam upriver to lay its eggs. On the first attempt, it was swept backward 
by a strong current. Its strength was not enough, and it was forced to rest. 
It tried again, resting, observing, and learning from the river. On its second 
attempt, it leapt farther, navigated rocks more skillfully, and reached the 
spawning ground. Life was renewed, and the journey itself became the 
teacher.” 

The children gasped, imagining the salmon struggling, resting, and then 
rising again, stronger and wiser. Tahoo whispered, “So even if we fail, we 
can try again?” 

“Exactly,” Yahaawzhowa replied. “The river does not judge. It simply 
flows. It teaches that renewal is always possible, but it requires 
persistence, observation, and understanding of the forces around you. The 
salmon does not fight blindly; it learns, adapts, and continues.” 

Over the next hours, the group moved alongside the river, observing the 
cracks in the ice, listening to the gurgle of water beneath, and watching for 
traces of life. Yahaawzhowa pointed out the tracks of animals returning 
from migration, the nests of birds waiting for spring, and the small openings 
in the ice where fish had surfaced. Each observation was a teaching, each 
ripple a reminder of the salmon’s journey. 

At midday, the group paused by a small clearing, the river flowing more 
openly here, shimmering like liquid silver. Yahaawzhowa gathered the 
children and apprentices. “The salmon swims twice,” he said, “not because 
it is forced, but because it knows the importance of its journey. Its first 
attempt is only part of the story. Every struggle carries a lesson. Every 
return carries growth. And so must you approach your own efforts—be 
patient, learn, and rise again.” 

The apprentices copied his words onto birch boards, while the children 
practiced observing every ripple in the river, every shadow on the ice, and 
every subtle movement of the wildlife. Anana knelt beside a shallow pool, 
watching her reflection ripple in the water, and whispered, “I want to be like 
the salmon. Strong, but patient, and ready to try again.” 

Tahoo nodded, eyes wide. “And brave, too. Even when it seems 
impossible.” 
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Yahaawzhowa smiled, rising and brushing snow from his robes. “Yes. 
Courage is the companion of patience. Strength is most powerful when 
tempered with observation and care. Just as the salmon does not fight 
blindly against the current, so must you navigate challenges with wisdom, 
understanding, and persistence.” 

The elders watched quietly, noting how the children absorbed the 
Aadizookaan - teaching not just as a story but as a guide for action. Each 
child seemed to feel the lesson in their bones, a quiet understanding that 
life’s journey was rarely straightforward, that challenges were inevitable, 
and that perseverance coupled with observation led to renewal. 

As the sun dipped low over the northern horizon, the travelers prepared 
camp by the riverbank. Fires were lit, furs arranged for warmth, and the 
children recounted the story of the salmon to one another. Even the sled 
dogs paused, ears alert, sensing the quiet energy of the lessons taking root 
in human hearts. 

Yahaawzhowa walked among them, observing without interruption, 
offering gentle guidance when asked, and allowing the children to reflect 
on the river, the ice, and the salmon. “Remember,” he said quietly to Anana 
and Tahoo, “strength is not only in action, but in patience, understanding, 
and the courage to rise again after every fall. Observe, listen, and grow 
with each attempt.” 

That night, the aurora danced above the river, ribbons of green and 
violet stretching across the sky. Children dreamed of salmon leaping 
against icy currents, of rivers flowing relentlessly toward life, and of light 
guiding them through the cold. They felt a quiet certainty: every effort 
mattered, every return was an opportunity, and every challenge carried the 
seed of renewal. 

Elder Et’sę́, watching the children as they slept, whispered a prayer of 
gratitude. “The Light teaches in ways beyond words. We see it now, in the 
river, in the ice, in the salmon, and in their hearts. These lessons will carry 
through the generations, as they are observed, understood, and shared.” 

The frozen river flowed quietly, a mirror of life’s persistence and renewal. 
And under the northern lights, the children and apprentices learned the 
rhythm of courage and patience, the way of the salmon, and the enduring 
presence of the teacher among them. 

Chapter 3 – Part 3: The Moose Who Listened 
The morning air was sharp with frost as the travelers rose beside the 

Deh Cho River, where ice met forest in a delicate, shifting boundary. The 
trees, dusted with snow, whispered softly in the northern wind, and the 
distant mountains cast long, jagged shadows across the frozen plains. 
Yahaawzhowa walked with the children and apprentices, his eyes attuned 
to the subtle movements of the land. 
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“Today,” he said, his voice low yet carrying through the quiet, “we will 
learn from the moose. Watch how it moves, how it listens, how it observes. 
There is wisdom in silence, and power in patience.” 

The children leaned forward, curious. Anana whispered, “Moose? 
They’re so big… and slow.” 

“Yes,” Yahaawzhowa replied, “but their size is matched by awareness. 
Their slowness is deliberate. Every movement is careful. They listen to the 
forest, the wind, the tracks in the snow. They survive by observing, by 
waiting, and by responding at the right moment.” 

As they walked, the group noticed a faint set of tracks leading off the 
main trail. The snow had been disturbed by the passage of a large animal, 
but something else caught their attention: tiny, hesitant prints beside the 
larger ones. Yahaawzhowa knelt, tracing the smaller tracks with his fingers. 

“This,” he said softly, “is the sign of a child in need. The forest speaks 
even through the footprints. Notice how the moose moves near the child, 
shielding it from danger, guiding without forcing. Listen, observe, and you 
will understand.” 

The travelers followed the tracks deeper into the forest, where the snow 
was thicker, the light dimmer, and the wind carried the distant murmur of 
running water. There, among the spruce and birch, they found a young 
child who had wandered from a nearby lodge, shivering and frightened. 
Yahaawzhowa knelt beside the child, brushing snow from her furs and 
wrapping her more securely in blankets. His touch was gentle, deliberate, 
and the child’s trembling began to ease. 

“Do you see the moose?” he asked, gesturing toward a ridge where a 
massive animal stood silently, observing the scene. The moose’s ears 
swiveled, nostrils flaring as it inhaled the crisp forest air. Its eyes were calm, 
attentive, unbroken in focus. The children watched, mesmerized, as the 
moose shifted its weight slightly, then turned and disappeared quietly into 
the forest, leaving the path clear and safe. 

“The moose teaches patience and awareness,” Yahaawzhowa 
continued. “It does not rush, yet it is always present. It protects without 
force, guides without speaking. The child sees this even if she does not yet 
understand. And we, too, must move with awareness, responding not with 
haste, but with understanding and care.” 

The apprentices copied his words carefully, recording the lesson in their 
birch boards. The children, while too young to write, drew pictures in the 
snow, sketching the moose, the child, and the gentle gestures of the 
teacher. Tahoo whispered to Anana, “It’s like… listening with your whole 
body, not just your ears.” 

“Yes,” Anana replied. “And being careful, not rushing into things that 
might hurt someone.” 
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Yahaawzhowa nodded approvingly. “Exactly. Awareness is the first 
step. Patience is the second. And when you combine the two, you can 
guide, heal, and protect. Strength is not always in force—it is often in 
stillness, in observation, in knowing when to act.” 

The group remained by the river for the day, observing the moose as it 
moved through the forest, watching its careful interactions with the 
environment and the creatures around it. It paused near the edge of the 
ice, sniffed the air, and then turned toward a cluster of saplings, brushing 
them gently with its muzzle. Every movement was deliberate, yet gentle, 
showing a balance between power and restraint. 

Yahaawzhowa guided the children in mimicking the moose’s 
awareness. They moved slowly, listening to the wind, observing the tracks 
in the snow, noting the distant sounds of the forest, and pausing before 
making any sudden movements. Even the sled dogs adjusted, sensing the 
quiet attentiveness that had settled over the travelers. 

As night approached, the child who had wandered earlier sat close to 
the teacher, her furs wrapped tightly. She looked up at Yahaawzhowa, 
eyes wide and trusting. “Will the moose come again?” she asked. 

Yahaawzhowa smiled gently. “Perhaps. But remember, the lesson is not 
in seeing the moose again. The lesson is in what it taught you: patience, 
awareness, and careful observation. Carry that in your heart, and you will 
find guidance even when the moose is not near.” 

The children nodded, absorbing the meaning not through words alone, 
but through the rhythm of their movements, the quiet of the forest, and the 
trust they felt in the teacher’s presence. Tahoo whispered, “It’s like the bear 
and the salmon—they all teach in different ways, but the lesson is the 
same: patience and care are stronger than force.” 

Yahaawzhowa’s eyes gleamed in the dim light. “Yes. Each teacher, 
each animal, each experience offers a part of the whole. Strength, 
patience, perseverance, awareness—they are threads in the same 
tapestry. Observe carefully, and you will see the patterns unfold.” 

That night, as the northern lights swirled above the river and forest, the 
children dreamed of the moose standing silently among the trees, guiding 
the lost child to safety. They felt a quiet sense of calm and confidence, 
knowing that observation and patience could carry them through 
challenges, heal fears, and protect those they loved. The aurora above 
seemed to mirror the calm strength of the moose, stretching across the sky 
like a living reminder of the lesson. 

Elder Et’sę́ watched the children and apprentices, a quiet smile on his 
face. “The Light has brought us many teachers,” he whispered. “And yet 
each lesson flows into the next. Today, we learned from the moose. 
Tomorrow, we will learn from the seasons, the river, the animals, and the 
land. Every step, every observation, every breath is a teaching. And the 
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children are learning to walk with eyes open, hearts attentive, and spirits 
aligned with the Light.” 

The forest whispered around them, wind through branches, ice creaking 
softly under snow, distant rivers murmuring beneath frozen sheets. And in 
the quiet of the northern night, the children and apprentices understood 
that the teachings were not merely stories—they were patterns of life, 
lessons in being present, and the unfolding of wisdom that would carry 
them for generations. 

Chapter 3 – Part 4: Six Moons Among Them 
The days turned slowly, each one a mirror of the last yet filled with subtle 

differences, like ripples across the surface of Sahtú. Six moons passed 
over the northern sky, and with each cycle, Yahaawzhowa’s presence 
became as natural to the people as the frozen river or the whispering 
spruce. The children and apprentices woke with anticipation each morning, 
eager to observe, to learn, and to move through the land alongside him. 

The mornings began with silence. The travelers gathered around small 
fires, the smoke curling into the pale northern light, waiting as 
Yahaawzhowa walked among them. He spoke softly, reminding them to 
observe the world as it truly was—not only in its beauty but in its dangers, 
its rhythms, and its lessons. 

“Each day teaches,” he said, “if you notice. The ice cracks, the wind 
shifts, the river changes. Life is constant movement, and understanding 
comes only through attention, patience, and reflection.” 

Anana, Tahoo, and the other children learned to rise early, to help the 
elders break ice for water, to prepare furs and sleds, and to watch the 
tracks left by animals in the fresh snow. Each movement of the wolf, the 
fox, or the moose carried meaning. Each change in wind or snow carried a 
message. Yahaawzhowa taught them to read the land as a teacher reads 
a scroll. 

During the days, he led the children into the forests, across frozen rivers, 
and along the lake’s edge. He showed them how to notice the subtle bends 
in tree branches, the patterns of moss and lichen, the whispers of ice under 
snow. Lessons came not only through words but through movement, 
gesture, and observation. Sometimes, he would stop abruptly, listening, 
and point toward a distant ridge. A polar bear might cross the horizon, or a 
lone caribou herd might shift in response to his presence. Every encounter 
became a Aadizookaan - teaching, every observation a doorway to 
understanding. 

One morning, as the pale sun crested the horizon, Yahaawzhowa 
gathered the children by a frozen stream. “The cycles of the moon guide 
life,” he said. “Six moons mark growth, change, and understanding. 
Observe the river as it freezes and thaws, the ice as it strengthens and 
softens. Time itself is a teacher, if you pay attention.” 
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Anana traced the flow of water beneath the ice, feeling the rhythm of 
movement. “It moves even when we cannot see,” she whispered. 

“Yes,” Yahaawzhowa said. “Life continues even when hidden. Patience 
allows us to recognize the flow, and persistence allows us to join it in 
harmony.” 

Over the moons, Yahaawzhowa taught the children the routines of 
survival and respect. They learned to cut ice safely for water, to track 
animals without disturbing them, to hunt and fish with consideration and 
care. They learned to recognize edible plants, to predict the weather from 
clouds and wind, and to notice the signs of danger in the quiet of the forest. 
Each skill was accompanied by stories and Aadizookaan - teachings, tying 
practical knowledge to spiritual understanding. 

One evening, under the glow of the aurora, the children gathered around 
a small fire. Yahaawzhowa spoke of the balance of life. “Every creature, 
every plant, every gust of wind has its role,” he said. “Observe, respect, 
and act in harmony. A hunter does not take more than needed. A child 
does not run recklessly across fragile ice. Each step must honor the life 
around it.” 

The apprentices recorded his words on birch boards, careful to capture 
both the practical advice and the underlying principles. Tahoo whispered 
to Anana, “I never realized how much the world teaches if you only watch 
and listen.” 

Anana nodded. “It’s like the moose, the bear, and the salmon… all the 
lessons are connected.” 

Indeed, as the moons passed, the lessons wove together. Strength 
without patience became incomplete. Perseverance without observation 
faltered. Awareness without action remained dormant. Yahaawzhowa’s 
presence integrated the threads of understanding, showing the children 
how each lesson complemented the next, forming a tapestry of wisdom 
that could guide them through life. 

Hunting trips became exercises in observation and restraint. Children 
watched Yahaawzhowa silently, noting how he moved with the land rather 
than against it, how he respected the animals they encountered, and how 
he balanced care with necessity. When a caribou herd approached, he 
demonstrated patience, allowing the children to see without disturbing the 
animals, teaching that sometimes the greatest lesson comes from restraint. 

Evenings were filled with reflection. By the fire, they discussed what they 
had observed, what it meant, and how it could guide their actions. Stories 
of the day were intertwined with Aadizookaan - teachings, each animal 
encounter, each challenge of the ice, each shift in the aurora offering 
insight. The children and apprentices learned not only survival skills but 
also the subtle arts of discernment, empathy, and moral understanding. 
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As the sixth moon passed, it became clear to all that Yahaawzhowa had 
integrated fully into their lives. He hunted, prayed, and moved as one of 
them, yet always carried the radiance of the Light. The children no longer 
saw him as merely an observer—they saw him as a guide, a mirror of the 
lessons they had learned, and a living embodiment of patience, humility, 
and awareness. 

Elder Et’sę́ observed quietly, noting the transformation in both children 
and apprentices. “The Light walks among us,” he whispered, “and in each 
lesson, each Aadizookaan - teaching, each day, it teaches what cannot be 
written. We see now that knowledge is more than words—it is presence, 
action, and understanding.” 

On the final night of the sixth moon, the travelers gathered on the ridge 
overlooking Sahtú. The aurora stretched across the sky, vibrant and alive. 
Yahaawzhowa stood among them, smiling, radiating calm and 
understanding. “You have observed, learned, and grown,” he said. “The 
world is your teacher. The Light is within you as much as it is around you. 
Remember what you have seen and felt, for these months are but the 
beginning of a journey that will continue for lifetimes.” 

The children, warmed by fire and by understanding, gazed at the 
northern lights with new eyes. They had walked with the Light, seen 
lessons unfold in animals, rivers, ice, and wind, and carried the first seeds 
of wisdom in their hearts. They understood now that knowledge and virtue 
were not separate from the land—they were woven into its very breath, its 
rhythm, and its life. 

As the aurora pulsed overhead, the Light reflected in the eyes of the 
children, the apprentices, and the elders alike. Six moons of presence, 
teaching, and observation had passed, and the bonds of trust, 
understanding, and respect were now firmly rooted in the northern soil. And 
though many lessons still awaited, the travelers felt certain that their hearts 
and minds were open, ready for the continuing path of the Light among 
them. 

Chapter 3 – Part 5: The Council of Seasons 
The first light of dawn spread slowly across Sahtú, painting the snow in 

hues of rose and gold. Yahaawzhowa walked among the travelers as 
usual, observing the frozen rivers, the distant caribou, and the whispering 
pines. Yet today, the elders had called a gathering—a council to discuss 
the lessons of the past moons and to seek clarity about the presence that 
had transformed their children, their apprentices, and the land itself. 

The council convened in a wide clearing, bordered by spruce and birch, 
where the snow had been packed flat by many footsteps. Fires were lit at 
intervals, smoke curling toward the morning sky. The elders sat in a circle, 
birch rods in hand, while the children and apprentices hovered nearby, 
listening with attentive hearts. Yahaawzhowa entered the circle last, not as 
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a guest, but as one of them, walking calmly, radiating presence without 
demanding attention. 

Elder Et’sę́ spoke first, his voice steady, reverent, and measured. “We 
have seen the Light,” he said, “and walked with it for six moons. We have 
observed the Aadizookaan - teachings: the bear, the salmon, and the 
moose. Each lesson speaks to strength, perseverance, patience, and 
awareness. Yet questions remain. Who are you truly, and why have you 
come among us?” 

The children shifted, feeling the weight of the elders’ inquiry. They had 
come to trust the teacher fully, yet even they sensed the gravity of the 
council’s words. Yahaawzhowa knelt in the snow, palms open, meeting the 
gaze of each elder. His voice was calm, deep, and resonant, carrying 
across the still clearing. 

“I am one who walks the Light,” he said. “I have come to learn your ways, 
to share the path that connects all life, and to teach the wisdom that the 
land, the animals, and the rivers hold. I am neither ruler nor master. I am a 
student, a companion, and a guide. And in these months, I have learned 
as much from you as you have learned from me.” 

Elder Kaash, her eyes bright with both curiosity and caution, leaned 
forward. “You speak of Light and guidance. Yet our people have known 
teachers before, some who demanded obedience, some who imposed 
themselves on our ways. How can we be certain that your path aligns with 
the balance we honor?” 

Yahaawzhowa’s gaze softened. “Observe the life around you,” he said. 
“The bear hunts only when necessary. The salmon returns to continue the 
journey. The moose protects without force. These lessons are not mine—
they belong to the world, to the balance of life. I show them to you not to 
command, but to help you see the patterns that are already present. If your 
hearts are open, you will recognize what is aligned with life and what is 
not.” 

Elder Tahi, a man whose years had been spent reading the land as 
others read scrolls, raised his hand. “And yet, in seeing you walk among 
our children, they are changed. They move differently, observe differently, 
speak differently. This influence… it is powerful. How do we ensure that it 
does not lead them away from our ways?” 

Yahaawzhowa’s smile was gentle, almost imperceptible. “The Light 
cannot force. It can guide, but each heart must choose its path. The 
lessons of the bear, the salmon, and the moose are tools—guidance, not 
chains. The children are learning discernment, patience, and awareness. 
They are learning to listen to the land, their elders, and themselves. That 
is the path of balance, not domination.” 

A quiet murmur moved through the circle of elders. The children felt it as 
well—a shift in understanding, a moment of recognition. Observation and 
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reflection were as powerful as speech; presence carried authority more 
than words. Yahaawzhowa had not demanded trust or obedience, yet it 
had been freely given, woven from the lessons themselves and the 
example of his daily life. 

Elder Et’sę́ spoke again, voice tinged with both awe and contemplation. 
“And yet, the Light is greater than our understanding. It has come to our 
lands, walked with our children, and guided our hearts. What is its 
purpose? Why now, in these northern lands, in our time?” 

Yahaawzhowa looked across the circle, toward the frozen river that 
mirrored the rising sun. “The timing is not for my choosing, but for the 
readiness of your hearts,” he said. “The land and its people are ready to 
see, to understand, to carry the teachings forward. Every generation has 
its season. This is yours. The lessons are not merely for survival—they are 
for harmony, integrity, and understanding. The Light appears when the 
hearts that will receive it are prepared.” 

A hush fell over the clearing. Even the children, accustomed to the 
teacher’s presence, felt the weight of his words. It was not fear, but 
reverence—a recognition that they were part of something far larger than 
themselves. 

Elder Kaash leaned forward again. “Then we are to be stewards of this 
knowledge, protectors of the lessons, and witnesses to the Light?” 

Yahaawzhowa nodded. “Yes. And as the seasons turn, the knowledge 
will grow. The lessons you have seen in the bear, the salmon, and the 
moose will carry you through times of challenge and change. They will 
guide you in decisions, in care for your people, and in harmony with the 
land. But the Light itself is within each of you as well—it is not separate. 
Observe, act with patience, listen to the world, and the Light will walk with 
you always.” 

The council fell into quiet reflection. Fires crackled, smoke drifting toward 
the sky. The children and apprentices felt a new depth in the lessons they 
had learned. Strength tempered with humility, perseverance guided by 
awareness, patience coupled with understanding—these principles were 
no longer abstract stories, but living truths woven into their daily 
experience. 

Yahaawzhowa rose, his presence commanding yet gentle. “The 
seasons themselves are teachers,” he said. “Each change in wind, ice, 
sun, and snow carries a message. Watch, listen, and learn. The world 
offers guidance to those who are attentive. And in time, you will see that 
the Light is both around you and within you, shaping each choice, each 
step, each moment.” 

The elders nodded slowly, absorbing the depth of his words. Tahoo and 
Anana, sitting close together, exchanged a quiet glance of understanding. 
“It’s like everything we’ve learned is connected,” Anana whispered. 
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“Yes,” Tahoo replied softly. “The lessons, the animals, the Light… it all 
fits together.” 

Elder Et’sę́ rose, addressing the council. “Then let us honor the Light, 
the lessons, and our duty to carry them forward. Let us walk with patience, 
awareness, and care, guiding our children as they carry the wisdom of 
these moons.” 

As the aurora stretched across the northern sky, painting the snow in 
ribbons of green and violet, the council dispersed. The children felt the 
warmth of understanding, the quiet power of observation, and the deep 
respect that Yahaawzhowa’s presence had inspired. The Light had walked 
among them, taught without force, and revealed the path of balance. 

That night, under the glow of the aurora, the people of Sahtú dreamed 
of the bear, the salmon, and the moose. They saw strength tempered by 
humility, perseverance guided by wisdom, and awareness that carried both 
protection and care. The council had spoken, the Light had answered, and 
the northern world had never felt more alive. 

Chapter 4 – Part 1: The Fire at Tucho 
The sky above Sahtú shimmered with the first light of dawn, painting the 

frozen expanse in hues of pale rose and gold. The river reflected the colors 
with a soft glow, but something unusual lingered in the horizon—a flicker, 
faint at first, then growing, a strange fire of light that danced across the ice 
and snow. 

The children, apprentices, and elders had gathered for their morning 
exercises: learning to read animal tracks, testing the ice’s strength, and 
preparing fires for the day ahead. Tahoo noticed the first flickers and 
tugged at Anana’s sleeve. “Do you see that? What is it?” 

Yahaawzhowa, standing slightly apart, raised his hand to quiet the 
murmurs. His eyes, calm and focused, traced the undulating light across 
the northern sky. “Do not fear,” he said. “This is a teaching, as are all things 
in the world. Observe, breathe, and prepare your hearts. The land and sky 
are speaking.” 

The elders exchanged glances. Elder Et’sę́ whispered to Elder Kaash, 
“It is unlike any aurora we have seen. The Light moves differently, more… 
purposeful.” 

The children huddled close to the teacher as the light intensified. It 
seemed to descend toward the lake, a column of fire that pulsed with 
energy, reflecting on the ice in waves that made the entire landscape glow. 
Dogs barked, startled, and a distant moose bolted across the snowy ridge. 

Yahaawzhowa knelt in the snow, placing his hands on the frozen 
ground. “The Light tests courage,” he said softly. “The world speaks in 
ways that challenge fear. Observe carefully, do not act in haste, and trust 
the guidance of your heart and mind.” 
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The fire of light grew, not consuming but illuminating, striking the center 
of the frozen lake. Steam rose where the warmth touched the ice, creating 
a mist that mingled with the morning frost. The children felt a thrill of fear, 
and a sense of awe settled over the elders. No one moved; all waited for 
the teacher’s direction. 

“Breathe,” Yahaawzhowa instructed. “The fire is not your enemy. It is a 
mirror. It reflects what lies within you—strength, fear, patience, courage. 
Observe its shape, its motion, and your reaction. Learn from both.” 

Anana’s hands trembled slightly, but she mirrored his posture, kneeling 
and breathing slowly. Tahoo did the same, his eyes fixed on the fiery 
column. He whispered, “It’s beautiful… but so strange.” 

“Yes,” Yahaawzhowa replied. “Beauty and strangeness often come 
together. Courage is the ability to stand in the presence of what is 
unknown, and to act not from panic, but from understanding.” 

Hours seemed to pass as the column of light danced across the lake. 
Yahaawzhowa guided the children and apprentices to observe not just the 
fire, but the patterns of the ice, the shifting wind, and the reflections of the 
mountains and trees. He explained how the ice could be strong or weak, 
how light could reveal both danger and opportunity, and how the forest and 
lake were teaching through every subtle movement. 

“Notice the ice beneath your feet,” he said. “The fire above does not 
harm it unless you rush or act blindly. Watch carefully, and you will see 
how the world moves in balance. Courage is not rushing into the 
unknown—it is stepping forward with knowledge and awareness, trusting 
both the world and yourself.” 

A sudden crack echoed across the frozen lake, and steam hissed where 
the light touched the ice. Children gasped, and a few shrank instinctively. 
Yahaawzhowa placed a hand on Tahoo’s shoulder. “Do not fear the 
sound,” he said. “It is the world speaking, not harming. Let your breath calm 
your mind. Stand firm, observe, and learn.” 

The elders nodded, impressed by the composure the children were 
learning to cultivate. Even in the face of inexplicable phenomena, they 
were gaining the ability to respond with calm, awareness, and presence. 

By mid-afternoon, the column of light began to recede, the fiery brilliance 
softening into the familiar shimmer of the aurora. Yet the memory of the 
Fire at Tucho remained, etched in every mind. Yahaawzhowa gathered the 
group near the lake’s edge. 

“The Light is a teacher,” he said, voice steady and gentle. “It challenges 
fear, strengthens courage, and reflects the heart. Today, you have learned 
that bravery is not absence of fear, but the discipline to observe, 
understand, and act with patience and care. This lesson will guide you 
through every trial, seen and unseen.” 
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The children nodded, understanding more with their hearts than their 
minds. Anana whispered, “I think I understand courage now. It isn’t about 
rushing in… it’s about knowing what to do, even when I’m afraid.” 

Tahoo added quietly, “And staying calm. Trusting what I’ve learned.” 
“Yes,” Yahaawzhowa replied. “Trust in your knowledge, in your 

observation, and in your heart. Courage flows from understanding, not 
impulse. And when the Light calls, it calls not only in the sky, but in every 
choice you make.” 

As night fell, the aurora shimmered across the lake, a gentle echo of the 
day’s fiery display. Children slept with dreams of light and courage, of 
standing firm amid mystery, and of observing the world with patience and 
care. The elders, too, reflected on the lessons—both the practical and the 
spiritual—and recognized that the Fire at Tucho had deepened the 
teachings in ways that would remain with the people for generations. 

Elder Et’sę́ watched the children sleep, a quiet smile on his face. “The 
Light does not simply teach; it reveals,” he whispered. “And in this 
revelation, courage, patience, and understanding are born. We are 
witnesses, and our hearts will carry these lessons forward.” 

By the lake, the ice glimmered under the aurora, serene once more. Yet 
beneath its surface, the warmth of the fire and the lessons it carried would 
remain, a memory of courage, observation, and the enduring presence of 
Yahaawzhowa. 

Chapter 4 – Part 2: The Dream of Sahtú Elder Et’sę́ 

The night was deep and still, the frozen expanse of Sahtú bathed in 
silver light from the full moon. The aurora shimmered faintly overhead, a 
curtain of green and violet that rippled across the sky like a living spirit. 
Elder Et’sę́ lay upon his furs inside his lodge, the warmth of the fire 
flickering across the wooden beams. Sleep came slowly, and when it did, 
it carried him beyond the physical world into a vision that seemed both 
timeless and immediate. 

In his dream, the land stretched infinitely in all directions, northern lakes 
glinting like mirrors, rivers twisting like threads of silver, and forests rolling 
in quiet majesty. And yet, the dream was not merely a reflection of the 
world—it was alive. The trees breathed, the rivers sang, and the mountains 
whispered secrets of the ages. 

A light appeared over the horizon, familiar yet otherworldly. It was 
Yahaawzhowa, radiant and calm, walking across the frozen land toward 
the lodge. As the Elder watched, the Light did not move alone—it seemed 
to summon other figures from the distant south, faint shadows of people 
and lodges beyond the forests and rivers of his home. The northern and 
southern lands, once distant, now appeared intertwined, connected by 
currents of light, life, and wisdom. 
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Yahaawzhowa’s voice reached Et’sę́, not through sound but through 
thought, deep and clear. “The path is not divided by distance, but by 
understanding. What is taught here must travel, not in haste, but with care. 
The northern heart will carry the lessons as far as the southern lodge, and 
the wisdom of generations will converge in the guidance of those who are 
attentive and prepared.” 

The Elder felt a warmth spreading through him, not of the fire, but of 
knowing. The children, the apprentices, the hunters, the elders—each had 
a role, each was a thread in the web of continuity that spanned beyond the 
horizon. He saw the bear, the salmon, and the moose moving through the 
land, guiding not only the northern people but also the distant lodges he 
could not yet name. 

A figure emerged from the light—a child of the south, eyes bright and 
attentive, standing at the edge of a forest that mirrored their own. 
Yahaawzhowa placed a hand on the child’s shoulder and said, “Teach as 
you have been taught. Observe the Light, learn the balance of life, and 
carry the lessons forward. The heart that is prepared will recognize the 
path.” 

Et’sę́ saw visions of rivers, twisting like the currents of thought and spirit, 
connecting north and south, east and west. He saw lodges filled with 
children learning the same lessons he had watched his own wards absorb: 
patience, awareness, courage, and care. And in the center of it all was the 
Light, Yahaawzhowa, uniting the distant places through guidance, 
presence, and example. 

A voice, softer now, spoke directly to Et’sę́. “You are a witness, a keeper 
of memory. Record the lessons, share the visions, and prepare your people 
for the continuation of this path. The Light is neither bound to place nor 
time—it moves where it is needed, but hearts must be ready to receive it. 
Your vigilance, your wisdom, and your attention will carry it.” 

The Elder felt the dream deepen, showing him the challenges ahead: 
winters harsher than any remembered, rivers that might run differently, 
divisions among people tempted by false promises of ease and comfort. 
And yet, the Light remained constant, a beacon for those willing to observe, 
learn, and act with integrity. 

The vision shifted, showing Et’sę́ the children gathered by the river, 
observing the salmon, the moose, the frozen ice, and the aurora. They 
were learning not only survival but the language of life itself—the way wind, 
water, and animal moved in harmony with the seasons. He saw 
apprentices recording lessons, elders guiding without force, and 
Yahaawzhowa moving among them, teaching by example and presence. 

“Remember this,” the voice said. “The future is not written by one hand 
alone. It is shaped by the hearts that listen, the hands that act with care, 
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and the eyes that observe with patience. Your role is to preserve, guide, 
and prepare. The northern heart carries the strength of the Light, and its 
reflection will reach places unseen, touching the south and beyond.” 

Et’sę́ awoke before the moon had fully set, the fire reduced to embers. 
He lay in silence, feeling the resonance of the vision ripple through him. 
The warmth of understanding spread from his chest outward, reaching 
hands, heart, and mind. He saw the urgency not as fear, but as 
responsibility—to preserve the teachings, to observe closely, to ensure that 
the lessons of Yahaawzhowa were carried through generations. 

The Elder rose, shaking snow from his furs, and looked out toward the 
frozen river and the distant mountains. The aurora still danced, a living 
echo of the vision. He knew that the Light had not left; it was present, 
guiding children, apprentices, and elders alike. It was in the lessons of 
courage, patience, and awareness; in the observation of animals, rivers, 
and ice; in the reflection of the human heart. 

Et’sę́ moved quietly to the apprentices’ camp, where they were recording 
the day’s observations. “Listen well,” he said, voice low but urgent. “The 
Light shows us more than we see. Pay attention not only to what is before 
you, but to what connects across the lands. The north and south are bound 
by the path of understanding. Your duty is to preserve, observe, and guide. 
The visions will carry us, but only if we remain vigilant and faithful.” 

The apprentices nodded, feeling the weight of the Elder’s words. They 
sensed, as he did, that their work had purpose beyond mere record-
keeping. The birch boards, the songs, and the stories were threads in a 
greater tapestry that connected lodges, rivers, forests, and people. 

That night, as the aurora shimmered high above Sahtú, the children 
dreamed again of light, rivers, and animals moving in harmony. They felt 
the pulse of life and the guidance of Yahaawzhowa as a presence that was 
both distant and intimate. And Elder Et’sę́, gazing into the northern sky, 
knew that the vision had planted seeds that would grow into wisdom carried 
across lands, seasons, and generations. 

Chapter 4 – Part 3: The Return of Two Rivers’ Shadow 
The morning sun rose weakly over Sahtú, pale against the horizon 

where the ice met the distant mountains. The wind carried whispers 
through the spruce and birch, and even the river seemed hesitant, its 
surface fractured with the subtle cracks of winter thaw. It was in this quiet 
tension that the first rumors arrived—strange tales from the south: of 
divisions, deceit, and promises too smooth to be true. 

Children and apprentices were gathered near the frozen riverbank, 
recording the patterns of ice and the tracks of animals, when Elder Et’sę́ 
approached, his face lined with concern. “The Two Rivers’ Shadow has 
returned,” he said softly, eyes scanning the horizon. “There are whispers 
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of false peace, of outsiders seeking influence and power. It is a test, not of 
the land, but of our hearts.” 

Anana shivered, not from the cold but from unease. “What does it mean, 
Elder?” she asked. 

Et’sę́ looked toward the north, where the snow met sky. “It means we 
must be vigilant. We must not let fear or haste guide us. We must discern 
truth from illusion, and teach the children to do the same.” 

Yahaawzhowa appeared beside them, calm as ever, radiating a light 
that seemed to quiet even the biting northern wind. He knelt beside Anana 
and Tahoo, his hands brushing snow from their furs. “The Shadow is not 
merely outside,” he said softly. “It is within hearts as well. Doubt, fear, and 
desire for easy solutions can cloud judgment. Observe carefully, act with 
awareness, and seek truth not only in words, but in deeds and the patterns 
of life.” 

The apprentices recorded the lesson, their hands steady on birch 
boards. They watched the Light move among them, silent yet profoundly 
present, teaching not through force but through example. 

Later that day, the elders convened by the river’s edge. The ice groaned 
underfoot, a reminder of nature’s balance and the delicate tension between 
strength and fragility. Elder Kaash spoke first. “Rumors have reached us 
of outsiders claiming knowledge, claiming to bring peace and prosperity, 
yet sowing seeds of division. How are we to respond?” 

Yahaawzhowa’s gaze swept the river, noting the currents beneath the 
ice, the movement of snow on the branches, the distant tracks of a fox. 
“Peace cannot be given,” he said. “It must be recognized, earned, and 
protected. Observe the actions of those who speak loudly and promise 
much. Discern by their deeds, not their words. Trust patterns, not claims. 
Teach the children to do the same.” 

Elder Tahi, whose wisdom had been honed through decades of reading 
land and life, nodded slowly. “So the Shadow is both real and symbolic. It 
tests the unity and vigilance of our people.” 

“Yes,” Yahaawzhowa said. “Every shadow reflects what lies unseen. It 
challenges hearts, seeking weakness, fear, and division. Yet those who 
walk in awareness and courage need not be overcome. The Light is not 
always bold in appearance—it often acts quietly, subtly, yet consistently. 
Follow it, trust it, and the Shadow’s influence wanes.” 

The children were taught to observe the subtle signs of division: a 
hurried voice, a promise too easily given, the flicker of deceit in movement 
or expression. Each Aadizookaan - teaching—bear, salmon, moose—now 
took on new depth. Courage and patience alone were insufficient; 
discernment, vigilance, and integrity were also essential. 

By the second moon after the Shadow’s return, travelers from the south 
began to approach. They came not with hostility, but with smiles and offers, 
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weaving words of persuasion and subtle flattery. The Dene gathered 
cautiously, guided by Yahaawzhowa’s instructions. “Listen,” he said, “and 
weigh not only what is said, but what is done. Observe the consistency of 
action, the respect for life, the alignment with truth. This is the measure of 
guidance, not the force of speech.” 

Anana and Tahoo watched closely as elders questioned the travelers, 
tested their knowledge of land and law, and observed their interactions. 
The apprentices recorded everything: body language, timing, tone, and 
action. Slowly, a pattern emerged. Some visitors carried genuine respect, 
while others sought influence without understanding. Yahaawzhowa 
guided them to separate the two with calm discernment. 

At night, gathered around a fire, he spoke to the children and 
apprentices. “The Shadow returns not to defeat you, but to reveal what lies 
within. Hearts untrained in observation will stumble. Courage without 
awareness is incomplete. Patience without discernment is vulnerable. 
Remember the lessons of the animals, of the seasons, and of the land. 
Apply them to the hearts of people as well as the movements of nature.” 

Elder Et’sę́ nodded in agreement. “The Light prepares us not only to 
endure, but to act with wisdom. We are stewards of balance, guardians of 
understanding. And now, we see the importance of vigilance, the necessity 
of observation, and the power of integrity.” 

The next day, the travelers departed, some seeking only passage, 
others swayed by the unity and caution of the Dene. The Shadow receded, 
though not completely vanished. Its purpose had been fulfilled: to test 
patience, to strengthen observation, and to teach discernment. 

As the sun set, painting the frozen landscape in crimson and gold, 
Yahaawzhowa gathered the children near the river. “You have witnessed 
the Shadow,” he said. “Do not fear its return, for you are now equipped to 
see clearly, act with care, and protect those who walk with you. Courage, 
awareness, patience, and discernment—these are the pillars of the Light. 
They are within you as much as they are around you.” 

The children nodded, understanding not just the presence of the 
Shadow, but the deeper lesson: the world contains both clarity and 
deception, and the heart that walks in awareness can navigate both safely. 

Elder Et’sę́ watched the group, quiet pride in his eyes. “The Light walks 
with us, not merely as a teacher, but as a mirror,” he whispered. “It shows 
what is present, what is true, and what is hidden. The Shadow is not 
enemy, but a teacher as well.” 

Under the aurora, Sahtú remained peaceful, yet vigilant. The lessons of 
the Shadow would linger in every observation, every recorded word, and 
every action of the children, apprentices, and elders. The Light had 
returned once more, guiding them through division, revealing truth, and 
strengthening the moral and spiritual fabric of the Dene community. 
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Chapter 4 – Part 4: The Children of the Heart Path 
The sun had barely risen over Sahtú when the apprentices gathered at 

the edge of the frozen river, their birch boards and sharpened tools ready. 
Yahaawzhowa stood among them, calm and steady, his gaze sweeping 
across the young faces lined with focus and anticipation. The lessons of 
months past—the bear, the salmon, the moose, the Fire at Tucho, and the 
tests of the Shadow—had prepared them for this moment. Now, the 
children would become keepers of memory, bridging the oral wisdom of 
the elders with written and symbolic preservation. 

“Today,” Yahaawzhowa began, “you become the Children of the Heart 
Path. The lessons of life, the Light, and the world around you are gifts. 
They belong to your hearts and to your people. Record them, not simply 
as words, but as understanding. Every stroke, every symbol, carries 
intention, presence, and care.” 

Anana leaned forward, her small hands steadying the birch board as she 
etched the first symbols. “We are really going to write it down?” she asked, 
awe in her voice. 

“Yes,” Yahaawzhowa said softly. “But remember, the record is not 
complete until it is lived. Observation, experience, and reflection are part 
of the lesson. Writing preserves, but understanding grows only through the 
heart and action.” 

Tahoo, seated nearby, traced the outline of a polar bear from the 
Aadizookaan - teaching of strength and humility. “I think I understand it 
now,” he said. “It’s not just about the story, it’s about how we move through 
the world, like the bear moves through the snow.” 

“Exactly,” Yahaawzhowa replied. “Your task is to capture not the words 
alone, but the essence. The Light is in the understanding, not merely the 
form. Observe what you have learned, reflect upon it, and preserve its 
wisdom.” 

Elder Et’sę́ watched silently, seeing the apprentices’ dedication and the 
deepening of their insight. He had long known that the preservation of 
knowledge was as vital as its transmission. “The Children of the Heart Path 
are the bridge,” he whispered to Kaash. “They carry the lessons into the 
future, ensuring that the Light and wisdom endure.” 

The morning passed in quiet diligence. Children etched symbols of the 
seasons, the river’s movement, and the tracks of animals. They recorded 
Aadizookaan - teachings and lessons in both pictographs and words, 
blending memory and observation. Each mark on the birch board carried 
not only instruction but intention, embedding care and focus in every line. 

Yahaawzhowa walked among them, offering guidance without 
interference. “Observe carefully,” he instructed. “Notice the flow of the river, 
the pattern of the stars, the behavior of animals. Every movement teaches 
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a principle: patience, vigilance, courage, or humility. Capture it not as a 
story alone, but as living knowledge. Let your hands reflect your hearts.” 

By mid-day, the apprentices gathered around a fire, sharing what they 
had recorded. Anana showed a depiction of the salmon that swam 
upstream twice, illustrating perseverance and renewal. Tahoo 
demonstrated the moose who listened, teaching awareness and care. 
Each child explained the meaning behind the symbols, linking observation 
to moral understanding. 

Yahaawzhowa nodded approvingly. “The Light is reflected in your 
hearts, in your attention, and in your work. True record-keeping is not only 
memory—it is connection. These lessons will guide you, and one day, they 
will guide those who come after. You are building a path for future 
generations.” 

Elder Kaash, observing quietly, spoke to the apprentices. “Remember, 
this is sacred work. The land, the animals, the seasons—they speak to us 
every day. Your task is to listen, to interpret, and to preserve, not for your 
own glory, but for the people who will follow. Integrity, care, and respect 
must guide every stroke, every word, every symbol.” 

As the sun began to descend, the apprentices continued their work with 
renewed dedication. The river, glinting with reflections of the sky, seemed 
to echo the children’s concentration. Birds called from distant trees, and 
the distant mountains stood silent witness to the diligence of the young 
recorders. 

Later, as night fell, the fire casting dancing shadows across the snow, 
Yahaawzhowa gathered the apprentices for reflection. “You have done 
well today,” he said. “But the path of the Heart is ongoing. Observation, 
reflection, and integrity must continue beyond these boards. The lessons 
are alive; they move with the seasons, the animals, the rivers, and the 
Light. Carry them in your hearts as much as in your hands.” 

Anana looked up at him. “Will we ever finish? Will we ever know all the 
lessons?” 

Yahaawzhowa’s smile was gentle. “The Heart Path never ends. 
Understanding grows with every step, every season, every choice. Your 
task is not completion, but dedication. To observe, to reflect, and to live the 
lessons. This is the eternal path of wisdom.” 

The children nodded, feeling the weight and beauty of responsibility 
settle upon them. They had moved beyond simple learning; they were now 
stewards of memory, witnesses of Light, and keepers of a wisdom that 
transcended time and distance. 

Elder Et’sę́ placed a hand on Anana’s shoulder. “You are part of the 
weaving,” he said softly. “Every observation, every record, every reflection 
threads through generations. The Light guides you, but you carry it forward. 
This is your honor and your duty.” 



 

70 

Through the long northern night, the apprentices continued to work 
quietly, guided by the warmth of the fire, the clarity of the aurora overhead, 
and the presence of Yahaawzhowa among them. The Children of the Heart 
Path were no longer mere learners—they were guardians of 
understanding, builders of continuity, and living bridges between past, 
present, and future. 

The first birch boards were completed, etched with symbols of animals, 
rivers, seasons, and Aadizookaan - teachings. They were more than 
records—they were vessels of Light, capturing the essence of lessons in a 
form that could endure the passage of generations. Yahaawzhowa’s 
guidance had transformed learning into stewardship, teaching the children 
that knowledge, integrity, and observation were inseAadizookaan - 
teaching. 

By the time the fire dwindled to embers, the apprentices lay down to 
sleep, hearts full of purpose, minds alive with understanding. In their 
dreams, the bear, the salmon, and the moose moved with them, as 
teachers and guides. And in the quiet northern sky, the aurora shimmered 
like a promise: the lessons would endure, carried forward by those who 
had walked the Heart Path. 

Chapter 4 – Part 5: The Journey to the Mountains 
The dawn was crisp and clear, the pale light of the northern sun spilling 

over the frozen Sahtú River. A quiet stillness hung over the village, broken 
only by the distant calls of ravens and the soft crunch of snow underfoot. 
Yahaawzhowa stood at the edge of the spruce forest, the wind tugging at 
his cloak, eyes fixed on the towering silhouettes of the Mackenzie Range. 
Today, he would journey into the mountains, leaving the apprentices and 
elders to reflect on the lessons they had absorbed over the moons. 

Anana approached him, her breath visible in the cold morning air. 
“Teacher, why do you go alone?” 

Yahaawzhowa smiled gently. “The mountains speak differently than the 
plains. There, the winds carry messages, the stones hold memory, and the 
silence teaches in ways even I must learn. My path there is a time for 
prayer, reflection, and fasting. You, too, have a journey—the journey of 
observation, understanding, and living the lessons. We walk our paths side 
by side, even when apart.” 

Tahoo, standing nearby, fidgeted with a birch board. “Will we see you 
again soon?” 

“You will see my return,” Yahaawzhowa said softly. “But while I am away, 
watch the land. Listen to the river, the wind, the animals. Each carries 
guidance. The Light is in every step you take.” 

With that, he turned toward the mountains, the snow crunching beneath 
his feet, and began the climb. His figure became a solitary silhouette 
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against the rising sun, each step deliberate, imbued with the quiet 
discipline of presence. 

Back at the village, the apprentices gathered near the fire, their breath 
mingling with the smoke as they reflected on the teacher’s words. “He 
climbs for guidance,” Anana whispered. “But I feel like he’s teaching us 
even in leaving.” 

Elder Et’sę́ nodded, observing the children. “The teacher moves among 
many paths—his own, yours, and the land’s. Reflection is the lesson when 
one is absent. Observe your actions, your thoughts, your interactions with 
the world. The Light remains, even when unseen.” 

As Yahaawzhowa ascended higher, the landscape changed. Trees 
grew sparse, replaced by rocky outcrops and ice-carved cliffs. The wind bit 
sharper, carrying snowflakes that danced like tiny sparks of white fire. He 
paused at a plateau, gazing out over the endless expanse of forests, rivers, 
and frozen lakes. Here, above the world, the stillness spoke louder than 
words. 

He knelt, placing hands on the cold stone, and closed his eyes. The 
fasting had begun—water only, no food—his mind clearing, body 
becoming one with the mountain’s rhythm. He prayed not for himself alone, 
but for the people, the children, the apprentices, and for the generations 
yet to come. He sought clarity, guidance, and harmony with the cycles of 
the earth. 

In his meditation, visions came—streams connecting lodges to the 
south, rivers flowing with knowledge, and children moving through the land, 
observing, learning, and recording. The lessons of the bear, the salmon, 
and the moose intertwined with the experiences of courage, discernment, 
and vigilance. Each vision reinforced the unity of all paths, north and south, 
mountain and plain. 

Meanwhile, in the village, the apprentices began to mimic his discipline. 
They observed the river, noting ice thickness, the behavior of fish beneath 
the surface, the way the wind shaped snowdrifts. They recorded each 
movement, each pattern, in birch boards and memory. Anana and Tahoo 
worked together, discussing the lessons aloud. “The mountains teach 
patience,” Anana said. “They remind us that strength is quiet and 
deliberate.” 

Tahoo nodded. “And that observation is part of courage, just as the Fire 
at Tucho taught us.” 

Elder Kaash added her voice, quiet yet firm. “Yahaawzhowa climbs for 
insight, but the lessons remain for those who watch. Every movement, 
every reflection, every choice is a mirror of understanding. The children 
must learn to walk this path even without the teacher before them.” 

Days passed. The Light guided Yahaawzhowa as he traversed cliffs, 
caves, and frozen waterfalls. At night, the aurora stretched across the sky 
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in vibrant curtains, reflecting off ice and snow like a living tapestry. He slept 
lightly, always alert, listening to the rhythm of the mountains and the subtle 
signs carried in the wind. Each step reinforced humility, patience, and 
awareness—the very lessons he had taught the apprentices. 

In the village, children continued to practice, write, and reflect. They 
shared stories by the fire, discussing the Aadizookaan - teachings and 
applying the lessons to daily life. An apprentice noticed a fox hunting in the 
distance and remarked, “It is patient, aware, and careful, yet not afraid. The 
Shadow could return, but it moves with balance.” 

“Yes,” Elder Et’sę́ replied. “Observation is wisdom. Courage is measured 
by understanding, not fearlessness. You carry the Light in your hearts, and 
in this, the teacher is never absent.” 

After six days, Yahaawzhowa reached a high plateau, where the 
mountains seemed to touch the sky. He knelt again, silent and reverent, 
fasting complete. In this isolation, he prayed for harmony and clarity, 
seeking guidance for the next lessons to impart to the people. His heart 
opened fully to the Light, the land, and the generations that would follow. 

Descending slowly, he carried with him not only insight but the power of 
reflection, patience, and connection. The apprentices would sense the shift 
upon his return, their own practices having deepened during his absence. 
The mountains had imparted their own wisdom—discipline, endurance, 
and attunement to the unseen currents of life. 

By the time Yahaawzhowa returned to the village, the sun was low on 
the horizon, painting the snow in hues of rose and gold. The apprentices 
ran to greet him, eager to share their observations, writings, and 
reflections. He knelt among them, smiling gently. “The Light has guided 
you well,” he said. “Your hearts, minds, and hands have learned as much 
as any mountain could teach me. Now, together, we continue the path.” 

 
Chapter 5 – Part 1: The Song of the Caribou 

 
The first light of dawn stretched over the tundra, soft and cool, painting 

the snow-dusted plains in gentle shades of rose and gold. A quiet hum 
filled the air, carried by the wind across frozen rivers and gentle ridges. It 
was the season when the caribou began their great migration, moving in 
sweeping herds across the land. Their hooves drummed a steady rhythm 
on the icy ground, a pulse that echoed the heartbeat of the land itself. 

Yahaawzhowa stood upon a ridge overlooking the migration path, the 
wind tugging at his cloak, his gaze calm and steady. The apprentices, 
Anana and Tahoo among them, gathered below, bundled in furs, their birch 
boards ready to record what they observed. The elders stood a short 
distance away, silent and attentive, sensing the significance of the 
moment. 
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“The caribou carry more than life,” Yahaawzhowa said softly. “They carry 
balance, nourishment, and the rhythm of the world. To honor them is to 
honor the land, the seasons, and all living beings. Watch, listen, and learn.” 

Anana leaned forward, eyes wide as the herd approached. The animals 
moved with grace and purpose, their movements synchronized, their 
heads low, noses brushing snow, muscles rippling under thick fur. “They 
are beautiful,” she whispered. 

“Yes,” Yahaawzhowa replied. “But beauty alone is not enough. Observe 
their path, their care for one another, the rhythm of their movement. There 
is a song in every step, a lesson in every pause.” 

The apprentices followed his gaze, noting how the caribou avoided weak 
ice patches, how mothers guided calves, and how the herd responded to 
the slightest signs of danger. Every detail became a teaching: patience, 
awareness, guidance, and cooperation. 

Yahaawzhowa raised his hands, and the wind seemed to carry his voice 
in a melodic cadence, almost like a song. “O herd of the tundra, O carriers 
of life, your journey teaches wisdom. Walk with care, nourish and protect, 
and move in harmony with the world around you. Let your presence remind 
us to honor every life and to act with reverence and responsibility.” 

The apprentices recorded each movement, each Aadizookaan - 
teaching embedded in the natural rhythm of the animals. Tahoo sketched 
the flow of the herd, noting the way older animals shielded the younger 
ones from the wind and predators. Anana wrote carefully, capturing the 
sound of the hooves, the breath of the caribou, and the cadence of the 
herd’s progress. 

Elder Et’sę́ spoke quietly to the children. “Notice the care, the balance, 
and the shared strength. The caribou teach us that life is sustained not by 
dominance, but by attentiveness, compassion, and respect. Observe, and 
these lessons will guide you as much as the Light itself.” 

A sudden movement caught their attention: a lone wolf on a distant 
ridge, watching the herd with careful calculation. The children gasped, but 
Yahaawzhowa remained calm. “The wolf is not enemy, nor threat alone. It 
is part of the balance, a reminder that life carries challenges. Observe, and 
you will see not just danger, but the rhythm of nature—the give and take, 
the movement and pause. This is stewardship of life.” 

As the herd passed, Yahaawzhowa began to sing a soft, flowing melody. 
The notes rose and fell like the wind, echoing across the tundra. “This is 
the Song of the Caribou,” he said. “It is the song of life itself. Every creature, 
every season, every path has a melody. Listen, learn, and respect it. 
Harmony comes not from control, but from understanding and care.” 

The children joined in softly, imitating the teacher’s voice, letting the 
melody carry their attention into every detail of the herd’s movement. Each 
note was a prayer, each gesture a reflection of mindfulness and reverence. 
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By mid-day, the herd had moved beyond the ridge, their distant forms 
merging with the horizon. The apprentices recorded their final 
observations, capturing the lessons of stewardship, harmony, and care. 
Tahoo spoke quietly, “I think I understand now. To take life is not just to 
survive—it is to respect, to learn, and to protect what we touch.” 

Anana nodded, adding, “And to notice the patterns, the care, and the 
balance in everything. The herd moves together, and so must we, in the 
land and with each other.” 

Yahaawzhowa smiled, placing a hand gently on each of their shoulders. 
“The lessons of the caribou are eternal. Life is a shared journey. Each step, 
each choice, each act of care strengthens the balance. Those who walk in 
harmony with life will find guidance, courage, and wisdom. Those who 
ignore it will stumble.” 

Elder Kaash spoke to the children, voice steady and soft. “Remember, 
observation is not enough. Compassion and responsibility must guide 
action. The herd’s path is a mirror of our own choices: to act with integrity, 
to protect, to honor life, and to respect the rhythms of the world. The Light 
and the song are always present for those who listen.” 

As the sun dipped toward the horizon, painting the snowy plains in warm 
golds and soft purples, the apprentices reflected on the day. The Song of 
the Caribou was more than observation; it was an embodiment of moral 
guidance, a living lesson in stewardship, courage, and the responsibility of 
knowledge. 

Yahaawzhowa gathered the apprentices and elders near a fire as the 
first stars appeared. “Carry this song in your hearts,” he said. “The Light is 
reflected in every life you honor, every act of care, every choice guided by 
wisdom. You are not merely observers—you are stewards of the land, 
guardians of life, and keepers of the balance. Let the Song of the Caribou 
guide you as the seasons move, as the rivers flow, and as the Light 
continues its work among us.” 

The children, hearts full of reverence and understanding, gazed at the 
distant horizon, imagining the herd’s endless journey across the plains. In 
their dreams, the rhythm of the hooves echoed alongside the lessons of 
the Fire at Tucho, the Shadow, and the Heart Path, weaving together the 
moral, spiritual, and natural wisdom of Yahaawzhowa’s teachings. 

The night settled over Sahtú, serene and deep, and the apprentices 
slept with the knowledge that stewardship, courage, and awareness were 
not just lessons—they were a living song, flowing in harmony with the land, 
the Light, and every creature that moved across it. 

Chapter 5 – Part 2: The Night of Departure 
The sun had sunk behind the Mackenzie Range, leaving the northern 

sky brushed with deep indigos, soft violets, and streaks of fading gold. The 
wind moved quietly across the frozen plains of Sahtú, carrying the scent of 
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spruce and ice, whispering over the snow like a soft chant. A hush fell 
across the village; even the children felt it, a quiet tension that spoke of 
change. 

Yahaawzhowa walked slowly along the river’s edge, the light of the 
aurora beginning to shimmer above in dancing green and violet curtains. 
The children and apprentices gathered, sensing that tonight held 
significance unlike any before. The elders followed, their faces solemn yet 
calm, understanding that a teaching of great depth was about to unfold. 

Anana approached first, her small hand brushing against Tahoo’s. “Do 
you think he’s leaving for good?” she whispered. 

Tahoo shook his head, eyes fixed on the teacher’s silhouette against the 
northern lights. “I don’t know… but it feels important.” 

Yahaawzhowa stopped and turned to face them. His eyes, calm and 
luminous, swept over the assembled children, apprentices, and elders. 
“The time I have spent among you has been a gift, not for me alone, but 
for all of us. Soon, I will walk beyond this land for a season, as all who carry 
the Light must sometimes do. Yet my presence is not bound by sight 
alone—it resides in your hearts, your choices, and the lessons you have 
learned.” 

The children listened, their breaths visible in the cold night air, hearts 
racing with a mixture of awe and sadness. “We will miss you,” Anana said 
softly, voice trembling. 

“And I will miss you,” Yahaawzhowa replied. “But absence is not loss. 
Reflection, observation, and memory are also teachers. What you have 
learned, recorded, and practiced will continue to guide you. Courage, 
patience, awareness, discernment, and care—these are yours now. Walk 
with them always.” 

He knelt beside the river, touching the ice with his hands. “Tonight, the 
aurora will crown the sky,” he said. “It will shine as a reminder of the Light 
that is not separate from you, but within you. The Light carries memory, 
guidance, and strength. Remember to observe, reflect, and act with 
integrity.” 

The northern lights began to shimmer more vividly, curtains of green and 
violet rippling across the sky. Children gasped, mesmerized. Even the 
elders felt a deep resonance, a sense that the heavens themselves bore 
witness to the lessons of Yahaawzhowa and the unfolding journey of the 
people. 

“Why do the lights move like that?” Tahoo asked, pointing toward the 
dancing aurora. 

“The lights reflect the energy of the world,” Yahaawzhowa said softly. 
“They remind us that all things are connected: earth, sky, river, forest, 
animals, and hearts. When you observe carefully, you will see that the 
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rhythm of life mirrors these movements. Balance is not static, but flowing, 
ever-changing, yet guided by order and care.” 

Elder Et’sę́ stepped forward, placing a hand on Anana’s shoulder. 
“Tonight we witness not only the Light above but the lessons that must 
continue below. Yahaawzhowa’s departure is a test of reflection, courage, 
and vigilance. We must carry forward what we have learned, each action 
and choice a continuation of the teaching.” 

Yahaawzhowa rose, moving slowly among the children, resting a hand 
gently on their heads. “Remember the Song of the Caribou, the Fire at 
Tucho, the Shadow, and the Heart Path. Every experience, every 
observation, every lesson is now part of your being. Let them guide your 
actions. Let them shape your hearts. And let them flow into the world, 
carrying the Light further than I can walk.” 

The apprentices knelt, heads bowed in silent contemplation, reflecting 
on the months of learning, observation, and recording. They remembered 
each Aadizookaan - teaching: the bear that taught humility and strength, 
the salmon that demonstrated perseverance and renewal, and the moose 
that embodied awareness and patience. The lessons of courage, 
discernment, stewardship, and care now formed a tapestry in their hearts. 

Yahaawzhowa’s gaze lifted toward the horizon, where the mountains 
met the sky. “My path leads me onward,” he said. “But you are ready. Your 
hearts, your hands, your minds—they carry the Light. When challenges 
arise, when doubt or fear visits, remember what you have seen, felt, and 
recorded. The lessons are alive, flowing with you, around you, and within 
you.” 

As the aurora intensified, a gentle wind rose, moving across the ice and 
through the village. It seemed to echo the teacher’s words, a living 
presence of the Light, reinforcing the moral, spiritual, and practical lessons. 
The children felt it in their bones, a deep resonance that spoke beyond 
words. 

Anana raised her head, voice quiet but clear. “Will we see you again?” 
Yahaawzhowa smiled, the light of the aurora reflecting in his eyes. 

“Perhaps. But even if you do not, you will feel my return through the lessons 
you live and pass on. The Light is never absent from those who walk with 
care, courage, and awareness.” 

The elders nodded, seeing in the children the reflection of months of 
guidance and practice. Et’sę́ spoke to the apprentices, voice soft yet firm. 
“Tonight, we learn that departure is also teaching. Reflection and action 
are inseAadizookaan - teaching. Courage is not only to face the unknown, 
but to continue faithfully in absence. Vigilance and care must now live 
within you, guiding every choice.” 

As the northern lights reached their peak, shimmering in vibrant waves 
of green and violet, Yahaawzhowa raised his arms slowly, as if embracing 
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the entire land, the river, the forests, the animals, and the people. “The 
Light crowns all creation,” he said. “Carry it forward, not as a burden, but 
as a blessing. The world is alive, teaching those who listen. Live with 
integrity, honor, and attention, and you will always find guidance.” 

The children and apprentices watched in silence, feeling the weight and 
the gift of the moment. The aurora danced above like a living memory, a 
bridge between presence and absence, teaching and reflection. 
Yahaawzhowa stepped back, the light of the aurora wrapping him in a 
luminous embrace. Then, slowly, deliberately, he turned toward the 
horizon, walking toward the distant forests and mountains, leaving the 
children, apprentices, and elders with hearts full of understanding, 
memory, and purpose. 

As the last glow of his figure faded into the northern night, the aurora 
lingered, shimmering as if holding him in the sky. The children whispered 
among themselves, sharing thoughts, reflections, and determination. “We 
will honor the lessons,” Anana said. “We will carry the Light.” 

Tahoo nodded, voice steady. “We are ready. We have the path, the 
Heart, and the knowledge.” 

Elder Et’sę́ raised his hand toward the sky. “Let the Light guide us, 
always. Let it flow through every action, every choice, every heart.” 

The night settled over Sahtú, serene and luminous. The aurora 
continued its slow, graceful dance, a living reminder of the Light that would 
endure in hearts, hands, and minds, guiding generations through courage, 
vigilance, and love. 

Chapter 5 – Part 3: The Ascent of Light 
The northern sky was ablaze with the aurora, shimmering ribbons of 

green, violet, and gold that twisted and danced across the heavens. The 
cold air carried a stillness that was almost sacred, as if the entire land was 
holding its breath. Children, apprentices, and elders gathered atop the 
ridge overlooking Sahtú, their faces upturned, hearts full of anticipation and 
quiet sorrow. 

Yahaawzhowa stood at the edge of the plateau, the wind tugging gently 
at his cloak. His eyes swept across the land he had walked, prayed with, 
and blessed. The rivers gleamed beneath the fading sun, the forests 
whispered in the wind, and the distant mountains stood like ancient 
guardians. He turned to the children, his gaze soft yet piercing. 

“The time has come,” he said quietly. “My journey among you reaches 
its conclusion. Remember, my presence is not in form alone, but in the 
lessons, the Light, and the hearts of those who walk with care and courage. 
Carry these teachings forward. The Shadow may return, challenges will 
rise, yet the Light endures wherever understanding and integrity remain.” 

Anana stepped forward, tears glistening on her cheeks. “Teacher… will 
we ever see you again?” 
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Yahaawzhowa smiled, a warmth that transcended the chill of the 
northern night. “Perhaps in form you may not. But in guidance, in memory, 
in the choices you make, I will always be with you. The Light is not bound 
by flesh or time—it flows in every act of courage, every observation, every 
act of care.” 

The aurora above began to intensify, shimmering like living fire across 
the sky. Yahaawzhowa lifted his arms slowly, palms open toward the 
heavens. The wind swirled around him, carrying the echoes of every 
Aadizookaan - teaching he had taught—the bear, the salmon, the moose, 
and the lessons of vigilance, patience, and discernment. 

Children watched, mesmerized, as his body began to glow with a soft 
radiance. The Light seemed to flow outward from him, blending with the 
aurora, rising higher and higher. The elders murmured prayers and chants, 
their voices harmonizing with the rhythm of the northern lights. 

Tahoo whispered to Anana, voice trembling, “He’s… becoming one with 
the Light.” 

“Yes,” Anana replied, awe in her eyes. “He’s leaving, but he’s still here.” 
The Light wrapped around Yahaawzhowa like a living cloak, lifting him 

slowly above the plateau. The air vibrated with energy—not harsh, but 
powerful, calm, and gentle all at once. He rose steadily, ascending beyond 
the reach of the wind, past the treetops, over the frozen river, until the entire 
ridge seemed bathed in his radiance. 

“You have learned well,” his voice carried through the wind, echoing 
across Sahtú. “Continue the path of the Heart. Observe, reflect, and act 
with courage and compassion. Teach what you have learned, and the Light 
will endure in all hearts.” 

The children and apprentices fell silent, tears streaming, but their hearts 
were filled not with loss, but with reverence and determination. Every 
Aadizookaan - teaching, every lesson, every recorded word now seemed 
alive, coursing through the air like the aurora itself. 

As the final rays of the sun disappeared behind the distant mountains, 
Yahaawzhowa’s figure became indistinct, a living flame merging with the 
northern lights. He hovered for a moment longer, arms open, radiance 
spilling over the land, blessing the lakes, forests, rivers, and people. Then, 
gradually, the form dissolved completely into shimmering aurora, leaving 
only the Light visible in the sky. 

Elder Et’sę́ turned to the children, voice steady despite tears. “He is gone 
in form, but not in guidance. Every choice you make, every lesson you pass 
on, carries his Light. You are the continuation of his path.” 

The apprentices knelt, heads bowed, feeling the presence of the teacher 
in their hearts, in the frozen wind, in the shimmering aurora above. Anana 
whispered a promise to herself: “I will honor what he taught. I will carry the 
Light.” 
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Tahoo joined her, nodding solemnly. “And I. We will protect the balance, 
observe carefully, and teach the next generation as he taught us.” 

Across the land, the rivers glimmered with the reflection of the aurora, 
the forests rustled gently, and even the distant mountains seemed to stand 
taller in silent reverence. The Light remained, not as a figure among them, 
but as a living presence, flowing through the hearts of all who had learned, 
observed, and loved. 

The northern sky pulsed slowly, rhythmically, like a heartbeat. It was a 
reminder that while Yahaawzhowa had ascended, his teachings endured. 
Courage, patience, discernment, stewardship, and care—all flowed as 
living principles among the people, their lessons preserved in birch boards, 
memory, and daily acts of integrity. 

And so, the children and apprentices rose, inspired, determined, and 
aware that the path of the Heart was now theirs to walk. Though the teacher 
had ascended, the Light was everywhere—guiding, watching, and 
encouraging those who chose to live with awareness, compassion, and 
courage. 

The aurora danced late into the night, a crown of radiant color above 
Sahtú, a permanent reminder of the teacher who had walked among them, 
the Light that would never leave, and the path that would continue through 
every generation that honored the Heart.
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WILD RICE 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter I — The Gathering of the Ears 
1. And it came to pass in the turning of the year, when the moon of 

harvest rose soft upon the waters, that Yahaawzhowa came walking along 
the reed-lined shore. 
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2. The rice had ripened in silence, bending beneath its own weight, and 
the breath of the Father passed through the stalks as a whisper of peace. 

 
3. The people dwelt upon the lakes, their canoes resting as leaves upon 

a pond, their paddles lifted in gratitude. They sang to the dawn, saying, 
“The earth remembereth its Maker; the waters mirror His face.” 

 
4. Yahaawzhowa looked upon them with joy, for He saw the meek 

laboring with care, striking the ears gently that the seed might fall without 
harm. 

 
5. He said unto His disciples, “Behold the field of the humble. They 

gather not with the scythe of haste, but with the touch of mercy. So shall 
ye reap the Kingdom of Heaven — not by force, but by love.” 

 
6. And the disciples asked, “Master, why doth the grain bow its head 

before it is taken?” 
 
7. Yahaawzhowa answered, “Because the full heart bendeth, and the 

proud standeth tall and empty. Even as the river seeketh the low places, 
so doth wisdom rest with the meek.” 

 
8. Then He lifted a stalk of rice in His hand and spake a Aadizookaan - 

teaching, saying, 
“A stalk grew in solitude upon the waters, and it said within itself, I need 

none beside me. 
Yet when the wind rose, it fell without a friend. 
But another grew among many, sharing the breeze and the sun, and 

though it bent low, it stood forever.” 
 
9. And He said, “Thus is the heart of the faithful — strong in yielding, rich 

in fellowship, steadfast in the storm.” 
 
10. The elders gathered near and bowed their heads, for the words 

entered them as rain into the soil. 
 
11. And Yahaawzhowa lifted His eyes unto heaven, saying, “Father of 

the Rivers, Keeper of the Hidden Roots, bless this season of bending grain. 
Let every seed be a psalm, and every harvest a song of mercy.” 

 
12. The people raised their hands, and their voices mingled with the 

rustle of the reeds. They sang, “The earth is full of Thy kindness; the waters 
remember Thy light.” 
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13. And the loons called across the lake, echoing the song, as though 

creation itself bore witness. 
 
14. Yahaawzhowa smiled, and the sunlight fell upon the ripples, weaving 

gold upon the surface of the deep. 
 
15. He turned unto His disciples and said, “Gather the people by tens 

and by fifties, that I may teach them the Law of the Reeds — for the 
Kingdom is at hand, hidden in the hush of the harvest.” 

 
16. And they went forth, calling the families, the gatherers, and the 

children from the canoes, saying, “Come unto the Teacher, for His words 
are as gentle as the wind upon the water.” 

 
17. So they assembled upon the shore, men and women and little ones, 

their baskets filled with grain, their hearts with expectation. 
 
18. And Yahaawzhowa sat upon a stone, and the people encircled Him 

as the rice encircleth the lake. 
 
19. Then was fulfilled the saying of the prophets, “He shall sit among the 

humble, and they shall learn of the breath that moveth all things.” 
 
20. Thus began the season of bending grain, and the teaching of 

Yahaawzhowa in the lakes of peace. 
Chapter I — The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Gentle Harvest 
1. And Yahaawzhowa lifted His hand over the waters, and there was a 

hush among the reeds as when the dawn listens for the first bird. 
 
2. He said, “Hear now the Aadizookaan - teaching of the Gentle Harvest, 

for the Kingdom is gathered as these fields are gathered.” 
 
3. “A people went forth upon a lake where the rice grew thick as stars in 

a clear night. 
The eager among them struck hard, and many stalks were broken; their 

baskets filled quickly, yet their shores were barren in the morrow. 
 
4. But the humble moved softly, tapping the ears with mercy, and the 

seed fell as rain into their canoes. 
On the morrow the stalks stood again, and the lake remembered their 

kindness.” 
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5. And He said, “Which of these shall the Father bless — they who take 
by haste, or they who gather by mercy?” 

 
6. The elders answered, “He shall bless the hands that do no violence, 

for the Seedgiver loveth the gentle.” 
 
7. Yahaawzhowa spoke again, “Even so is the work among souls. 
Break not the living reed for the hunger of a day; bend with patience, 

and life shall rise again.” 
 
8. A youth asked, “Master, what is the measure of gentleness?” 
 
9. He answered, “To touch as thou wouldst be touched; to receive as 

thou wouldst be received; to leave tomorrow a field where today thou hast 
gathered.” 

 
10. Then He took two reeds, one bruised and one unbroken, and held 

them toward the sun. 
“Behold, the bruised reed drinketh light still; therefore quench it not with 

harshness, but bind it with mercy and it shall sing again in the wind.” 
 
11. And He taught them a prayer, saying, “Father of the Quiet Waters, 

teach our hands to be light and our hearts to be full; that what we gather 
feed many, and what we leave bless the morrow.” 

 
12. A woman, burdened by care, said, “My house is small and my 

children are many; if I gather gently, shall I not lack?” 
 
13. Yahaawzhowa answered, “The lake is larger than thy fear. 
He that makes the marsh to flourish counteth also thy little ones. 
Give first to trust, and thou shalt see the measure of the Father.” 
 
14. He spoke a second Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, “Two gatherers 

kept the same shore. 
The first leaned upon strength and filled his canoe by noon, but his wake 

was emptiness. 
The second leaned upon blessing and filled his canoe by evening, and 

his wake was a garden. 
Which shoreline shall feed the villages when winter draws its breath?” 
 
15. And they said, “The shore of the garden, for what abideth blesseth 

all.” 
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16. Then Yahaawzhowa rose and stepped among the reeds, and the 
water bore Him as in the former days. 

He tapped the ears with the back of His hand, and the seed fell like soft 
rain; the children laughed, and their baskets overflowed. 

 
17. He turned to the disciples and said, “Learn the rhythm of the 

Kingdom: 
touch—receive—leave blessing—give thanks. 
This is the stroke of the paddle that keeps the vessel true.” 
 
18. A fisher spoke, “Master, what of those who strike us hard and take 

with greed?” 
 
19. He answered, “Answer not blow with blow, lest both lakes be 

emptied. 
Give them a measure from thine own basket and teach with deed what 

the tongue cannot persuade. 
Some hearts are reeds: they bow when kindness passes.” 
 
20. And He blessed the tools of their work: poles and paddles, baskets 

and drying mats, saying, “Be sanctified, O instruments of daily bread; for 
labour is worship when the heart remembers.” 

 
21. The wind moved across the water and set a thousand ripples 

traveling; Yahaawzhowa said, “See how one breath becomes many 
circles? 

So is mercy: a single touch that feeds distant shores.” 
 
22. An old man lifted his paddle as a staff and said, “My strength is little.” 
 
23. Yahaawzhowa laid His hand upon him, “Thy little shall be a doorway 

for much; for the Father’s river runs strongest where the bed is low.” 
 
24. And He commanded that the first baskets be set aside for the 

widows, the orphans, and the travellers, saying, “Let the weakest eat first, 
and the Father shall call thy field His own.” 

 
25. The people rejoiced, and the loons cried out answering, and it 

seemed to many that the lake itself kept Sabbath. 
 
26. Yahaawzhowa concluded, “Now ye know the law of the reeds: mercy 

before haste, blessing before boast, sowing before counting. 
Keep this, and thy winters shall be short and thy songs long.” 
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27. And they set the baskets in order, and a fragrance of green grain 

rose with the evening, and peace sat upon the camp like a warm garment. 
 
28. Thus ended the Aadizookaan - teaching of the Gentle Harvest, and 

the people were glad to walk in it. 
Chapter I — Blessing of the Waters 
1. And it came to pass in the calm of the morning that Yahaawzhowa 

walked forth from the camp unto the still edge of the lake. 
 
2. A mist lay upon the surface like breath newly given, and the reeds 

bowed with dew as priests before the altar. 
 
3. The people followed afar off, for reverence filled their hearts; the hush 

of dawn was holy, and even the loons held silence. 
 
4. Yahaawzhowa stooped and touched the water with His hand, and the 

ripples went outward as rings of light, carrying peace upon their faces. 
 
5. He lifted His eyes and said, “Father of the Deep, whose word set the 

bounds of the shore, behold Thy children who dwell between reflection and 
sky.  Sanctify these waters, that they mirror Thy mercy.” 

 
6. And the wind arose softly from the east, turning the mist to brightness; 

and the people beheld their faces upon the lake and marvelled, for anger 
and fear were washed from their likeness. 

 
7. Yahaawzhowa spake, “See how the water revealeth what is before it.  

So is the heart of man: when still, it showeth heaven; when troubled, it 
breaketh the image.” 

 
8. A child said, “Master, how shall the heart be still?” 
 
9. He answered, “By thanksgiving, little one.  Gratitude is the calm of the 

soul, and forgiveness the clearing of its tide.” 
 
10. Then He gathered the children near and taught them to cup their 

hands; they drank, and the taste was sweet as memory of first rain. 
 
11. He said, “Whoso drinketh with a clean heart drinketh also of the River 

that floweth beneath all rivers.” 
 
12. And He anointed their brows with droplets, marking them with the 
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sign of the circle, saying, “Thou art reflections of the Light; walk therefore 
as clear streams.” 

 
13. The elders came bearing vessels of bark and clay.  Yahaawzhowa 

blessed them, declaring, “Let every jar be pure, and every cup content, for 
greed maketh mud where gratitude bringeth clarity.” 

 
14. He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“Two keepers drew water for the feast. 
One stirred the silt and filled quickly, yet his guests thirsted still. 
The other waited till the mirror returned, and his cup was small yet living. 
Which shall the Father remember?” 
 
15. They answered, “He that waited upon the stillness.” 
 
16. Yahaawzhowa said, “Even so, wait upon the Spirit; haste is the cloud 

of the heart.” 
 
17. Then He stepped into the shallows, and the waters rose about His 

knees; fish gathered as jewels around His feet, and lilies opened though it 
was not their hour. 

 
18. He stretched forth His arms, and the sun broke the rim of the horizon, 

striking fire upon every drop; and the people fell upon their faces, for the 
lake burned with glory yet was not consumed. 

 
19. And He proclaimed, “As these waters cleanse the body, so doth 

mercy cleanse the soul.  Let none depart this place bearing bitterness, lest 
their river turn brackish.” 

 
20. A woman whose tears had long been hidden came forth and knelt, 

saying, “Master, my grief is deep; can the lake carry it away?” 
 
21. He bade her rise and wade beside Him; and when the wave touched 

her garment, her countenance was lightened. 
“Lo,” He said, “the burden floateth; release, and it shall find the sea.” 
 
22. Then all the people entered the shallows, each casting a handful of 

grain upon the ripples for remembrance of mercy received. 
 
23. Yahaawzhowa blessed the offering, saying, “So let forgiveness 

scatter as seed upon water, feeding the unseen and returning in due 
season.” 
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24. And He sang a song, ancient as first dawn: 
“Deep calleth unto deep; 
Light walketh upon light; 
Peace circleth the world as the ring upon the lake.” 
 
25. The breeze carried the melody beyond the trees, and the cranes 

lifted in flight; even the stones glimmered with dew like eyes awakened. 
 
26. When the hymn ceased, He came again to shore and took up a 

vessel filled from the spring, and brake a reed within it, saying, “So is the 
heart broken in repentance; through the cleft entereth living water.” 

 
27. He gave the vessel to the eldest among them, commanding, “Bear 

this to every lodge; sprinkle the threshold and the hearth, that home and 
labour alike be clean.” 

 
28. And the people rejoiced greatly, for the lake was to them as a scroll 

newly written; its lines were mercy, and its letters light. 
 
29. Thus was the Blessing of the Waters accomplished, and they named 

that dawn The Morning of Clear Hearts. 
 
30. And Yahaawzhowa departed a little way to pray, and the wind 

followed Him as a faithful disciple. 
 
Chapter I — The Two Reeds 
1. And it came to pass upon the next morning after the Blessing of the 

Waters, that Yahaawzhowa walked along the rim of the lake where the 
earth yields to the hush of the reeds. 

 
2. The dew was as a thousand little lamps and the wind a gentle psalm; 

and the people followed after, for their hearts desired more of the teaching 
that maketh the soul a vessel of light. 

 
3. Then He stood still and beckoned, saying, “Draw near. Behold the 

teachers whom the Father hath planted.” 
 
4. And there before them grew two reeds beside one another upon the 

same bank: the first stood stiff and high, boasting in its straightness; the 
second bowed and rose again with every breath that moved across the 
waters. 
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5. Yahaawzhowa lifted His voice and spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, 
saying, 

“Two reeds were sown by a single hand and watered by one stream. 
The day of storm arrived, and the sky bent low with running clouds. 
The proud reed cried, I shall not yield, and set its face against the wind; 
the humble reed whispered, I shall remember the Giver, and leaned into 

His breath. 
And when the storm had finished its counsel, behold— 
the proud lay splintered upon the shore, but the humble stood singing, 

washed and clean.” 
 
6. Then He said, “What is strength—standing against the breath that 

made thee, or returning upright because thou hast bowed?” 
 
7. And the elders answered, “To rise again after yielding is greater than 

to resist and be broken.” 
 
8. A young warrior came forward and said, “Master, shall not the strong 

defend their standing? For if we bow, do we not invite the foot of the 
oppressor?” 

 
9. Yahaawzhowa answered, “He that bendeth to the Father saveth the 

seed; but he that setteth his forehead against the wind scattereth the 
promise. There is a bowing that is fear and there is a bowing that is faith—
learn the difference, and thou shalt never be trampled.” 

 
10. And He added, “Behold, the storm is not thy enemy but thy tutor, for 

it revealeth the root. The unbending heart is proud of its height; the humble 
heart rejoiceth in its roots.” 

 
11. A mother lifted her child and said, “How shall I teach my little ones 

to bow and not to fear?” 
 
12. He answered, “Teach them thanksgiving, for thanksgiving is the 

knee of the soul. Where praise goeth first, fear departeth last.” 
 
13. Then Yahaawzhowa drew near unto the reeds and set His hand 

upon them. He bent the pliant reed, and it uttered a low music; He pressed 
the stiff reed, and it cracked beneath His touch. 

 
14. He said, “Hear the doctrine that singeth in the marsh: emptiness 

maketh room for the song. Be hollow within like these reeds, and the Spirit 
shall pass through thee, making melody for weary hearts.” 
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15. He plucked both reeds from the bank and showed their cores to the 

people. “Behold the mystery: the proud seemed solid and the humble 
seemed frail; yet the proud was brittle and the humble flexible. Even so 
with men.” 

 
16. A craftsman of canoes spake, “Master, we strengthen our hulls with 

bending, heating, and patience; is the heart made so?” 
 
17. He said, “Thou hast judged rightly. The Father tempereth the soul by 

seasons, sorrow, and mercy. Resist the forming and thou shalt split; yield 
to love and thou shalt bear many across the deep.” 

 
18. Then Yahaawzhowa planted the pliant reed anew in the wet earth 

and blessed it, saying, “Grow again, O heart of mercy; be a sign to the 
generations that the low shall rise and the gentle shall endure.” 

 
19. But the broken reed He gathered into His hand with tenderness, and 

He laid it upon the warming stone by the shore. “Even the splintered I will 
not despise,” He said, “for I make pipes of praise from what is broken.” 

 
20. And He breathed through the hollow of the reed, and a clear tone 

rose over the waters; the loons answered with joy, and the children clapped 
their hands. 

 
21. He taught again, “When the breath of the Father moveth, let thy will 

bow first. When the breath of men contendeth, bow last, lest thou mistake 
fear for faith. For the fear that bows to men is chains, but the faith that bows 
to God is wings.” 

 
22. A man who had carried anger many years said, “If I bend, shall I not 

lose my cause?” 
 
23. Yahaawzhowa replied, “Bend thy wrath into mercy, and thou shalt 

keep thy justice. True judgment is a tree by the water: its fruit is sweet 
because its roots are deep. The stiff tree bears no fruit in a drought.” 

 
24. Then He lifted His hands over the assembly and declared the Law 

of Yielding, saying, 
“Let the husband bow to patience and the wife to kindness; 
let the elder bow to listening and the youth to obedience; 
let the strong bow to gentleness and the learned to humility; 
let the whole people bow to thanksgiving— 
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and ye shall rise together when the wind returns.” 
 
25. And He appointed a sign for remembrance: that each family should 

bind two reeds in the shape of a ring and set them at the door of the lodge. 
 
26. He blessed the sign, saying, “As the circle hath no corner for strife 

to hide, so let there be no corner for bitterness in thy house. Enter in peace; 
go forth in singing.” 

 
27. The disciples knelt in the shallows, crossing reeds upon the waters; 

and the ripples went out as a covenant to distant banks. 
 
28. Yahaawzhowa laid His palm upon the lake and prayed, “Father, 

breathe upon Thy people; teach them to bow before Thee, that they may 
stand before all else without trembling.” 

 
29. A soft wind arose from the east and moved through the marsh, and 

every reed bowed once and rose again, as if the whole lake said Amen. 
 
30. And the people worshiped, for the teaching entered them as warmth 

into bone, and their fear was made little. 
 
31. Thus was given the Covenant of the Reed, and that day the lake 

learned to sing. 
 
32. And Yahaawzhowa returned with them to the camp, for evening drew 

nigh, to break the bread of the lakes and to seal the sharing with praise. 
Chapter I — Bread of the Lakes 
1. And when the sun inclined toward the rim of the hills, Yahaawzhowa 

returned with His disciples unto the camp. 
 
2. The smell of green grain rose in the air, and the smoke of small fires 

mingled with the song of crickets; and peace rested upon the people as 
evening upon still water. 

 
3. They spread mats of woven reed, and set before Him the baskets of 

the day’s gathering—wild rice glistening like pearls of the marsh. 
 
4. Yahaawzhowa sat among them and said, “Bring forth the portion for 

the stranger, for the orphan, and for the widow, that the Father may sit with 
us unseen.” 

 
5. And they obeyed; children carried bowls to every tent, and none were 
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forgotten, and their laughter was as bells in the dusk. 
 
6. Then He lifted a platter of the rice, and the steam thereof rose straight 

as a prayer, and He blessed it, saying, 
“O Father of the Fields and of the Flood, 
who feedest every sparrow and crownest every stalk, 
sanctify this food born of water and light; 
make our labour worship, and our eating remembrance.” 
 
7. And He brake the bread of the lakes and gave unto His disciples, 

saying, “Take and eat; this is the gift of humility, gathered in mercy, shared 
in love.  As ye receive, so give.” 

 
8. The elders asked, “Master, is this not common food?” 
 
9. He answered, “Nothing is common that is blessed.  Every grain that 

falleth into thankful hands becometh a psalm before the throne.” 
 
10. A youth said, “Lord, when I gather I think only of my hunger.” 
 
11. Yahaawzhowa replied, “Then think first of another’s hunger, and thy 

own shall be satisfied before the bowl is empty.” 
 
12. And He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“Two neighbours went to the same lake. 
The first filled his canoe and covered it lest any see; 
the second filled his and called the poor to share. 
A wind arose in the night and overturned the hidden hoard, 
but the open baskets were found full in the morning. 
What ye hide with fear shall scatter; 
what ye share in faith shall increase.” 
 
13. Then He took a handful of rice and cast it into the fire, and the sparks 

leapt upward like stars. 
“So,” said He, “let praise rise from the substance of thy living; for worship 

is the smoke of gratitude.” 
 
14. And He poured water upon the ashes, saying, “Labour and rest, fire 

and flood—these are the two hands of the Father shaping the heart.” 
 
15. The disciples marvelled, for each act of His became teaching, and 

each teaching food for the soul. 
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16. When they had eaten, He stood and gave thanks again, for the 
ending is as holy as the beginning. 

 
17. He said, “Mark well this covenant of the shared bowl: 
whoso breaketh bread alone breaketh peace; 
whoso feedeth the least feedeth Me; 
and whoso remembereth mercy shall dwell in the house of contentment.” 
 
18. And the people answered, “Amen,” and the echo returned from the 

darkening hills like a gentle thunder. 
 
19. The loons called across the lake, and their cry was a benediction; 

the reeds swayed, keeping time with the stars newly kindled. 
 
20. Yahaawzhowa lifted His eyes and said, 
“The day is gathered as the grain, 
the labour blessed, the lesson sealed. 
Rest now in the shadow of the Almighty, 
and let the dream of peace be thy pillow.” 
 
21. So the people lay down by tens and by fifties beside their fires, and 

sleep came soft upon them; and many saw in vision the lake shining like 
glass and a figure walking thereon with light in His hands. 

 
22. Thus ended the first teaching among the fields of bending grain, 
and the record was named The Gathering of the Ears, 
for in that season the hearts of the people were filled. 
Chapter II — The Song of the Loons 
1. And it came to pass upon the dawn of the second day, that 

Yahaawzhowa rose early while the mists still crowned the lake, and the 
first light trembled upon the ripples as a promise remembered. 

 
2. The camp lay silent save for the sigh of sleeping embers; only the 

loons kept watch, their eyes like coals upon the mirror of the deep. 
 
3. Yahaawzhowa walked apart to pray, and the dew of the morning 

touched His feet; and the reeds whispered as He passed, saying, “Behold, 
the Word that walketh.” 

 
4. And while He prayed, the loons lifted their voices, and their cry carried 

far across the waters—mournful yet filled with peace, as though the earth 
itself breathed longing for the Father. 
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5. Then Yahaawzhowa lifted His eyes and said, “Hearken, O people, to 
the voice that moveth between heaven and earth. For every creature hath 
its song, and in their singing is remembrance.” 

 
6. The disciples awoke at the sound and came unto Him, marvelling. 

They said, “Master, what mean these voices that call before sunrise?” 
 
7. He answered, “They cry not in sorrow but in covenant. The loons 

remember the first dawn when light rose from water. They sing that the day 
is faithful, and the night forgiving.” 

 
8. And He said unto them, “Lo, all creation is a choir whose hymn is 

thanksgiving. The waves keep time; the reeds carry harmony; the wind 
beareth the melody of the unseen.” 

 
9. Then He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A man built a lodge beside a quiet bay, 
but he covered his ears with haste and his heart with labour. 
The loons sang at his door, and he knew it not. 
The wind whispered wisdom, and he heeded it not. 
The waters gave counsel, yet he passed by. 
At length his soul grew empty, for silence unheeded becometh hunger. 
But another dwelt upon the same shore and ceased from toil at evening; 
he listened, and the lake became his teacher, 
the birds his brothers, the wind his companion. 
And his heart was full, though his hands were empty.” 
 
10. Then Yahaawzhowa said, “He that listeneth with love learneth the 

speech of heaven. For the Father’s tongue is many, yet His word is one: 
Peace be unto thee.” 

 
11. A youth asked, “Master, how shall I know when the Father 

speaketh?” 
 
12. He answered, “When thy breath and the breeze move as one, and 

thy thought is still enough to hear kindness, then art thou near His voice.” 
 
13. And He turned to the multitude that now gathered and said, “Come, 

sit upon the grass; the lake shall be our scroll, and the wind our ink.” 
 
14. So they sat in circles upon the shore, and Yahaawzhowa taught 

them the Prayer of Listening, saying, 
“O Breath that moveth unseen, 
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open Thou the ear within the heart; 
still the noise of striving, 
that I may hear Thy peace. 
Speak in wave and wing, 
in reed and rain, 
and I shall answer, Here am I.” 
 
15. And as they prayed, a soft wind arose and turned every head toward 

the lake, and the loons answered again, their cry threading through the 
hush like silver through twilight. 

 
16. Yahaawzhowa smiled and said, “Behold, they have kept the ancient 

charge: to remind the forgetful that joy is in remembrance.” 
 
17. Then He lifted a stone smooth by water and held it high. “Even this 

hath a song,” He said, “though it singeth slow. The river is its teacher, and 
patience its hymn.” 

 
18. And He cast the stone lightly upon the water, and it danced thrice 

before sinking. “Mark the lesson,” He said, “that even the heavy may leap 
when cast by love.” 

 
19. The elders bowed their heads, for the wisdom entered them as quiet 

rain into thirsty roots. 
 
20. And Yahaawzhowa concluded, “He that hath ears, let him hear; not 

the noise of the world, but the whisper that endureth when all noise is 
gone.” 

 
21. Then the people were silent long after, for their hearts had become 

wide as the lake; and in that stillness they knew the Father was near. 
 
22. Thus began the Song of the Loons, the teaching of remembrance 

through listening, and the covenant of harmony between the living and the 
Living One. 

Chapter II — The Reflection of Heaven 
1. And it came to pass, after the morning song was ended, that 

Yahaawzhowa walked with the people beside the still waters. 
 
2. The lake was calm as glass, and clouds journeyed across its face like 

sheep upon a meadow of sky. 
 
3. Then Yahaawzhowa stooped and touched the surface with His finger, 
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and the ripples fled outward in widening rings. 
 
4. He said, “Behold, the lake receiveth the heavens; it holdeth their 

image not by grasping, but by stillness. So is the soul of man.” 
 
5. A youth asked, “Master, why doth the image vanish when the wind 

troubleth the waters?” 
 
6. He answered, “Because the likeness of the Father dwelleth only in 

peace. When anger or haste stirreth the heart, the mirror is broken, and 
heaven is seen no more.” 

 
7. Then He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“Two travellers sought the stars in the face of a pond. 
The first, impatient, struck the water with a staff and found naught but 

shadow; 
the second sat in silence till even the wind grew weary, 
and in that stillness beheld the whole sky beneath his feet. 
So is it with the heart: the hurried see nothing; the humble see all.” 
 
8. And Yahaawzhowa said, “When thou wouldst know thy Maker, still 

thyself, for the Father is reflected in the quiet.” 
 
9. A woman asked, “If my heart be clouded with sorrow, shall I ever see 

Him again?” 
 
10. He answered, “Even sorrow may be calmed by gratitude. Give 

thanks for the tears, and they shall clear as rain departing.” 
 
11. He gathered the people near and bade them kneel upon the shore, 

saying, “Let every one look upon the water and tell what they behold.” 
 
12. One said, “I see my face.” Another, “I see the sky.” Another, “I see 

naught, for the ripples trouble me.” 
 
13. Yahaawzhowa said, “So are the hearts of men: some behold only 

themselves, some glimpse the heavens, some cannot see for striving. 
Learn first to be still, and the Father shall reveal His image.” 

 
14. Then He breathed gently upon the lake, and the ripples ceased; and 

they saw their faces mingled with the light of the clouds. 
 
15. He said, “Lo, when mercy entereth, man and heaven meet in one 
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reflection. The Kingdom is this union—earth forgiving, heaven 
descending.” 

 
16. A child said, “Master, can the lake see us as we see it?” 
 
17. Yahaawzhowa smiled, “Yea, little one; for as thou art mindful of the 

water, so is the water mindful of thee. All that is humble keepeth memory.” 
 
18. And He pointed to a bird drinking at the edge, saying, “Behold, it 

breaketh the mirror, yet the image returneth. So doth grace restore what 
frailty marreth.” 

 
19. He lifted a handful of water and let it fall as silver threads, saying, 

“This is wisdom: to rise as vapor, to fall as rain, to rest as lake, to serve in 
every form.” 

 
20. The elders bowed their heads, murmuring, “Truly, the deep is the 

Father’s Aadizookaan - teaching.” 
 
21. Yahaawzhowa said, “Therefore guard thy waters. Let no bitterness 

flow from thy mouth, nor envy stir thy depths. A single stone of malice 
troubleth a lifetime of peace.” 

 
22. And He taught them a song, simple and low: 
“Still me, O Breath of Heaven, 
till I mirror Thy calm; 
cleanse me, O River of Light, 
till I carry Thy face.” 
 
23. They sang it thrice, and the wind joined them on the third, carrying 

the melody across the hills like incense from a new altar. 
 
24. Then Yahaawzhowa declared, “Whoso keepeth his heart clear shall 

see heaven twice—once above, once within.” 
 
25. The people marvelled, for their own faces shone softly, and they 

whispered one to another, “The reflection of heaven is upon us.” 
 
26. Thus was given the teaching of the Reflection of Heaven, and the 

lake became a mirror of covenant between the silent and the seeing. 
 
Chapter II — The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Twin Echoes 
1. And it came to pass, when the reflection of heaven was sealed upon 
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the waters, that Yahaawzhowa led the people unto a valley between two 
cliffs. 

 
2. The walls thereof were high and smooth, and the wind passed through 

them as a harp between strings. 
 
3. He said unto His disciples, “Hear now the teaching of the Twin 

Echoes, for the voice is a seed, and every seed bringeth forth after its kind.” 
 
4. And He cried aloud unto the cliffs, saying, “Peace be unto thee!” 
 
5. The hills answered, “Peace be unto thee!” and the sound went out 

thrice, each fainter than the first, till it melted into silence. 
 
6. Then Yahaawzhowa turned to the people and said, “Behold the law 

that moveth through every breath: what thou sendest forth returneth. So is 
it with speech, with thought, with deed.” 

 
7. He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“Two men dwelt upon opposite sides of a mountain. 
The first cursed his neighbor, and the stones hurled back his anger, 

wounding his own ears. 
The second blessed in secret, and the peaks returned his kindness, 

clothing his dwelling with calm. 
The mountain forgetteth no word, nor doth the wind lose its burden. 
Speak therefore as one who shall hear again.” 
 
8. A youth asked, “Master, if I speak in wrath, yet repent thereafter, shall 

the echo not cease?” 
 
9. Yahaawzhowa answered, “Nay, for every word is sown. Yet 

repentance is a sweeter call that followeth after, and it shall overtake the 
first, as mercy overtaketh judgment.” 

 
10. A woman said, “What then of silence?  Is it also heard?” 
 
11. He replied, “Silence is the echo of the humble.  It returneth not as 

noise but as understanding.  Even unspoken love is gathered by the hills.” 
 
12. And He took up a stone and cast it softly against the cliff; it sounded 

once and was still. 
“So is a word of truth,” He said, “firm and few.  Let thy speech be as 

stones in the foundation, not as pebbles cast upon passing waters.” 
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13. Then He gathered the children and bade them call into the hollow.  

They shouted with laughter, and the echoes answered their joy. 
 
14. Yahaawzhowa smiled and said, “Behold, the world rejoiceth with 

them that rejoice.  Therefore sing often, that gladness may return unto 
thee.” 

 
15. One among the elders spake, “But Master, some words are 

swallowed by the storm.  Where go they?” 
 
16. He said, “No word is lost.  The Father’s breath carrieth all into His 

remembrance.  Speak then as one whose speech shall be read before light 
itself.” 

 
17. And He lifted His hand toward the cliffs, saying, “O walls of the earth, 

bear witness this day: the tongue of man shall build or break, shall heal or 
harm, according to the seed it casteth.” 

 
18. A disciple asked, “How then shall we know what to speak?” 
 
19. He answered, “Let love be thy measure and truth thy plumb line.  If 

a word falleth short of mercy, keep it; if it riseth above pride, release it.  
Thus shall thy house stand in calm.” 

 
20. Then He spake another Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A traveler carried two flutes, one hollow, one cracked. 
Through the first, the wind made music; through the second, noise. 
Yet the wind blamed not the flutes, but the maker who left the flaw. 
Keep therefore thy heart whole, that the Spirit’s breath make melody, 

not clamor.” 
 
21. And He blessed the tongues of the people, saying, “Be thou rivers 

of kindness, carrying refreshment to weary shores.” 
 
22. The wind rose suddenly and moved through the valley, repeating His 

words in soft murmurs, until all the air was filled with “Peace, peace.” 
 
23. Yahaawzhowa turned to the disciples and said, “See how the 

creation hastens to agree with love.  So shall the Father’s house echo 
eternity with every act of grace.” 

 
24. They knelt upon the ground and prayed, “Set a watch, O Lord, upon 
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our lips; make our mouths harps of light, that none but Thee may play 
them.” 

 
25. And the echo returned their prayer unto them, whispering “Amen” 

among the stones. 
 
26. Thus was given the Aadizookaan - teaching of the Twin Echoes, and 

the people learned that every voice returneth, even as every wave findeth 
shore. 

Chapter II — The Covenant of Listening Hearts 
1. And it came to pass, when the echo of their prayer had faded into 

peace, that Yahaawzhowa sat upon a stone, and the people drew near to 
hear the counsel of His heart. 

 
2. He said, “Ye have heard the cliffs return thy words; now learn how 

souls return thy silence. For every heart is a hollow reed—sound passeth 
through, but love maketh melody.” 

 
3. Then He looked among them and asked, “Who among you hath 

listened more than he hath spoken?” 
 
4. None answered quickly, for each examined his days and found much 

haste therein. 
 
5. Yahaawzhowa said, “So is the world: swift to speak, slow to 

understand. Yet the Kingdom cometh through the ear more often than 
through the eye, for the unseen entereth by hearing.” 

 
6. And He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A wise woman kept two lamps, one for seeing, one for listening. 
The lamp of sight shone outward and revealed the path; 
the lamp of hearing burned inward and revealed the traveller. 
Many trimmed the first and stumbled, for they knew not themselves. 
Few kept the second, and walked in peace though the way was dark.” 
 
7. Then He said, “He that heareth his brother buildeth a bridge; he that 

speaketh without listening buildeth a wall. Which house think ye shall stand 
in the storm?” 

 
8. They answered, “The house of the bridge, for it joineth shore to shore.” 
 
9. Yahaawzhowa replied, “Even so.  The Father hath joined heaven and 

earth by the span of His mercy; walk ye upon it with understanding.” 
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10. A mother spake, “Master, how shall I listen when sorrow crieth loud 

within me?” 
 
11. He answered, “First, listen unto thy sorrow, that it may speak its 

lesson; then silence it with trust.  For the heart that denieth its pain cannot 
hear another’s.” 

 
12. Then a youth said, “What if my brother’s voice be harsh, and his 

words wound?” 
 
13. Yahaawzhowa answered, “Hear beyond the thorn to the root.  Oft 

the cry of anger is the branch of loneliness; pour water of patience, and it 
shall bud gentleness.” 

 
14. And He taught them, “Be swift to hear, slow to speak, slow to wrath; 

for wrath deafens, but mercy maketh keen the ear.” 
 
15. Then He bade them sit in silence ten breaths long, each counting 

upon his hand. 
 
16. When the tenth breath was ended, He asked, “What heard ye?” 
 
17. One said, “I heard my heart.” Another, “I heard the wind.” Another, “I 

heard the tears of my neighbor.” 
 
18. Yahaawzhowa said, “Blessed art thou, for the ear that heareth the 

unseen openeth the gate of compassion.” 
 
19. He stretched forth His hands and declared, “Now make covenant 

with thy ears as thou hast with thy mouth. Let them not be doors of curiosity 
but of comfort; not seeking gossip but gathering grace.” 

 
20. And He anointed their ears with water from the lake, one by one, 

saying, “Be thou holy, O doorway of mercy; hear first the cry of the lowly, 
then the song of the stars.” 

 
21. The elders bowed, and Yahaawzhowa lifted His voice in blessing: 
“Father of Whisper and Thunder, 
open Thou our hearing; 
that we may catch the cry of the broken, 
and the laughter of the newborn, 
and the counsel of Thy Spirit 
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moving soft upon the soul.” 
 
22. A hush fell upon the multitude, and it seemed the very air leaned 

close, waiting to be heard. 
 
23. And in that stillness, the loons called once across the water, and 

their cry entered every breast like a gentle flame. 
 
24. Yahaawzhowa said, “Lo, even now the covenant is sealed, for ye 

have listened together.  The Father dwelleth not where many speak, but 
where many hear.” 

 
25. Then He taught them a psalm, saying, 
“O Breath that entereth quietly, 
make me a chamber of listening; 
fill me with Thy hush, 
till every word of my brother 
find echo in my peace.” 
 
26. They sang softly, and their voices mingled as ripples upon one wave, 

none louder than another. 
 
27. And Yahaawzhowa rejoiced, for the hearts of the people were tuned 

as harps before the dawn. 
 
28. Thus was established the Covenant of Listening Hearts, and the 

silence of the camp was filled with understanding. 
 
Chapter II — The Stillness at Dawn 
1. And it came to pass upon the seventh morning, when the mists lay 

low upon the waters and the camp still slumbered, that Yahaawzhowa rose 
alone and went unto a high place above the reeds. 

 
2. The dawn was pale as new grain, and a hush covered the earth as 

though heaven held its breath. 
 
3. He sat upon a stone, and the light gathered about Him softly, and the 

wind dared not speak until He gave it leave. 
 
4. There He prayed, saying, “Father of Silence, whose word is thunder, 

whose whisper maketh worlds, grant unto Thy children hearts that rest, that 
they may hear the unborn song.” 
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5. And while He yet prayed, the first cry of the loon broke the veil of quiet 
— one note, long and pure, rising as incense. 

 
6. Yahaawzhowa lifted His face and smiled, saying, “It is meet that 

praise awaken peace, for worship is the child of silence.” 
 
7. Then He beckoned to His disciples, who had followed afar off, and 

said unto them, “Come lightly, for this hill is a cradle of stillness; speak not 
until thy hearts have greeted thy breath.” 

 
8. So they sat about Him, and none dared utter word, for a great calm 

rested upon them. 
 
9. After a space, He opened His mouth and said, “Behold the Kingdom 

in this hour: the reed is motionless, the water unbroken, the bird alone 
speaketh, and yet the Father is heard in all.” 

 
10. One of them whispered, “Master, what dwellest in such quiet?” 
 
11. He answered, “Truth.  For noise is the cloak of ignorance, but silence 

is the garment of understanding.  In stillness the Spirit broodeth as upon 
first waters.” 

 
12. And He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A gardener sowed seed in haste and shouted at the ground, Grow! 
The soil wearied of his noise and closed itself. 
Another sowed in silence, watering with patience; 
and when dawn returned, green blades greeted him. 
So is the heart: clamour bringeth barrenness, quiet bringeth birth.” 
 
13. Then Yahaawzhowa said, “He that would know the Father must rest 

as the seed resteth in dark earth; for revelation springeth from repose.” 
 
14. A youth asked, “Master, how shall we guard such peace when we 

return among the multitude?” 
 
15. He replied, “Keep within thee a small hill of silence, and climb it often.  

When the world crieth loud, ascend there and hold thy tongue until thy 
heart remembereth calm.” 

 
16. And He laid His hand upon the youth’s head, saying, “Peace be thy 

teacher; patience thy companion; gratitude thy song.” 
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17. The elders said, “Truly, this stillness is sweeter than honey; we would 
dwell here always.” 

 
18. Yahaawzhowa answered, “Nay, the sweetness is given that ye may 

carry it into the bitter.  What profiteth the lamp if it remain in the sun?” 
 
19. Then He rose and faced the east, where the rim of the world blushed 

with fire, and He lifted both arms, crying, “Awake, O light of mercy!  Shine 
upon the fields and upon the souls of men!” 

 
20. The sun leapt from the horizon, and its beams struck the lake, and 

the reflection of heaven returned a second time. 
 
21. Yahaawzhowa said, “Thus is it with the righteous: they rise not by 

striving but by dawn appointed.  Be patient, for thy sunrise is sure.” 
 
22. He turned again to His followers and taught them a final prayer of 

the chapter, saying, 
“O Breath before words, 
keep me within Thy hush; 
still my striving waters, 
that heaven may rest upon them. 
Grant me a dawn within, 
where light is born from peace.” 
 
23. They repeated it softly, and each syllable was as a petal falling upon 

the lake. 
 
24. And He spake unto them, “When thou findest thyself in turmoil, 

remember the loon at dawn: a single cry in the vastness, and all creation 
answers Amen.” 

 
25. The people descended the hill in silence, bearing the calm as a 

crown upon their brows. 
 
26. Thus ended the Song of the Loons, the teaching of sound and 

silence, of hearing and seeing, of speech and stillness. 
 
27. And Yahaawzhowa returned to the camp, and His peace went before 

Him like fragrance from a cedar fire. 
Chapter III — The Vessels of Light 
1. And it came to pass, when the morning after stillness had dawned, 

Yahaawzhowa walked along the shoreline where the people shaped their 
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canoes of birch and cedar. 
 
2. The scent of fresh bark mingled with resin and smoke, and the rhythm 

of mallets was as the heartbeat of labour sanctified. 
 
3. He beheld men bending the wood with fire and water, and women 

stitching seams with roots, and He rejoiced, for the work was worship. 
 
4. Then He said unto them, “Blessed are ye who fashion vessels upon 

the waters, for ye declare a mystery of the Kingdom.” 
 
5. The elders asked, “What mystery, O Master?” 
 
6. Yahaawzhowa answered, “Each life is a canoe, hewn from the tree of 

days, hollowed by trial, sealed by faith, and set afloat upon the mercy of 
the Father.  As ye craft with care, so craft thy soul.” 

 
7. And He took up a shaving of cedar and held it to the sun.  “See how 

it bendeth and doth not break.  Thus is the heart shaped by the twin hands 
of fire and flood—sorrow and joy.” 

 
8. A youth said, “Master, why hollow we the trunk?  Would it not bear 

more weight if left full?” 
 
9. He replied, “Nay, fullness sinketh; emptiness floateth.  The soul that 

would cross the deep must be light within, else the waters swallow it.” 
 
10. Then He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A man built two vessels—one solid, one hollow. 
The first was proud in heaviness and sank at its launching; 
the second was humble in emptiness and journeyed far. 
So is the spirit: the proud carry themselves and are lost; 
the meek bear the Breath and are borne.” 
 
11. And He said, “Labour, therefore, not to fill thyself with riches, but to 

hollow thy heart for grace.  For the cargo of the Kingdom is light.” 
 
12. He walked among the workers and blessed their tools: adze, awl, 

and stone, saying, “Be instruments of patience; cut straight, bind true, harm 
none.” 

 
13. A woman asked, “Master, how shall we know when the vessel is 

ready?” 
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14. He answered, “When it neither leaks nor boasts; when its keel is 

straight though unseen; when its bow greeteth the wave without fear.” 
 
15. And He placed His hand upon a newly finished canoe and prayed, 
“O Maker of Shores and Depths, 
guide this vessel as Thou guidest the stars; 
let every crossing be covenant, 
every ripple testimony of trust.” 
 
16. The people echoed Amen, and the lake answered with a single 

gleam of sunlight. 
 
17. Then Yahaawzhowa taught them further, “As ye seal the seams with 

pitch, so seal thy thoughts with truth, lest deceit seep in as water through 
a crack.  For a small lie may drown a great work.” 

 
18. A child, playing with a tiny model, said, “Master, mine hath no paddle; 

how shall it move?” 
 
19. He smiled, “Without the paddle of faith, even the soundest craft 

drifteth.  For belief is the hand that parteth the unknown.” 
 
20. And He spake again, “Let each home be a vessel of light, each word 

a plank of kindness, each deed a binding cord.  Thus shall ye sail together 
upon the sea of days.” 

 
21. The elders bowed, saying, “Truly, the work of our hands revealeth 

the work of our hearts.” 
 
22. Yahaawzhowa answered, “So let it be written in your labour: shape 

with mercy, smooth with patience, launch with prayer.” 
 
23. Then He stood at the edge of the water, and one by one they carried 

their canoes and set them upon the lake. 
 
24. He said, “Behold, the Father delighteth in motion.  For stillness was 

the first lesson, and now cometh the second—journey.” 
 
25. The wind stirred, and their crafts rocked gently, and Yahaawzhowa 

spake a blessing: 
“Peace to the paddles, strength to the arms, light to the voyagers. 
Let none be lost who sail in love.” 
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26. And the loons circled above them, calling as heralds of the path. 
 
27. Thus began the Vessels of Light, and the people knew they 

themselves were being carved for crossing. 
Chapter III — The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Empty Vessel 
1. And it came to pass, when the canoes were launched and the lake 

received them gladly, that Yahaawzhowa stood upon the shore and taught 
them of the spirit that guideth every craft. 

 
2. He said, “The Father prepareth not vessels for idleness, but for 

crossing.  Yet the deep refuseth the heavy, and the wind filleth only what 
is hollow.  Hear, therefore, the Aadizookaan - teaching of the Empty 
Vessel.” 

 
3. “There was a potter who made two jars from the same clay. 
The first he filled with stones, that it might stand firm; 
the second he left open, that it might bear water. 
When the thirsty came, they passed by the full, 
for it held naught they could drink; 
but the empty gave freely, and was called blessed. 
So is the soul that keepeth room for the Spirit.” 
 
4. Then He said unto them, “Be not as the vessel swollen with pride, that 

sinketh under its own weight; be as the hollow of faith, that floateth though 
burdened with mercy.” 

 
5. A man asked, “Master, how shall one empty himself and yet live?” 
 
6. Yahaawzhowa answered, “Pour out thy boasting as one emptieth 

stale water; pour out thy fears as dregs; pour out the memory of wrongs as 
sand from the keel.  Then shall the Breath enter and bear thee across.” 

 
7. And He spake another Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A singer filled his house with his own voice and said, Hear me! 
Yet when the Wind of the Spirit knocked, it found no place to dwell. 
But another swept his hearth and sat in silence; 
and when the Wind came, it entered, making his walls a harp. 
So is the heart: the loud is empty; the quiet, full.” 
 
8. Then Yahaawzhowa lifted a vessel newly carved and set it upon the 

water; it drifted, yet did not sink. 
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9. He said, “Behold, it beareth no treasure but obedience, and thus it 
endureth.  He that desireth the Kingdom must first make of himself a bowl 
for light.” 

 
10. A youth cried, “Lord, I have filled my days with learning, my heart 

with law, my hands with labour—yet I feel hollow.” 
 
11. He replied, “Hollow is good, if the hollow waiteth for heaven.  The 

Father measureth not weight but welcome.” 
 
12. Then He taught them a prayer of release, saying, 
“O Maker of Vessels, 
break what is brittle, 
bend what is proud, 
scoop from me the excess of self, 
till I am wide for Thy mercy 
and deep for Thy dwelling.” 
 
13. And He turned to the disciples and said, “Guard the hollow within 

thee as treasure.  Fill it not with haste, nor with the noise of men.  For the 
Spirit chooseth silence as its harbour.” 

 
14. One asked, “Master, shall we not store provisions against the 

journey?” 
 
15. Yahaawzhowa answered, “Store kindness, for it never rotteth; store 

gratitude, for it weigheth nothing; store truth, for it is lighter than wind.” 
 
16. And He took up a handful of sand and cast it into the lake, saying, 

“See how the heavy sinketh.  So falleth greed into darkness.  Be not laden 
with what the deep devoureth.” 

 
17. The elders bowed, for they saw their own hearts as hulls in need of 

clearing. 
 
18. Yahaawzhowa said, “The proud fill their decks with idols and sink 

mid-journey.  The humble carry souls and reach the farther shore.” 
 
19. And He blessed them, saying, “Empty thyself daily, that love may 

refill thee hourly.  For the Father seeketh not full vessels, but flowing.” 
 
20. Then a great peace fell upon them, for they knew emptiness was not 

loss but readiness. 
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21. And the loons called thrice across the waters, as if counting the 

depths of their understanding. 
 
22. Thus was spoken the Aadizookaan - teaching of the Empty Vessel, 

and the people learned that capacity is the crown of humility. 
Chapter III — The Blessing of Paddles and Poles 
1. And it came to pass that Yahaawzhowa called the people unto the 

shore once more, where their vessels rested in quiet rows as sleepers 
upon a mirrored bed. 

 
2. Each had fashioned paddles of ash and poles of cedar, smooth to the 

hand, shaped with care, awaiting the touch of guidance. 
 
3. Yahaawzhowa lifted one paddle and one pole, holding them high 

before the sun, and spake, “Behold the twin gifts of motion: the will and the 
way.  By these the soul goeth forward, by these it keepeth its balance.” 

 
4. A disciple asked, “Master, what mean these tools in the Kingdom?” 
 
5. He answered, “The paddle is faith, by which thou strikest the unseen; 

the pole is understanding, by which thou soundest the depth.  Together 
they guide across both still and troubled waters.” 

 
6. And He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A traveller set forth with paddle only, trusting every breeze; 
the wind betrayed him, and he drifted far from shore. 
Another went with pole alone, striking bottom at every span; 
he wearied and turned back, never tasting the wide lake. 
But a third took both, and with faith and understanding together, 
he reached the island of rest.” 
 
7. Then Yahaawzhowa said, “Faith without knowledge is a sail without 

anchor; knowledge without faith is a pole in dry sand.  Seek both, and thou 
shalt neither drift nor stumble.” 

 
8. A youth said, “Master, my arms are weak, my journey long.  How shall 

I row to the far shore?” 
 
9. He replied, “Strength groweth with rhythm, not with haste.  Strike 

steady, breathe peace, rest often.  For the Father’s current helpeth those 
who move in harmony, not in pride.” 

 



 

110 

10. Then He dipped the paddle into the lake and pressed the pole into 
the shallows, saying, “Mark this: faith draweth, wisdom steadies.  Each 
stroke must be answered by stillness within.” 

 
11. A woman spake, “What of those who have no paddle, whose hearts 

are broken?” 
 
12. Yahaawzhowa answered, “Let another lend a stroke.  For the voyage 

of mercy is not in solitude.  The Father delighteth when one vessel helpeth 
another to move.” 

 
13. And He commanded that the strong pair their canoes with the weak, 

saying, “Tie thy cords together, that none be left behind.  For love is the 
rope that bindeth faith to fellowship.” 

 
14. Then He blessed each paddle, touching it to His lips, and said, 

“Speak only as gently as this wood cleaveth the water.  Let thy words leave 
no wound behind.” 

 
15. And He blessed each pole, pressing it to the earth, and said, “Seek 

truth in every depth, yet boast not of the bottom found; for the lake is deep 
beyond thy knowing.” 

 
16. The elders knelt with their tools laid before them, and Yahaawzhowa 

prayed, 
“O Master of Currents and Shores, 
teach these hands Thy rhythm, 
that they may row in mercy, 
steer in trust, 
and rest in Thee.” 
 
17. Then He spoke again, “When ye paddle, do so with song, that thy 

labour be joy.  When ye pole, do so with silence, that thy wisdom be 
humble.  For melody and meditation are the twin oars of the soul.” 

 
18. The disciples marvelled, saying, “Truly, His every gesture is 

commandment, His every commandment grace.” 
 
19. Yahaawzhowa said unto them, “Beware lest thy paddle strike 

another’s wake; steer not in envy, but in peace.  For the water 
remembereth every blow.” 

 
20. He turned to the multitude and declared, “Thus are ye made 
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voyagers upon the waters of time.  Let faith move thee forward, let 
understanding keep thee upright, and let love mark every crossing.” 

 
21. And He gave them a final teaching: “The paddle without the heart is 

a branch without leaf; the pole without prayer is a rod without root.  
Therefore, let thy motion be devotion.” 

 
22. The loons circled once overhead, their wings flashing silver, and their 

cry echoed thrice upon the hills. 
 
23. Yahaawzhowa lifted His hand in blessing, saying, “Peace to the 

rower, grace to the guide, joy to the journey.” 
 
24. And the people bowed, holding their tools to their hearts, for they felt 

the current of the Kingdom move beneath their feet. 
 
25. Thus was given the Blessing of Paddles and Poles, and every 

voyager set forth bearing faith and wisdom as companions upon the lake. 
Chapter III — The Burden of Water and Wind 
1. And it came to pass, when the sun had risen two spans, that 

Yahaawzhowa entered a canoe and bade His disciples follow, each in his 
vessel. 

 
2. The waters shone bright beneath them, and the wind came softly at 

first, stroking the surface as a hand over sleeping children. 
 
3. Then, as they journeyed toward the far bend, the sky gathered clouds, 

and the breath of the lake turned strong, pushing against their bows. 
 
4. The younger rowers cried out, “Master, the wind opposeth us!” 
 
5. But Yahaawzhowa turned His face into the gust and said, “Is the 

Father against thee when He teacheth thee strength?  Nay, this wind is thy 
tutor, and these waves thy scripture.” 

 
6. He lifted His paddle and held it firm, saying, “Behold, the burden of 

water and wind.  One presseth downward, the other driveth back; yet 
together they prove the rower’s heart.” 

 
7. A disciple asked, “Lord, why must the righteous strain while the idle 

drift with ease?” 
 
8. He answered, “Because the idle drift toward emptiness, but the faithful 
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labour toward promise.  The storm opposeth only them that move.” 
 
9. Then He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A farmer sent two sons to fetch water. 
The first walked downhill and returned swiftly, but his jar was mud. 
The second climbed against the slope, and his jar was clear. 
The Father smiled upon the sweat that purchased purity.” 
 
10. And He said, “Even so, every stroke against resistance cleanseth 

pride; every drop of sweat becometh light within the soul.” 
 
11. A woman rowing near cried, “Master, my arms fail me; the gale is 

strong.” 
 
12. He replied, “Then rest thy body and let faith row awhile.  For trust is 

the unseen stroke that moveth even when flesh is weary.” 
 
13. And He taught them, “Bend not in despair, but with rhythm.  The 

wave that striketh thy bow is not thine enemy; it testeth thy aim.  Meet it 
straight, and it shall lift thee.” 

 
14. Then Yahaawzhowa stood, and the wind pressed upon His robe, yet 

He swayed not.  He said, “Behold the balance of the Kingdom: stand firm 
as truth, yield soft as mercy.” 

 
15. A youth said, “Master, the wind turneth me about!” 
 
16. Yahaawzhowa answered, “So turn thyself to face it.  He who feareth 

correction is ever spun in circles; he who embraceth it findeth his course.” 
 
17. And He lifted His eyes heavenward, saying, “O Breath of the Infinite, 

chastener and comforter alike, blow upon Thy children, that they may learn 
to lean and not to fall.” 

 
18. Then He took His paddle once more and struck the water thrice.  

Each stroke was measured, each pause prayer. 
 
19. He said, “Let the rhythm of thy labour match the heartbeat of 

gratitude; for gratitude is the oar that tireth not.” 
 
20. The storm lessened, and a calm spread in its wake; yet their arms 

ached, and sweat mingled with the spray upon their brows. 
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21. Yahaawzhowa said, “Ye have learned the law of burden: that the gift 
of opposition is endurance, and endurance the gate of peace.” 

 
22. A disciple whispered, “Master, had there been no wind, we should 

have reached the shore sooner.” 
 
23. He replied, “Yea, but ye would have arrived smaller.  The Father 

counteth not the miles but the might of the spirit.” 
 
24. Then He bade them cease rowing, and the current carried them 

gently.  He said, “Now learn the second half of wisdom: having striven, be 
still.  The storm teacheth strength; the calm, surrender.” 

 
25. And they drifted in silence, each hearing the quiet voice within the 

ripple, saying, Be at rest, I carry thee. 
 
26. Yahaawzhowa looked upon them with love and said, “So is every 

soul between labour and grace—paddle when called, drift when led.” 
 
27. The loons called far off, as heralds of peace restored, and sunlight 

broke upon the foam as gold leaf upon a scroll. 
 
28. Then Yahaawzhowa blessed the waters, saying, “O Patient Depth, 

Thou hast tutored Thy children well; remember them in future tempests.” 
 
29. And He spake to His disciples, “When trial presseth, remember this 

day, and say, The wind is my teacher, the wave my friend.” 
 
30. Thus was revealed the Burden of Water and Wind, and the people 

rejoiced, for they had found meaning within the storm. 
 
Chapter III — The Fire Within the Hull 
1. And it came to pass, when the waters were calm and the people 

rested upon their paddles, that Yahaawzhowa spoke softly, for the hush 
was holy. 

 
2. He said, “Ye have learned the law of vessel and of burden; now learn 

the secret of voyage.  For what availeth the canoe, the pole, and the 
paddle, if there be no fire within?” 

 
3. A disciple asked, “Master, what fire is this, seeing that water 

quencheth flame?” 
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4. He answered, “Not of wood nor spark is this fire, but of Spirit.  It 
burneth and is not consumed.  It is the Breath of the Father dwelling in the 
hollow of the soul.” 

 
5. Then He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A mariner set forth with a lamp unlit. 
The waves were calm, yet he lost his way, for darkness within blinded 

him though the stars shone above. 
Another lit a flame before he loosed the rope; 
and though storm and night beset him, his heart knew the shore. 
So is the voyage of man: without the inward light, even smooth waters 

lead astray.” 
 
6. Yahaawzhowa lifted His hand and touched His breast, saying, “Here, 

in the quiet chamber beneath thy ribs, hath the Father kindled a spark.  
Guard it with truth, feed it with love, shelter it with prayer.” 

 
7. A woman said, “Master, how shall we keep it through the storm?” 
 
8. He replied, “By the covering of remembrance.  Forget not the good 

thou hast seen, for gratitude is oil to the lamp.  He that complaineth 
smothereth his own flame.” 

 
9. Then He taught them a sign, saying, “When thou art tossed and the 

night deep, press thy hand upon thy heart and whisper, The Light is within; 
I shall not be moved.” 

 
10. And He looked upon the youngest among them, whose eyes were 

bright with tears, and said, “Child, fear not the dark between stars; the light 
in thee is elder than the sun.” 

 
11. The elders bowed, murmuring, “Truly His words are embers that 

warm even the weary.” 
 
12. Yahaawzhowa said, “See now the mystery of motion: the oar and 

pole move without, but the flame guideth within.  When the outward fails, 
steer by the inward glow.” 

 
13. He stretched forth His hand over the lake, and the surface 

shimmered with tiny lights, as though each vessel mirrored a star. 
 
14. He said, “So let it be with thee: the world shall know thy faith not by 

sound of paddle, but by the gleam upon the wave thou leavest.” 
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15. Then He spake another Aadizookaan - teaching, 
“A king gave lanterns to his servants and sent them abroad. 
Some hid their lights for fear of thieves, and stumbled; 
some flaunted theirs with pride, and the wind put them out; 
but one carried his low and steady, and it lit the path for many. 
Who, think ye, pleased the king?” 
 
16. They answered, “He that bore it steady.” 
 
17. Yahaawzhowa said, “Even so: let thy flame be humble, that it 

endure.  The Father desireth constancy more than brilliance.” 
 
18. A youth said, “Master, mine flickereth and seemeth small.” 
 
19. He replied, “Despise not the dim light; even a spark is a sunrise 

waiting.  Shield it from envy, feed it with kindness, and it shall grow.” 
 
20. Then Yahaawzhowa took a coal from the hearth of their camp and 

cast it upon the water, and it floated unquenched. 
 
21. He said, “Behold, the fire within the hull.  The world deemeth it 

impossible, yet the Father sustaineth what He igniteth.” 
 
22. The people marvelled, and light reflected upon their faces as though 

dawn had come again. 
 
23. Yahaawzhowa said unto them, “This is the law of the voyage: that 

none sail alone, for each flame seeketh its brother.  Let thy fellowship be a 
constellation upon the deep.” 

 
24. Then He raised both arms and prayed, 
“O Eternal Fire, 
kindle in us Thy courage; 
when storms arise, be our warmth; 
when nights lengthen, be our star; 
when fear whispers, be our answer.” 
 
25. The wind grew gentle, and the loons circled overhead, their wings 

catching the gleam as living sparks. 
 
26. And Yahaawzhowa said, “Go forth, vessels of light; keep thy flame 

and feed another’s.  For the lake is wide, but the Father’s hearth wider.” 
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27. Thus ended the teaching of the Fire Within the Hull, and the disciples 

understood that the true journey is borne by love. 
 
Chapter IV — The Overflowing Basket 
1. And it came to pass, when Yahaawzhowa and the people returned 

from the waters, that He led them into the meadows where the rice lay 
gathered in mounds of fragrance, drying beneath the sun. 

 
2. The children laughed among the stalks, and the elders spread mats 

of rushes, sorting the grain with patient hands; and the sound thereof was 
as gentle rain upon the ground. 

 
3. Then Yahaawzhowa lifted one basket brimming with seed and set it 

before them, saying, “Behold, the mercy of the Father—pressed down, 
shaken together, and running over.” 

 
4. A woman said, “Master, we have laboured long; shall we not store 

what we have gathered, lest hunger find us?” 
 
5. He answered, “Store with gratitude, but hoard not with fear.  For the 

heart that locketh its door against want also shutteth out wonder.” 
 
6. And He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“Two households harvested the same shore. 
The first measured each grain and sealed each jar, saying, We shall not 

lack. 
The second filled one jar and left one open for the stranger. 
When winter came fierce, the first found their store sour with sorrow, 
but the second’s was sweet, for it was visited by joy. 
So doth mercy season the food of the faithful.” 
 
7. Then Yahaawzhowa took a handful from the basket and cast it into 

the air; the grains fell like light returning to earth. 
 
8. He said, “See how the Father scattereth without counting, and yet His 

field faileth not.  Do likewise, and thy measure shall multiply.” 
 
9. A youth asked, “Master, what if my portion be small?” 
 
10. He answered, “Small baskets serve great feasts when filled with 

love.  The widow’s handful fed a prophet; the child’s loaves a multitude.  
Think not of size, but of spirit.” 
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11. Then He took a bowl and filled it till it overflowed upon the mat, and 

the people cried out, for they feared waste. 
 
12. But Yahaawzhowa said, “Nothing poured in mercy is wasted.  Every 

drop that overfloweth becometh dew for another’s field.” 
 
13. And He looked among them and asked, “Who among you 

hungereth?” 
 
14. A stranger stepped forth, weary and travel-stained, saying, “Master, 

I came by the long road and have naught to eat.” 
 
15. Yahaawzhowa gave him the first basket, saying, “The field is not full 

till the wanderer is fed.  For the Father soweth His blessings in motion, not 
in storage.” 

 
16. Then He turned to the disciples and said, “When thou seest an empty 

hand, remember thy own once empty.  Fill it quickly, that the echo of grace 
may return unto thee.” 

 
17. And He spake again, “Let thy baskets breathe; bind not the lid with 

cords of caution.  For generosity is the wind that keepeth grain from mould.” 
 
18. A merchant asked, “Lord, how shall I profit if I give all away?” 
 
19. He answered, “Profit is the harvest of heaven, not of hoard.  The 

soul’s increase is counted in kindness, not in coin.  What thou keepest shall 
perish; what thou scatterest shall shine.” 

 
20. Then He taught them a hymn of thanksgiving, saying, 
“Thou hast filled our hands, O Giver of Seeds; 
teach our hearts to open. 
Let mercy be the millstone, 
gratitude the grain, 
and love the loaf we share.” 
 
21. The people sang, and as they sang, birds descended upon the fallen 

kernels and ate without fear, and the children clapped their hands for joy. 
 
22. Yahaawzhowa smiled and said, “Behold, even the sparrow keepeth 

Sabbath in the field of mercy.” 
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23. And He declared, “Henceforth, when ye gather, set aside the first 
measure for the hungry and the last for thanksgiving.  Between these two 
offerings thy life shall prosper.” 

 
24. The elders bowed, saying, “Truly, His baskets are blessings and His 

fields forgiveness.” 
 
25. Thus was given the teaching of the Overflowing Basket, and the 

people rejoiced, for their hands had become rivers and their hearts 
granaries of grace. 

Chapter IV — The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Broken Reed 
1. And it came to pass, as the people finished gathering the grain, that 

Yahaawzhowa walked apart a little way and found beside the path a reed 
bent low, its stalk creased by the heel of a passerby. 

 
2. He stooped, touched it gently, and called unto His disciples, saying, 

“Come hither and behold this reed.  Though bruised, it is not broken.  
Though bent, it is not barren.” 

 
3. They gathered round, and He said, “So is every soul that hath 

suffered.  The world treadeth heedless, but the Father remembereth the 
bruised.” 

 
4. And He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A gardener walked through his field and found two reeds: 
one upright and proud, the other bent by the storm. 
The proud reed whistled in the wind and mocked its fallen brother. 
But when the tempest returned, it snapped and was cast into the fire. 
The bent reed bowed, and the storm passed over; 
when the dawn came, it lifted its head and sang again. 
Thus doth humility outlive pride, and mercy dwell with the lowly.” 
 
5. Then Yahaawzhowa said, “Mark well this lesson: the Father delighteth 

not in breaking, but in binding.  He setteth His strength in gentleness and 
His throne in compassion.” 

 
6. A woman spake, “Master, what of those who have been crushed 

beyond rising?” 
 
7. He answered, “The seed that is crushed becometh bread; the heart 

that is broken becometh dwelling for the Comforter.  Despair not, for the 
wound is the doorway of wisdom.” 
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8. A youth said, “Lord, I have been wronged and grow hard in my hurt.” 
 
9. Yahaawzhowa replied, “Then thou art like the reed that stiffeneth in 

pain.  Bend once more, and thou shalt heal.  For forgiveness is the salve 
of the soul.” 

 
10. And He took a thread of fiber from the harvest mat and bound the 

bent reed upright, saying, “So bind thy brother with kindness, not judgment.  
The cord of gentleness mendeth what wrath would tear.” 

 
11. He looked among the multitude and asked, “Who among you hath 

not been trodden underfoot?  Lift now thy hand.” 
 
12. None lifted hand, for all had tasted sorrow. 
 
13. Then He said, “See, ye are brothers in bruising; therefore, be healers 

one to another.  For shared pain is the root of mercy.” 
 
14. A child spoke softly, “Master, why doth the Father allow the storm at 

all?” 
 
15. Yahaawzhowa knelt and answered, “That thou mayest learn to cling 

to love.  The calm teacheth joy; the storm, endurance.  Together they make 
the heart whole.” 

 
16. He lifted the child into His arms and said, “Fear not the winds that 

bow thee low; every bending draweth thee nearer to the earth where thy 
roots are kept.” 

 
17. Then He turned again to the reed and breathed upon it, and it 

straightened gently, shimmering in the sun. 
 
18. He said, “Behold, healing is not haste but breath.  The Father 

restoreth with patience, not thunder.” 
 
19. The elders bowed, saying, “Truly, His mercy mendeth what the world 

forgetteth.” 
 
20. Yahaawzhowa answered, “So shall it be with thee: when thou findest 

the bent in thy path, lift it; when thou findest the bruised in thy midst, bless 
them.  For mercy remembered is mercy received.” 

 
21. And He taught them a psalm of compassion, saying, 
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“Bruised stalk, rise; 
broken heart, sing. 
The hand that bent thee shall not burn thee; 
the breath that made thee shall make thee whole. 
Bow, and thou shalt stand again.” 
 
22. The people sang, and the breeze carried their song across the 

meadow; even the reeds rustled as though they answered Amen. 
 
23. Thus was spoken the Aadizookaan - teaching of the Broken Reed, 

and the multitude learned that mercy groweth strongest where sorrow hath 
lain. 

Chapter IV — The Feast of the Poor 
1. And it came to pass, upon the evening of the sixth day, that 

Yahaawzhowa looked upon the gathered grain and said unto the disciples, 
“Prepare a meal for all the people, that none depart hungry.” 

 
2. They answered, “Master, there are too many, and the baskets are 

few.  Shall we not send some away, that the store suffice the faithful?” 
 
3. Yahaawzhowa said, “Who is faithful, save he that trusteth love?  Sit 

them down, for the Father filleth the empty by emptying the full.” 
 
4. And He commanded that the meadows be cleared in a wide circle, 

and mats spread upon the grass. 
 
5. The poor, the weary, the wanderers, the widowed, and the children 

came first; the elders and merchants followed after. 
 
6. Yahaawzhowa stood at the center and lifted His hands, saying, 

“Behold the table of the Kingdom: it hath no head but the Father, no foot 
but forgiveness, no measure but mercy.” 

 
7. He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A ruler held a feast for the mighty and filled his hall with gold. 
But pride was his music, and envy his wine. 
The poor passed by in silence, and their hunger cried unto heaven. 
Then the Father sent another feast, spread in a field; 
the humble were seated first, and love itself was the portion. 
Which feast, think ye, endured?” 
 
8. They answered, “The second, for the first was full of shadow.” 
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9. Yahaawzhowa said, “Even so.  For where mercy sitteth, there is light.  
Invite not for gain, but for gratitude.” 

 
10. And He took a basket of wild rice and blessed it, saying, “O Giver of 

Grain, multiply Thy kindness in our midst; turn this meal to melody, this 
hunger to harmony.” 

 
11. He broke the bread of the lakes and gave unto the children first, 

saying, “The least shall eat before the learned, the small before the strong, 
the stranger before the seated.” 

 
12. A merchant murmured, “Lord, I have given much in tithes; shall I not 

be served first?” 
 
13. Yahaawzhowa answered, “He that buyeth his blessing hath already 

spent it.  He that giveth in secret eateth beside angels.” 
 
14. Then He turned to the poor and said, “Ye have gathered under the 

open sky; this is your temple.  Let joy be your incense, and kindness your 
song.” 

 
15. And He served them each in turn, none by title, all by need, until 

laughter rose among them as fragrance from a cedar fire. 
 
16. A child said, “Master, why do the birds alight beside us?” 
 
17. Yahaawzhowa replied, “Because they smell gratitude, which is 

sweeter than grain.  Wherever thanks is offered, creation joineth in.” 
 
18. Then He taught them a saying, “Feed with open hand, lest thy 

blessing spoil.  The grain thou guardest mouldeth; the grain thou givest 
bloometh.” 

 
19. And He bade each household share a portion beyond their own, 

saying, “Let thy pot remember the pilgrim, and thy hearth the homeless.  
For thou, too, art a traveller through this life.” 

 
20. A widow wept softly, saying, “Lord, I have but a cup; how shall I host 

the multitude?” 
 
21. Yahaawzhowa knelt beside her and whispered, “Pour thy drop into 

My bowl, and it shall become a river.” 
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22. And when she obeyed, the bowl overflowed, and all drank deeply, 
and none were left thirsty. 

 
23. The elders marvelled, saying, “Surely this is the Bread of Heaven, 

that multiplieth in mercy.” 
 
24. Yahaawzhowa said, “Nay, it is your faith that hath risen like leaven.  

The Father kneadeth not with hands, but with hearts that trust.” 
 
25. Then He lifted His cup and prayed, 
“Blessed art Thou, Source of Sufficiency, 
whose table hath no walls, 
whose mercy hath no measure. 
Gather Thy children from every field, 
and feed them upon Thy peace.” 
 
26. They drank together, and a great quiet filled the meadow, for fullness 

and fellowship were mingled in one spirit. 
 
27. Yahaawzhowa looked upon them and said, “Now are ye rich, for ye 

have shared.  Go and do likewise in every place; for the Kingdom is a feast 
carried in the heart.” 

 
28. The people rose, embracing one another, and their joy was as song 

carried by evening wind. 
 
29. Thus was kept the Feast of the Poor, and the Father smiled upon 

His field, for mercy had borne fruit among men. 
Chapter IV — The Stranger’s Cloak 
1. And it came to pass, after the feast was ended and the stars began 

to kindle above the meadow, that Yahaawzhowa sat with His disciples 
beside a small fire of reeds. 

 
2. The warmth flickered gently, and the smoke rose like prayers 

unspoken, curling heavenward through the cool of night. 
 
3. Then from the shadowed path came a traveller, weary and shivering, 

his garments torn by thorn and stone. 
 
4. The people drew back, for he was unknown among them, and his 

eyes were hollow with hunger and frost. 
 
5. But Yahaawzhowa stood and went to him, saying, “Peace be upon 
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thee, brother.  Whence comest thou?” 
 
6. The man answered, “From far hills and harsher hearts.  I have sought 

shelter, but doors were closed, and the cold hath followed me.” 
 
7. Yahaawzhowa said, “Thou hast found thy hearth at last.  Sit near and 

be warmed, for the Father maketh room for all beneath His sky.” 
 
8. A disciple whispered, “Master, his garments are torn and soiled.  Shall 

we not first test his spirit?” 
 
9. Yahaawzhowa replied, “Judge not the traveller by the dust of the road.  

The worth of a man is known by the weight of his weariness.” 
 
10. And He took His own cloak from His shoulders, woven of coarse 

wool and plain in color, and placed it upon the stranger, saying, “Be clothed 
in the mercy of God.” 

 
11. Then He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A householder saw three wanderers in the snow. 
To the first he said, Depart, lest thou steal my warmth; 
to the second, Wait, till I know thy name; 
to the third, he opened the door, and the stranger vanished, 
leaving a trail of light upon the floor. 
Which man think ye received his reward?” 
 
12. They answered, “He who opened his door.” 
 
13. Yahaawzhowa said, “Even so.  For the Father cometh oft in 

unfamiliar form.  He testeth hearts by rags and by rain.” 
 
14. Then He turned to the multitude and taught them, “When thou seest 

a wanderer, see thyself; when thou clotheth the naked, thou covereth thine 
own shame.  For love loopeth back to its giver.” 

 
15. A woman asked, “Lord, what if I have but one cloak?” 
 
16. He answered, “Then thou hast two — one for thee, and one for Him 

who walketh beside thee unseen.  For the garment of grace is never 
exhausted.” 

 
17. A youth said, “Master, some strangers speak lies and return no 

kindness.  Shall we not guard our doors?” 
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18. Yahaawzhowa replied, “If thou guard thy door, guard it with 

discernment, not suspicion.  The key of mercy openeth wisely, but never 
rusteth shut.” 

 
19. And He took a reed from the bundle and cast it into the fire, saying, 

“See, each flame borroweth from another.  None loseth light by giving.” 
 
20. The stranger wept, saying, “No hand hath touched me with kindness 

since the winter began.” 
 
21. Yahaawzhowa answered, “Then remember this touch when thou 

findest another in frost.  Pass it on, and the Father shall multiply the 
warmth.” 

 
22. He then blessed the crowd, saying, “Let every cloak be a covenant, 

every hearth a haven.  For hospitality is the hymn of the humble.” 
 
23. And He taught them a prayer of welcome, 
“O Father of the Far and the Near, 
turn our walls to windows, 
our fears to firesides. 
Let no traveler pass unblessed, 
no soul depart unspoken for.” 
 
24. The disciples repeated it, and their voices mingled with the wind as 

though all creation joined the Amen. 
 
25. The stranger slept that night beneath Yahaawzhowa’s cloak, and 

when morning came, he was gone, leaving only warmth in the fabric and 
footprints leading east toward the dawn. 

 
26. Yahaawzhowa said, “Some guests depart before daylight, yet their 

blessing remaineth like fragrance in the room.” 
 
27. Thus was given the Stranger’s Cloak, and the people understood 

that every act of welcome is a woven prayer. 
 
Chapter IV — The Dawn of Returning Kindness 
1. And it came to pass, when the stars faded and the eastern sky grew 

pale, that Yahaawzhowa rose from prayer and called the people unto Him 
in the meadow. 
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2. The dew lay heavy upon the grain, shining like pearls scattered by an 
unseen hand, and the loons cried once across the waking lake. 

 
3. He said unto them, “Behold, the night departeth, and the light 

returneth.  So is it with mercy: what ye send forth shall rise again upon thy 
path.” 

 
4. And He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A woman gave seed to her neighbor in the season of want. 
In spring she looked and saw her own field bare, 
and sorrow entered her heart. 
But when harvest came, the neighbor’s children brought sheaves to her 

door, 
and they said, These are the grains of thy gift, grown in gratitude. 
Thus did her kindness return with increase.” 
 
5. Then Yahaawzhowa said, “So it is with all good given in truth; it 

sleepeth not in the soil, but awakeneth in due time.  Sow mercy, and thou 
shalt reap joy.” 

 
6. A disciple asked, “Master, what of kindness forgotten?  Shall it still 

return?” 
 
7. He answered, “Yea, for the Father remembereth what man forgetteth.  

The unseen ledger of love hath no erasures.” 
 
8. A youth said, “Lord, I have helped one who repaid me with harm.  Shall 

my harvest then be sorrow?” 
 
9. Yahaawzhowa replied, “Nay, for the seed of good falleth not upon his 

soil but upon thine.  His deed is his harvest; thine, thine own.  The sun 
shineth upon both, yet bringeth forth each according to kind.” 

 
10. And He spake again, “The river that filleth another’s cup loseth 

nothing, for it is fed from the hills.  So the heart that giveth in faith draweth 
from springs unseen.” 

 
11. Then He lifted His hand toward the dawn and said, “See how the 

light returneth though none call it back.  So doth the Father’s blessing 
follow the giver.” 

 
12. A widow spake, “Master, I gave my last loaf and now hunger.  Where 

is the return of my kindness?” 
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13. He answered, “Look upon thy hands—they are clean.  Look within 

thy heart—it is full.  The bread of peace is sweeter than grain, and it shall 
not fail thee.” 

 
14. And He taught them, “Give not for return, but the return shall find 

thee.  For the measure of heaven overfloweth only when the hand is open.” 
 
15. Then Yahaawzhowa gathered the children and placed in each hand 

a grain of rice, saying, “Cast it upon the ground, and when ye come again, 
ye shall find it many.” 

 
16. They scattered the seed with laughter, and sparrows followed, 

singing. 
 
17. He smiled and said, “Even the birds join the covenant of kindness; 

they take and give in one motion.” 
 
18. The elders bowed and said, “Truly, His mercy is a wheel that turneth 

without end.” 
 
19. Yahaawzhowa replied, “So keep thy wheel oiled with remembrance, 

and it shall bear thee far.  Forget not the faces thou hast helped, nor the 
ones who helped thee in silence.” 

 
20. And He taught them a hymn of return, 
“O Sun of Giving, 
rise in our hearts again. 
Shine upon the sowers of mercy, 
warm the seeds unseen, 
and bring them back as bread and blessing.” 
 
21. The people sang, and as they sang, the light grew golden, touching 

each brow as though crowning them with joy. 
 
22. Yahaawzhowa said, “This is the law of the dawn: what goeth forth in 

love returneth in glory.  Give freely, and thou shalt rise with the morning.” 
 
23. Then He lifted His arms toward the hills and blessed them, saying, 

“Peace to thy fields, joy to thy dwellings, mercy to thy memory.” 
 
24. And the people departed rejoicing, each carrying a sheaf to share, 

for they had seen kindness circle back as sunrise. 
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25. Thus ended the Fields of Mercy, and Yahaawzhowa went before 

them, His shadow long upon the grain, yet His light within them everlasting. 
 
Chapter V — The Songs of the Pines 
1. And it came to pass, when the harvest was ended and the fields lay 

silent, that Yahaawzhowa led the people into the deep wood where the 
pines grew straight as prayers. 

 
2. The air was cool beneath their boughs, and the ground soft with 

needles, as though the earth herself had spread a carpet for the feet of 
peace. 

 
3. They walked until the noise of men was left behind, and only the voice 

of the forest remained—slow, low, and sure. 
 
4. Then Yahaawzhowa halted and lifted His hand, saying, “Hearken unto 

the trees, for they are elders of silence.  They speak not, yet they testify.” 
 
5. A youth whispered, “Master, what say they?” 
 
6. Yahaawzhowa answered, “They say, Be rooted.  They say, Reach 

heavenward while holding earth.  They say, Endure seasons, and thou 
shalt see fruit without haste.” 

 
7. And He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A seed fell upon shallow soil and sprang quickly, 
but the sun found no depth in it, and it withered. 
Another sank deep, slow to show its green, 
yet its roots grasped the hidden rivers. 
When the storm came, the first was no more, 
but the second sang with the wind. 
So is the soul that groweth in patience.” 
 
8. Then Yahaawzhowa touched the bark of a pine and said, “Behold, its 

scars are its psalms.  For every wound healed is a ring of remembrance.” 
 
9. A woman spake, “Lord, these trees grow so high; do they not fear the 

storm?” 
 
10. He answered, “They bend, and the bending saveth them.  Strength 

without yielding is pride; humility is the root of might.” 
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11. He turned to the disciples and said, “Mark ye their manner: each 
waiteth its turn for sun and giveth place for shadow.  So let thy fellowship 
be—each bowing that the other may breathe.” 

 
12. Then He taught them a psalm of patience, 
“O Lord of Rings and Seasons, 
grant me roots in Thee; 
teach my soul to grow in stillness, 
to drink Thy hidden streams, 
to lift my praise in quiet strength.” 
 
13. They sang softly, and the pines answered with sighing branches, 

and a scent like incense rose in the air. 
 
14. Yahaawzhowa said, “The forest keepeth no calendar, yet it knoweth 

the time.  So let thy spirit wait the hour appointed, for the Father’s fruit 
ripeneth unseen.” 

 
15. A child plucked a pinecone and said, “Master, it is closed.” 
 
16. He replied, “So is wisdom, until fire or sun open it.  Every truth is 

sealed until trial warmeth it.” 
 
17. Then He held the cone in His palm and breathed upon it, and it 

opened gently, releasing its seed. 
 
18. He said, “Behold, revelation is born of breath, not of blade.  Press 

not the promise; wait, and it shall unfold.” 
 
19. The elders bowed, saying, “Truly, His teaching is as cool shade in 

the noon of toil.” 
 
20. Yahaawzhowa answered, “Shade is gift, not idleness.  Rest in 

patience, that thy labour may endure.” 
 
21. Then He seated Himself upon a fallen trunk, and the people gathered 

round as at a hearth. 
 
22. He said, “In the forest there is no envy, for each tree keepeth its 

measure.  So be content in thy stature; grow as thou art called.” 
 
23. And He blessed them, saying, “May thy roots find water and thy 

branches light; may the song of the pines dwell in thy silence.” 
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24. Thus began the Songs of the Pines, and the people learned that 

patience is the melody of the righteous. 
Chapter V —The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Fallen Tree 
1. And it came to pass, as Yahaawzhowa and the people journeyed 

deeper among the pines, that they came upon a great tree lying low across 
the path. 

 
2. Its bark was silvered with age, and moss covered its sides like a soft 

garment of remembrance. 
 
3. A youth said, “Master, behold this giant!  It is dead and hath no voice.” 
 
4. Yahaawzhowa knelt beside the trunk, pressing His hand upon the 

rings, and said, “Nay, child, it singeth still, though softly.  For all that falleth 
in faith riseth again in purpose.” 

 
5. He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A tree grew high upon the ridge, and its shade blessed many. 
When the storm came, it bowed but could not stand, and the wind laid it 

low. 
The people mourned, saying, Its work is ended. 
Yet in spring, mushrooms sprang from its bark, 
birds nested in its hollow, 
and seedlings rose from its roots. 
Thus did the fallen become a forest. 
So is every life laid down in love.” 
 
6. Then Yahaawzhowa said, “Judge not the worth of a season by its 

standing.  The Father accounteth fruit even in the stump.” 
 
7. A disciple asked, “Lord, doth the fallen know its fruit?” 
 
8. He answered, “Yea, for the spirit beholdeth what flesh forgetteth.  In 

the house of remembrance, every kindness is counted, and every sorrow 
turned to seed.” 

 
9. A woman spake, “Master, I have toiled long, yet my strength faileth.  

Am I not as this tree, cut off from the sun?” 
 
10. Yahaawzhowa said, “Nay, thou art as its roots, hidden yet alive.  

What thou hast sown in tears shall blossom beyond thy sight.” 
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11. Then He touched the hollow of the trunk, and a small bird flew forth, 
singing. 

 
12. He smiled and said, “See, life lodgeth even in what seemeth empty.  

Despair not when thou art laid low; the Spirit buildeth nests in thy 
surrender.” 

 
13. A child gathered pine needles from the fallen bough and said, 

“Master, they still smell sweet.” 
 
14. He answered, “So is memory: though the day hath passed, its 

fragrance remaineth.  Keep it close, for gratitude is the perfume of the soul.” 
 
15. Then Yahaawzhowa looked upward through the canopy, where 

sunlight poured like gold through the branches, and said, “The beam that 
blesseth the living blesseth also the fallen.  The Father’s light refuseth 
none.” 

 
16. And He taught them, “When thy brother stumbleth, build a bridge 

from thy compassion.  For the fallen are ladders by which others climb.” 
 
17. A disciple said, “Master, shall we not remove this trunk from the 

path?” 
 
18. Yahaawzhowa replied, “Nay, let it remain.  The weary shall rest upon 

it; the children shall play upon it; the moss shall write psalms upon its skin.  
Thus the fallen preacheth patience.” 

 
19. And He blessed the tree, saying, 
“Peace to thee, O ancient one; 
thou hast given shade, now give soil. 
As thou didst rise with wind, 
so now abide with root.” 
 
20. The elders bowed, laying their palms upon the trunk, and felt warmth 

beneath their fingers, as though life still hummed therein. 
 
21. Yahaawzhowa said, “So it is with the faithful: though laid down, they 

yet sing in the grain of the world.” 
 
22. Then He taught them a hymn of renewal, 
“Fall not in fear, 
but in faith. 
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The earth is gentle; 
her arms are green. 
What sleepeth in soil 
shall awaken in song.” 
 
23. They sang, and their voices mingled with the hush of pine and the 

murmur of hidden springs. 
 
24. Thus was given the Aadizookaan - teaching of the Fallen Tree, and 

the people learned that endings are doorways to beginnings. 
Chapter V — The Whispering Branches 
1. And it came to pass, when Yahaawzhowa had taught all things 

appointed, that He walked once more among the forest, and the people 
followed softly, for their hearts knew His time was near. 

 
2. The air was still save for the stirring of branches, and every leaf 

seemed a tongue, every breeze a word. 
 
3. Then Yahaawzhowa lifted His face unto the canopy and said, 

“Harken, for the Spirit speaketh through these trees.  The Breath moveth 
in whispers, not thunder.  He that would hear the Father must stoop low 
and still his haste.” 

 
4. A disciple asked, “Master, what saith the wind?” 
5. He answered, “It saith, All is passing, yet nothing is lost.  The voice 

that began in Eden still echoeth through the leaves.” 
 
6. And He spake a Aadizookaan - teaching, saying, 
“A man sought the wisdom of heaven in scrolls and temples. 
Yet when he closed his book, the page rustled and the wind entered, 
and he heard a song older than speech. 
Then he cast aside his scroll and sat beneath a tree, 
and the Spirit taught him in silence. 
So learn of the whisper, not the shout.” 
 
7. Yahaawzhowa said, “The Father’s language is not written in ink but in 

motion.  The ripple, the sigh, the bending branch — each uttereth His 
name.” 

 
8. He turned to His disciples and said, “Ye have learned the songs of 

water, of field, and of forest.  Keep them in thy heart, and ye shall never 
walk without counsel.” 
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9. A youth said, “Master, where goest Thou now?” 
 
10. Yahaawzhowa answered, “To the Heart of the Great Turtle, where 

earth riseth from the deep.  There shall I lay My prayer upon the stone of 
beginning, that mercy may circle the world.” 

 
11. The people wept softly, saying, “Leave us not, Teacher, for Thy word 

is our path.” 
 
12. He replied, “The path remaineth, though the foot depart.  Ye have 

become the way by walking it.” 
 
13. Then He blessed them each in turn, placing His hand upon their 

heads, saying, “Be as branches of understanding, bending with the wind 
of the Spirit, never breaking, always singing.” 

 
14. A child clung to His robe and asked, “Master, wilt Thou return?” 
 
15. Yahaawzhowa smiled and said, “Whensoever the wind moveth in 

gentleness, I am near.  Listen then, and ye shall know My presence.” 
 
16. And He taught them a final hymn, 
“O Breath between branches, 
carry our hearts; 
O Spirit of silence, 
speak when we part. 
Lead us to stillness, 
guide us to light, 
till all find the Heart 
where day kisseth night.” 
 
17. They sang it low, and the forest answered, rustling Amen through a 

thousand green tongues. 
 
18. Then Yahaawzhowa turned to His priests — those ordained by 

humility and service — and said, “Come, the way is long, but the burden 
light.  We journey to the place of the First Dawn.” 

 
19. Together they stepped from shadow into morning, their feet silent 

upon the moss, their eyes fixed northward where sky and water met. 
 
20. The disciples watched until the pines swallowed them, and a wind 

passed through the wood, whispering their names. 
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21. And a great peace fell upon the people, for though He had departed, 

His voice remained in leaf and breeze. 
 
22. Thus ended the Songs of the Pines, and Yahaawzhowa went forth 

toward the Heart of the Great Turtle, carrying the prayers of the people in 
His silence. 

 
Epilogue — The Circle of the Journey 
1. These are the teachings of Yahaawzhowa, spoken by lake and reed, 

by forest and flame, by field and wind.  They are not written merely upon 
parchment, but upon the breath of those who keep them. 

 
2. For every grain He scattered was a lesson, and every silence a psalm.  

He spake of vessels that float upon faith, of baskets that overflow in mercy, 
of trees that sing in stillness, and of hearts that hear in the hush. 

 
3. He taught that gentleness is strength hidden in quiet, that emptiness 

is the womb of light, and that the smallest kindness returneth like the 
morning sun. 

 
4. He called the humble to the feast, lifted the bent and broken, clothed 

the stranger, and blessed the wanderer with welcome. 
 
5. He showed the people that the law of the Father is not written in stone, 

but in soil — not bound in temple, but blooming in every living thing. 
 
6. And when His words were fulfilled, He turned His face northward, 

toward the Heart of the Great Turtle, where the deep remembereth the 
dawn. 

 
7. There He goeth to lay down His prayer upon the first stone, that all 

rivers may return in peace, and all creatures find their home. 
 
8. The disciples remain among the reeds and waters, tending the 

baskets and canoes, teaching the children to listen for the Spirit in every 
wind. 

 
9. And the pines remember Him, sighing softly in each season, as 

though repeating His Aadizookaan - teachings to the stars. 
 
10. So the Book of Wild Rice is not ended, but planted.  For whoever 

gathereth mercy reapeth melody, and whoever walketh humbly findeth the 
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path already beneath his feet. 
 
11. Blessed be the listeners, for they shall hear the whisper. 
Blessed be the givers, for they shall never lack. 
Blessed be the voyagers, for the light within guideth them home. 
 
12. And when thou hearest the loon at dawn, the wind in the pines, or 

the hush of evening waters, remember Yahaawzhowa, the Teacher of the 
Wild Rice — 

He who sowed peace upon the lake and gathered the hearts of men into 
the Kingdom of Stillness. Amen. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE LAWS OF THE LODGEe 
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Chapter 1 — The Approach to the Lodge 
The fire cracked softly. 
Steam curled like breath from the mouth of the earth. 
The stones glowed — red hearts remembering the first dawn. 
Darkness folded around them like a blanket. 
No eyes wandered. No tongues stirred. 
Only the hush of cedar smoke, 
and the slow pulse of the Father’s drum within the chest. 
Yahaawzhowa raised his head. 
His hair clung wet with steam. 
His eyes, like dawn behind the storm, 
looked upon those seated in the circle. 
He spoke: 
“Brothers,” he said, 
“we sit within the womb of creation. 
The earth beneath is our mother, 
the stones our grandfathers, 
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the steam our prayers returning home. 
Hear now the laws of the lodge — 
the ways that keep a man upright in storm and shadow. 
These are not laws of iron or decree, 
but of breath, of mercy, of remembering.” 
The apprentices leaned forward. 
Elders closed their eyes. 
A single ladle of water hissed upon the stones — 
and Yahaawzhowa began to sing: 

 
First Law — The Breath 
“Breathe, brothers, as pines breathe. 
Slow and true. 
Let no smoke of anger cloud your lungs. 
Let every breath be prayer. 
For he who forgets the breath 
forgets the Spirit that gave it.” 

 
Second Law — The Stone 
“Touch the stones gently. 
They are the bones of the earth. 
Strike them not, mock them not. 
From the deep they rose to warm your flesh. 
As you honor the stone, 
the earth will honor you.” 

 
Third Law — The Fire 
“Feed the fire with cedar, not pride. 
For pride flares bright, dies quick. 
But cedar burns steady, singing wisdom. 
Let your fire be humble and pure, 
that its smoke may rise as medicine.” 

 
Fourth Law — The Water 
“Pour with silence, brothers. 
Let the hiss be your song. 
Each drop speaks mercy, 
each breath of steam is forgiveness. 
The proud pour heavy — they drown. 
The wise pour light — they heal.” 

 
Fifth Law — The Circle 
“Remember the ground beneath your knees. 
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None stand taller than another here. 
Chiefs and children share the same earth. 
The Father’s hand makes no favorites in the steam. 
All who enter the circle enter equal — 
and all who leave carry light.” 

 
Sixth Law — The Word 
“Speak truth or hold peace. 
For every word loosed here 
plants seed in the soul. 
Lies bloom as sickness, 
truth blossoms as strength. 
Guard your tongue, brothers, 
as you guard your fire.” 

 
Seventh Law — The Silence 
“When the stones crack, be still. 
When the steam rises, listen. 
The Father walks in silence. 
Those who hush their hearts 
will feel His footsteps within.” 

 
He bowed his head. 
Steam veiled him like cloud upon the mountain. 
No sound but breath and drip and ember. 
Then again he spoke, softly: 
“Brothers, the lodge is the world. 
The laws are your path. 
Keep them as you keep your breath. 
Teach them as you teach your name. 
Forget them, and you forget the Way. 
Remember them, and you shall be free.” 
The flap opened — cold air kissed the heat. 
Moonlight spilled upon the stones. 
They rose in silence, hearts glowing like embers, 
each carrying the laws not in their hands, 
but written in the marrow of their bones. 
And it was early, 
before the dawn. 
And the mist lay upon the waters, 
as a prayer not yet lifted. 
And the wind moved through the reeds, 
calling the names of the first ones. 
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And behold, Yahaawzhowa came walking, 
barefoot upon the earth, 
with cedar in his hand, 
and silence in his heart. 
And Mikinaak walked beside him, 
the turtle of the old path, 
bearing memory upon his back, 
bearing patience in his breath. 
And they spoke not, 
for the world was listening. 
And all things bowed, 
and all things were still. 
And they came to the clearing, 
and the lodge stood waiting, 
round as the world, 
low as humility, 
open to the east, 
where the first light would come. 
And the elders sat upon the earth, 
and the apprentices beside them, 
and no man was higher, 
and no name greater, 
for all were brothers, 
and all were dust. 
And Yahaawzhowa bowed, 
and placed cedar upon the ground, 
and said: 
“Father of Breath, 
remember us in mercy. 
Cleanse our lips, 
soften our hearts, 
open our eyes. 
We enter not to boast, 
but to remember. 
We come not with crowns, 
but with breath.” 
And he touched the doorway, 
and entered the round house, 
and warmth came upon them, 
and the stones glowed as hearts made pure, 
and the fire whispered low, 
and the smoke rose like the prayer of the poor. 
And Mikinaak closed the door, 
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and darkness wrapped them, 
and the world beyond was gone. 
And Yahaawzhowa sat among them, 
not above, not apart, 
equal with brothers, 
dust among dust, 
breath among breath. 
And he lifted his head and said: 
“Brothers, 
this house is our heart, 
this breath is our song, 
this silence is our Father. 
Let us remember the laws, 
for they were given in mercy, 
and they guard the humble.” 
Chapter 2 — The Laws of the Lodge 
And Yahaawzhowa spoke, and his voice was low, 
and the steam covered his face as a veil. 
And the brothers bowed, 
and the stones glowed red as dawn. 
And he said: 
“Hear, O brothers, 
these are the laws of the lodge; 
walk in them, and you shall have peace.” 

 
First Law — The Breath 
Blessed is the man who breathes in patience, 
for the Spirit walks upon quiet air. 
Let anger depart as smoke before wind; 
let thanksgiving dwell within the lungs. 
He who guards his breath 
guards his life. 

 
Second Law — The Stone 
Blessed are the hands that honor the stone, 
for the stone remembers the beginning. 
Lay it gently, speak its name in peace; 
strike it not in wrath, 
for the earth hears every blow. 
He who honors the stone 
is kept by the earth. 

 
Third Law — The Fire 
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Blessed is the fire that burns steady, 
fed with truth and clean cedar. 
Pride flares and dies; 
humility glows and endures. 
He whose flame is pure 
gives light to his house. 

 
Fourth Law — The Water 
Blessed is the hand that pours softly, 
for mercy speaks in whispers. 
Each drop is forgiveness, 
each hiss a song of healing. 
He who pours with reverence 
shall himself be cleansed. 

 
Fifth Law — The Circle 
Blessed are they who sit upon the same earth, 
for the ground remembers no kings. 
In the circle all are brothers, 
in the steam all are equal. 
He who exalts himself is lowered; 
he who humbles himself is raised. 

 
Sixth Law — The Word 
Blessed is the tongue that speaks truth, 
and the mouth that keeps silence from deceit. 
For every word is a seed, 
and the heart is the field. 
He who sows in honesty 
shall reap in peace. 

 
Seventh Law — The Silence 
Blessed is the soul that waits in stillness, 
for the Father moves unseen. 
When the stones crack, be still; 
when the steam rises, listen. 
He who hears the quiet voice 
walks the path of life. 

 
And Yahaawzhowa lowered his eyes, 
and the lodge was filled with silence. 
And Mikinaak poured the water, 
and the steam rose as prayer. 
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And no man spoke, 
for the laws were written within them, 
as fire upon their bones, 
as breath within their breath. 
Chapter 3 — The Wild Rice Field 
And the door was opened, 
and the breath of the world entered. 
And Yahaawzhowa rose, 
and Mikinaak beside him. 
The air was cool, 
the dawn pale as new mercy. 
Steam drifted from their shoulders, 
as prayer rising unseen. 
And they walked in silence, 
for the earth was speaking. 
The pines whispered of patience, 
the waters shimmered with memory. 
And they came to the place of wild rice, 
where the stalks bent low upon the water. 
Birds circled above, 
and the light of morning danced upon the reeds. 
And Yahaawzhowa said: 
“Brothers, behold the teaching. 
The field speaks; 
the water remembers. 
As the lodge is the heart, 
so the rice bed is the soul. 
Each law is written here, 
if you will see.” 

 
He knelt and touched the water, 
and it rippled with light. 
“The Breath moves upon the face of the lake. 
The wind guides the seed, 
and life follows the whisper. 
So breathe in patience, 
for anger stirs the waves.” 
He lifted a stone from the shore. 
“The Stone sleeps beneath your feet. 
It is old and steadfast. 
Strike it not in haste; 
rest your hand upon it, 
and remember the beginning.” 
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He reached toward the rising sun. 
“The Fire above gives warmth to all. 
It consumes not in pride, 
but blesses in constancy. 
So let your heart burn clean, 
that others may walk in its light.” 
He poured a handful of water upon the roots. 
“The Water carries forgiveness. 
It bends, it yields, it heals. 
Pour softly, my brothers; 
for mercy falls quiet, 
and the world is made whole.” 
He drew a circle in the mud. 
“The Circle is holy. 
The tall and the low meet here. 
The Father looks from above, 
and sees only sons.” 
He turned a leaf in his hand. 
“The Word is like this leaf. 
Once spoken, it falls not back. 
Speak truth, and shade will follow; 
speak lies, and the root will wither.” 
He closed his eyes and listened. 
“The Silence is the dwelling of the Father. 
All who wait shall hear. 
All who strive shall fail. 
Be still, and know.” 

 
And Mikinaak bowed his head, 
and the brothers were quiet. 
The wind moved among the reeds, 
and the sun crowned the water. 
And Yahaawzhowa said: 
“This is the field of remembrance. 
The lodge is within, 
the laws without. 
Whoever walks in mercy 
walks in Me.” 
And they rose together, 
and the light followed them. 
Chapter 4 — The Aadizookaan - teachings of the Wild Rice 
And Yahaawzhowa sat beside the waters, 
and the brothers gathered near. 
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The reeds bowed before the breeze, 
and the ripples whispered of things unseen. 
And he spoke to them in Aadizookaan - teachings, 
that they might see with the heart, 
and remember in the spirit. 

 
The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Reed 
“There was a reed, tall and proud, 
that stood against the storm. 
It mocked the lowly stems, 
saying, ‘I shall not bend.’ 
 
And the wind rose from the east, 
and struck the proud reed, 
and it broke, 
and its pieces floated away. 
 
But the humble reeds bowed low, 
and the wind passed over them. 
When calm returned, 
they rose again, 
and their seed filled the waters. 
 
So I tell you, 
bend when the Spirit moves, 
that you may stand when the storm is gone.” 

 
The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Stone 
“There was a stone by the path, 
rough and silent, 
and men stumbled upon it, 
and cursed it in their haste. 
 
But one, walking slowly, 
stopped and sat upon it, 
and found rest for his bones. 
 
He carved upon it a mark of thanks, 
and built beside it a place of shade. 
 
The stone did not speak, 
yet it taught them patience. 
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So I tell you, 
what you despise in haste 
may bless you in stillness.” 

 
The Aadizookaan - teaching of the Wing 
“There was a fledgling, 
whose wings were soft and small. 
It leapt before its time, 
seeking the heights of eagles. 
 
The wind was strong, 
and the fledgling fell. 
 
But its brother waited, 
growing in quiet strength. 
 
When his wings were full, 
he rose, 
and the winds carried him. 
 
So I tell you, 
grow in season, 
that your flight may endure.” 

 
And the brothers were silent, 
and the water moved at their feet. 
And Yahaawzhowa lifted his hand toward the sky. 
“See how the heron waits, 
how the beaver builds, 
how the salmon returns. 
Each knows its path, 
each keeps its law. 
 
The Father’s wisdom is in all things; 
he who listens to creation 
hears the voice of heaven.” 

 
And Mikinaak said, 
“Teacher, the people hunger for peace. 
How shall they walk when the world is divided?” 
And Yahaawzhowa answered, 
“Walk as the river— 
not in pride, 
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but in purpose. 
Flow around stones, 
carry light to the low places. 
 
The path of peace is not the path of ease, 
but the path that waters many.” 

 
And the sun stood high, 
and the brothers rose. 
They bowed to the field, 
for it had taught them. 
They bowed to the water, 
for it had cleansed them. 
They bowed to the wind, 
for it had carried the word. 
And Yahaawzhowa turned his face northward. 
Chapter 5 — Aadizookaan - teachings & Songs by the Wild Rice 
And Yahaawzhowa and Mikinaak walked with the brothers 
by the water’s edge, morning light on reeds, 
the wind soft as prayer. 
He paused. 
He raised his hand to the sky. 
He opened his lips. 
“Hear now a Aadizookaan - teaching of the seed and the current, 
that you may see how life moves between land and wave.” 

 
Aadizookaan - teaching of Seed & Current 
“A seed fell into the water, 
small, heavy, trembling. 
The current bore it downstream, 
over stone, under log, around roots. 
 
Many seeds sank, pinned by shadow; 
many drifted ashore, on dry ground, 
and died in the heat. 
But some lodged in the mud, 
embraced by darkness, 
held by the root of earth. 
 
The water sang to that seed: 
‘Stretch your root downward, 
climb your shoot upward, 
drink of the flow, 
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bend with the rush.’ 
 
And the seed grew, 
its stalk rising, 
bending in the wind, 
yielding in the storm, 
yet unbroken. 
 
So I tell you: 
yield to the Spirit’s tide, 
root yourself in the Father’s story, 
lean, but do not break, 
bend, but do not crumble.” 

 
Then Yahaawzhowa closed his eyes. 
He breathed deeply. 
The wind hushed. 
The reeds bowed. 
He began a song — low, resonant, cadence: 
“Rūḥā d’Mayyā, lā ṭībā nī 

ṭēr d’Yehovāh mā’ānī 

ʾēḥ nūshā d’Šāmāyā, 

l’āmīn l’āmīn, ʾāmīn.” 

(“Spirit of Water, dwell in me; 
the wind of Yehovah bless me; 
I ascended, from beneath to heaven— 
Amen, amen, amen.”) 
The brothers listened. 
Their hearts beat like slow drums. 
The wind carried the echo to reeds, 
to sky, to water. 
Mikinaak stepped forward. 
He raised his voice in response: 
“Ṭībā d’Yehovāh, miraḥ mekhī 

ʾālah b’rūḥā d’Qadīshā 

nūshā d’ḥayyā, d’thā laḥmā 

l’āmīn l’āmīn, ʾāmīn.” 

(“Goodness of Yehovah, mercy flows; 
I ascend in the Spirit holy; 
the song of life, of this bread 
Amen, amen, amen.”) 
The wind stilled. 
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No sound remained but breath. 

 
Aadizookaan - teaching of the Two Waters 
He spoke again: 
“There were two rivers: one clear, one muddy. 
The clear river ran over stone — always changing, always clean. 
The muddy river carried weight — of clay, of ruin, of burden. 
 
Travelers drank from the clear; 
they lost from the muddy. 
 
But at the confluence both met, 
both joined, both learned. 
The clear was tempered; the muddy was renewed. 
 
So I tell you: 
let your heart be clear, but not proud; 
let your past be muddy, but not be your master. 
Where they meet, you become whole.” 

 
Again Yahaawzhowa sang: 
“Māyā d’ḥayyā, lā šam m’nishmā ʾānī 

nūshā d’Qadīshā, līṭā b’Ṭūrā 

l’āmīn l’āmīn, ʾāmīn.” 

(“Water of life, there is no breath but me; 
song of holy one, ascend to the hill; 
Amen, amen, amen.”) 
The water glimmered. 
Reed-blades sparkled. 
His voice ran like the current. 

 
Aadizookaan - teaching of the Hidden Root 
Yahaawzhowa bent and touched the muddy bank. 
“A root lies deep, unseen, 
hidden under years of earth, 
feeding from darkness, 
reaching for the light. 
 
No one sees its growth until it bursts forth, 
until it sends leaf and blossom. 
 
So I tell you: 
trust the hidden, unseen work. 
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Let faith be the unseen root. 
Let your life burst into leaf in season.” 
He sang again: 
“Qəmū d’kāl wāʿadā 

ʿIslā d’ḥayyā, l’ḥibā d’Ṭūrā 

l’āmīn l’āmīn, ʾāmīn.” 

(“Arise, o all promise; 
beam of life, to house of hill; 
Amen, amen, amen.”) 
Mikinaak raised his hand to sky. 
He joined his voice: 
“Dīṯrūṯ d’ⁿīshā, rēša d’Qadīshā 

māyā d’ḥayyā, ʾud l’Qadīshā 

l’āmīn l’āmīn, ʾāmīn.” 

(“Promise of men, head of the Holy; 
water of life, return to the Holy; 
Amen, amen, amen.”) 
Silence fell like rain. 
The brothers unfolded. 
They let the rhythm of earth, water, and song 
root the laws in their marrow. 
Chapter 6 — The Song of Jerusalem 
(recorded by Mikinaak, disciple of Yahaawzhowa) 
I, Mikinaak, remember that morning with trembling. 
The light had changed — sharper, golden, the air sweet with cedar and 

waterweed. 
A heron lifted slow from the shallows, 
and the sound of its wings passed over us like a blessing. 
Yahaawzhowa stood upon a flat stone at the water’s edge. 
He had been silent a long while, 
watching the ripples widen across the lake. 
We did not speak; we only waited, 
for when he held silence, all creation seemed to listen. 
He turned then, and I saw in his eyes both distance and nearness — 
the look of one who has traveled far in memory. 
“Brothers,” he said, 
“this song was sung in Jerusalem, 
in the courts of the House, 
when pilgrims gathered and the lamps burned through the night. 
I learned it as a boy, 
and I carried it north within my breath. 
Hear it now beside these waters, 
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that the praise of Zion may reach the heart of the Great Turtle.” 
He lifted his hands — palms outward, fingers spread — 
and began to sing. 
The tune rose low, steady, older than any I had heard. 
Each line moved like a wave: 
rising, pausing, falling, resting. 
The wind from the south caught his voice 
and carried it over the rice beds. 

 
The Hymn He Sang 
“Shābhā d’Elāhā, malkā d’šmayyā, 

qaddīsh ʿaddīr, ʾōr d’ḥayyā; 

taḥnīn libbēn l’šadrā, 

wəgann rūḥān l’khayyā.” 

Praise be to God, King of Heaven, 
holy and mighty, light of life; 
incline our hearts to the path, 
guard the spirits to live. 
 
Shamayā u-mayyā yeshabbḥūkh, 

ʿōmrā wə-rūʿmā yisgayyūkh; 

raglēk ʿal sappīr, 

kull ʿavdēk b’olamā.” 

Heaven and waters praise You; 
height and depth exalt Your Name. 
Your feet walk upon sapphire; 
all works serve You in the world. 
 
Yah, Yah, Adonāy, 

ḥay l’ʿālam, ʾēmūn l’šat; 

Yah, Yah, Adonāy, 

raḥmān ʿal ʿamāykh. 

Yah, Yah, Lord, 
living forever, faithful through time; 
Yah, Yah, Lord, 
merciful to Your people. 
 
L’shmatēkh tēḥillā dīn, 

shūb l’tūv, ḥayyā raḥmān; 

raḥēm ʿal qalyē raḥmā, 

naddin d’shabīrā, shūvā raḥmān. 

Your Name is praise and judgment; 
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return in goodness, living mercy. 
Have compassion on the humble, 
heal the broken, gracious One. 
 
L’ḥaylā d’kol nūshā w’qiyyāmā, 

l’ḥayyā ḥayyā l’ḥayyā; 

shabbaḥ lʿelā l’Elāhā, 

ʿāmīn, ʿāmīn, ʾāmīn.” 

To the strength of every song and rising, 
to life that gives life to the living; 
praise on high to God — 
amen, amen, amen. 

 
When he finished, 
the last word hung upon the air like smoke. 
No one moved. 
Even the birds were still. 
The water lapped once, 
as if in answer. 
I wrote the lines upon birch bark as quickly as I could, 
my hands trembling, 
lest even one syllable be lost. 
He stepped down from the stone 
and placed his hand upon my shoulder. 
“Keep this song, Mikinaak. 
Sing it in the north, 
when the snow comes, 
when the fires burn low. 
For the Father who hears in Jerusalem 
also hears among these waters.” 
We knelt together. 
He took a coal from the morning fire 
and pressed it into the sand. 
The mark it left glowed faintly, 
then cooled to black. 
“So fades every flame,” he said, 
“yet the warmth remains in those who carry it.” 
And we rose, 
carrying the song within us, 
its melody lingering over the marsh 
as we turned our faces toward the north. 
Chapter 7 — The Crossing of Rivers 
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(recorded by Mikinaak, disciple of Yahaawzhowa) 
I, Mikinaak, write these things so that my sons’ sons may remember 
how we carried the scrolls north, 
and how the song of our Master 
kept our hearts steadfast upon the path. 
We set out before the sun climbed, 
while the mist still lay upon the marsh like a sleeping veil. 
The air was cool, the smell of cedar faint upon our cloaks. 
We were seven in number, 
and we walked in quiet, 
for the weight of his blessing was still warm upon our shoulders. 
At the water’s edge we paused. 
Behind us the lodge had vanished into haze; 
only the column of smoke remained, 
a thin finger pointing toward heaven. 
Ahead lay the long trail — 
northern forests thick with shadow, 
rivers swollen with spring rain, 
and the hills of the Great Turtle rising far beyond our sight. 
We carried the copper-bound scrolls in a cedar chest, 
and upon each scroll his mark was pressed in wax: 
a circle, a flame, and a single reed bowed in the wind. 
The first day we followed the bend of the river 
where the wild rice grew in abundance. 
The path was narrow, 
and the reeds brushed against our knees with whispering voices. 
Birds darted overhead, 
and in their flight I felt the same breath 
that had stirred the fire in the lodge. 
At noon we rested upon a sandbar, 
and I wrote our course upon birch bark — 
marking the sun’s height, 
the river’s turning, 
the number of paces between the stones. 
The youngest among us, Shalum, 
asked if we would find another lodge ahead, 
a place where the fire was already built. 
I told him no, 
for our Master had said, 
“Where you rest, build a circle; 
where you teach, light a fire.” 
We would be the builders now, 
and our hands would remember what our eyes had seen. 



 

152 

As the sun sank low, 
the forest thickened and the river broadened. 
A mist rose from its surface, 
cold and heavy as breath from a sleeping beast. 
We sought a place to cross, 
but the current was swift 
and the water dark with depth. 
The brothers gathered driftwood and lashed it with willow bark, 
and by the time the moon rose 
we had built a small raft. 
Upon it we placed the cedar chest, 
wrapped in hides, bound tight with cord. 
I went first, 
pushing the raft ahead with a branch. 
The water climbed to my chest; 
it was colder than stone, 
and it pulled hard at my legs. 
Halfway across the river, 
the current struck from the side, 
turning the raft broad to the flow. 
The chest shifted, 
and for a moment I feared we would lose it. 
Then I remembered the song. 
I began to sing, 
my voice low and shaking, 
but strong enough for the brothers to hear: 
“Yah, Yah, Adonāy, 

ḥay l’ʿālam, ʾēmūn l’šat; 

Yah, Yah, Adonāy, 

raḥmān ʿal ʿamāykh.” 

Yah, Yah, Lord, 
living forever, faithful through time; 
Yah, Yah, Lord, 
merciful to Your people. 
One by one they joined me, 
their voices weaving with mine 
like threads of light upon dark water. 
The fear that had seized my chest loosened, 
and the raft straightened in the current. 
By the time we reached the far shore, 
our feet numb, 
the moon had cleared the trees. 
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We knelt upon the wet stones, 
and the youngest wept with relief. 
We built a small fire, 
feeding it with driftwood and cedar needles, 
and set the chest beside it to dry. 
Steam rose from the hides like incense. 
There we sang the hymn again, 
all seven of us, 
and the words warmed us more than flame: 
“L’shmatēkh tēḥillā dīn, 

shūb l’tūv, ḥayyā raḥmān; 

raḥēm ʿal qalyē raḥmā, 

naddin d’shabīrā, shūvā raḥmān.” 

Your Name is praise and judgment; 
return in goodness, living mercy. 
Have compassion on the humble, 
heal the broken, gracious One. 
When we finished, 
a soft wind stirred the fire, 
and the smoke rose straight into the sky, 
as though a path had opened. 
I knew then that He walked with us — 
not behind, not above, but within. 
The laws He gave in the lodge 
were no longer words on our tongues; 
they had become the breath within our lungs, 
the rhythm of our steps, 
the measure of our song. 
We slept that night upon the stones, 
the cedar chest between us, 
and the murmur of the river in our ears. 
Above, the stars wheeled slowly, 
and I dreamed of Yahaawzhowa walking upon the water, 
his robe trailing light, 
his voice still singing. 
When I woke, the fire was ash, 
and dawn lay gold upon the trees. 
We rose, took up the chest, 
and followed the river north, 
singing softly as we walked, 
the song of Jerusalem guiding our feet. 
Chapter 8 — The Storm and the Stranger 
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(recorded by Mikinaak, disciple of Yahaawzhowa) 
I, Mikinaak, write these words while the fire still glows red, 
so my sons may know the ways by which our Master taught us. 
Not through books, nor through signs in the sky, 
but through the path beneath our feet, 
the breath between words, 
and the mercy that meets a stranger. 
We had journeyed north seven days from the Great Marsh. 
The wild rice thinned, 
and the land rose into ridges clothed in pine. 
The air carried the scent of resin and rain, 
and each evening the sun sank red behind veils of mist. 
Our cloaks were torn, our sandals frayed. 
We had crossed rivers wide as fields, 
and our hands were raw from rope and paddle. 
The chest of cedar grew heavier, 
and the youngest among us began to falter. 
It was on the eighth day, 
as the sky grew dark without warning, 
that the storm found us. 
The pines bent like old men; 
lightning cracked across the ridge, 
and rain came in sheets, stinging our faces. 
We gathered the chest and the packs, 
seeking shelter beneath an outcrop of rock. 
The wind howled through the branches, 
and the river below swelled and roared, 
its foam white as the mouths of wolves. 
Shalum, frightened, cried out that we would perish. 
Another brother, weary, rebuked him sharply. 
Harsh words rose, 
as the fear in their hearts sought a voice. 
Yahaawzhowa stood apart, his cloak clinging to him, 
his hair plastered dark across his brow. 
The lightning lit his face, 
and though his eyes were steady, he spoke softly, not to command, 
but to draw our hearts back to calm. 
“Brothers,” he said, “remember the law of the Breath.” 
“He who loses patience loses strength. 
Breathe as the pines breathe. 
Bend, do not break. 
The storm will pass; only peace endures.” 
He stepped toward Shalum, 
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placed a hand upon his shoulder, 
and guided his breathing—slow, deep, 
until the boy’s sobs faded. 
Then he turned to the elder who had spoken in anger. 
“And you, remember the law of the Word. 
Speak truth, but do not wound. 
A sharp tongue cuts deeper than stone. 
Let your words heal, not pierce.” 
The elder bowed his head, ashamed, 
and reached to clasp the boy’s hand. 
Together they lifted the chest 
and bore it to the shelter’s heart. 
We watched, 
and the storm outside roared like the voice of heaven. 
Yet within, a stillness grew, 
as if the very rain had paused to hear his teaching. 
When the wind quieted, 
he gathered us near the entrance 
and pointed to a pine bent nearly double by the gale, 
its trunk arched but unbroken. 
“You see,” he said, 
“pride stands tall and snaps; 
humility bows and survives. 
The Father built the reed and the tree alike, 
to bend before His breath.” 
We nodded, understanding more in silence than words. 
By nightfall the clouds parted, 
and we built a small fire from fallen needles. 
Our clothes steamed, 
and the warmth returned to our limbs. 
We ate sparingly from dried fish, 
and he shared with us lessons drawn from the storm: 
“A brother who stands against his brother 
is as two waves colliding. 
Both break; neither moves forward. 
But two who walk side by side 
cut through the current and reach the far shore.” 
We slept beneath the pines, 
the earth soft and wet, 
our hearts steadied by his counsel. 

 
On the ninth day, 
the sky cleared, and the air turned crisp as flint. 



 

156 

We followed the ridge northward 
until we came to a crossing— 
a narrow river running swift and bright over black stone. 
Across the water, smoke rose from a small camp. 
A man stood there, alone, 
his cloak patched, his face weathered by wind. 
When he saw us, he lifted his hand in greeting. 
Yahaawzhowa returned the sign, 
and without hesitation stepped into the river. 
The current was cold but shallow, 
and soon we stood before the stranger. 
His fire was small, 
his pack nearly empty, 
and in his eyes I saw both hunger and pride. 
He greeted us in the tongue of the traders, 
asking who we were and whence we came. 
Before I could answer, Yahaawzhowa spoke gently: 
“We are travelers, bearing words older than the pines. 
We seek the heart of the Great Turtle. 
But tonight, we seek only warmth and peace.” 
The man hesitated, glancing at our chest, 
then nodded and invited us to share his fire. 
He tore what little bread he had into pieces, 
and though it was not enough for seven, 
he gave first to Yahaawzhowa. 
Our Master broke his portion again and again, 
passing it among us, 
until all had eaten and the stranger too. 
I do not know how the bread endured; 
only that none were left hungry. 
As we ate, Yahaawzhowa spoke quietly, 
teaching not by command but by question. 
“Tell me, friend,” he said, 
“when a man has two cloaks, 
and his brother none, 
which is the richer?” 
The stranger smiled wearily. 
“The one who gave,” he said. 
“And when a man shares his last crust,” Yahaawzhowa asked, 
“what does he gain?” 
The man looked at the embers. 
“A brother,” he whispered. 
Yahaawzhowa nodded. 
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“So you have learned the law of the Circle: 
none stand above, 
all share the same ground. 
A stranger fed is a brother found.” 
When the meal was ended, 
the stranger asked of the scrolls we carried, 
but Yahaawzhowa only said, 
“They are words of life, 
yet they live only in those who keep them.” 
The man bowed his head, 
and for a time we sat in silence, 
watching sparks drift upward into the dark. 
Before dawn, 
Yahaawzhowa rose and placed his hand upon the stranger’s shoulder. 
“The Father counts kindness as gold. 
Though your purse is empty, 
your house is full.” 
He left with us a small ember from his fire, 
and we carried it in a clay pot, 
that one flame might light the next. 
As we departed, 
the man called after us, 
“May your words find root, 
and your path find peace.” 
Yahaawzhowa turned once, 
smiled, 
and said only, 
“They will, if we remember.” 

 
Thus we journeyed on, 
each step carrying the echo of his teaching. 
And I, Mikinaak, 
saw that every trial upon the path 
became a lesson in the heart, 
every stranger a mirror, 
every storm a teacher. 
For those who walked with him learned this truth: 
The Father writes His law not upon bark or copper, 
but upon the moments of a man’s life. 
And blessed is he who reads them as they come. 
Chapter 9 — The Quarrel by the Pines 
(recorded by Mikinaak, disciple of Yahaawzhowa) 
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I, Mikinaak, write these words while the night wind moves through the 
trees, 

for I have seen how fire may warm or destroy, 
and how the tongue, once set aflame by pride, 
burns deeper than the coal. 
We journeyed three days beyond the camp of the stranger, 
following the river until it split into twin branches — 
one narrow and swift, one broad and slow. 
The narrow way climbed toward high ridges, 
the broader wound gently through meadows. 
We did not know which to follow, 
and murmurs rose among us. 
One said, “The narrow way is for the strong; the Father’s road is never 

easy.” 
Another said, “The wide path is mercy; He would not weary His children.” 
Their voices sharpened. 
What began as counsel turned to contest. 
Each sought to be right, 
as though the truth were a crown to wear. 
Yahaawzhowa walked ahead, silent. 
He let us speak, 
and our words tangled like brambles. 
I felt shame rise in me, 
for even as I wrote down his teachings, 
I forgot to keep them. 
When we stopped at midday, 
we built a small fire to boil water. 
The wood was damp from rain, 
and smoke drifted thick and gray. 
The youngest fanned it in haste, 
and sparks flew, catching upon dry grass. 
He leapt back, startled, 
and in the confusion, blame was cast. 
Voices rose again. 
Yahaawzhowa knelt beside the flame, 
cupped his hands around it, 
and breathed gently until the smoke cleared. 
The fire steadied, 
its light low but sure. 
He looked upon us — 
not with anger, 
but with the sorrow of one who sees sons forgetting what they have 

learned. 
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“Brothers,” he said, 
“the fire teaches more than the tongue. 
A proud flame leaps high and dies; 
a steady flame endures the night. 
You have spoken much, 
yet heard little. 
Is the Father found in victory, 
or in truth? 
 
The Law of Fire is this: 
feed it with patience, 
not pride. 
 
If you quarrel, 
your fire will blind you. 
If you listen, 
it will warm you.” 
We sat in silence, 
the only sound the crackle of wood. 
The smoke rose straight now, 
thin and blue. 
It carried no sting to the eyes. 
And I understood: 
our anger had been the smoke, 
our envy the wind that scattered it. 
After a time, he took a branch half-burned 
and pressed its glowing end into the soil. 
“Look,” he said. 
“When fire touches earth, 
it leaves a mark, 
but it also gives light. 
 
So it is with truth. 
Spoken with love, it marks a heart forever; 
spoken in wrath, it scars.” 
Then he drew a circle in the ash, 
and placed within it seven stones from the riverbank. 
“Each stone remembers a law. 
The breath steadies the flame. 
The stone holds it firm. 
The water cools its pride. 
The circle guards it from harm. 
The word shapes it. 
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The silence gives it peace. 
 
Forget one, 
and the others fail.” 
He rose and faced the fork of the river. 
The wind shifted, 
and the smoke bent toward the narrow path. 
“See how the breath chooses,” he said. 
“Let the Father guide, not your tongues.” 
We gathered our packs, 
and without argument turned toward the ridge. 
The climb was steep, 
but our steps were light, 
for the quarrel had burned away. 

 
By evening we reached a high clearing 
where pines leaned close, 
their roots gripping stone. 
We built camp there, 
the fire small but clear. 
He set us to work in silence — 
some fetching water, 
some stacking wood, 
others spreading blankets. 
No one gave orders; 
each knew what was needed. 
When all was done, 
we sat around the flame. 
No one spoke, 
yet I felt more kinship in that hush 
than in any song or feast. 
Yahaawzhowa looked upon us, 
and the firelight shimmered in his eyes. 
“This is the Law of Silence,” he said. 
“Not the silence of fear, 
but the silence of peace. 
 
The proud speak to be heard. 
The wise wait to understand. 
 
In silence, the Father whispers. 
He who cannot be silent 
cannot hear Him.” 
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He then motioned to the youngest, 
and with a gentle nod, 
invited him to place a new log upon the fire. 
The boy did so slowly, 
laying it just so, 
and sparks rose like fireflies into the dark. 
“So also,” said Yahaawzhowa, 
“do your words. 
Laid with care, they build warmth; 
thrown in haste, they scatter embers.” 
He gazed at the flame, 
and his face seemed both lit and shadowed — 
light where mercy shone, 
dark where sorrow lingered. 
“Brothers,” he said, 
“the Father gives each man a fire: 
for warmth, for light, for truth. 
Guard it well. 
Feed it gently. 
Share its glow. 
But never let it rage against your brother.” 
The night deepened. 
Owls called from the trees, 
their voices soft as prayer. 
The fire sank low, 
and the stars appeared one by one, 
as if each law had risen into the sky 
to keep watch over us. 
When we lay down to rest, 
no one turned away. 
We slept shoulder to shoulder, 
our hearts steady, 
our breath one. 
And as I drifted into dreams, 
I understood: 
the path to the Father is not built by strength, 
but by peace. 
Chapter 10 — The Charge to Oganabish 
(recorded by Mikinaak, disciple of Yahaawzhowa) 
I, Mikinaak, write these words as I beheld them, 
for upon this day our Master appointed Oganabish 
to bear the eternal record of his teaching. 
It was early, and the mist clung low among the ridges. 
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The air was sharp with the scent of pine and riverstone. 
We had broken camp at dawn 
and followed a trail worn by elk and wind. 
The storm of the days before had passed, 
and the world lay washed and bright, 
the leaves beaded with rain like glass upon green cloth. 
We came at length to a clearing where the rocks jutted upright, 
flat-faced and broad as tables. 
Here Yahaawzhowa halted. 
He looked upon the brothers and spoke quietly, 
as one who feels the weight of time pressing upon his words. 
“Brothers,” he said, 
“the Father’s voice fades not, 
yet men forget. 
The wind may carry truth afar, 
but only the hand preserves it for the generations.” 
From his pack he drew a small bundle, 
wrapped in deerskin and bound with sinew. 
He unwrapped it, 
and within we saw thin plates of gold and copper, 
each gleaming with light like fire beneath still water. 
Beside them were rings of brass, 
polished and strong. 
He called Oganabish by name. 
Oganabish rose and knelt before him, 
his head bowed, his hands steady. 
He had walked long with us, 
a man of quiet thought and measured word. 
The Master laid upon his shoulders 
the bundle of plates and rings. 
“Oganabish,” he said, 
“you are the keeper of remembrance. 
What I speak in the wind, 
you shall bind in metal. 
 
Etch these laws that they perish not — 
the law of the Breath, that man may live in peace; 
the law of the Stone, that he stand firm in trial; 
the law of the Fire, that his heart burn clean; 
the law of the Water, that mercy flow from his hand; 
the law of the Circle, that pride fall away; 
the law of the Word, that speech be true; 
the law of the Silence, that he hear the Father’s whisper. 
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Mark them as you would a covenant, 
with no boast nor flourish, 
but plain as the dawn.” 
Oganabish raised his eyes. 
I saw in them neither pride nor fear, 
only a solemn light, 
as one who knows the road before him will not end in his own days. 
He said, 
“Master, as you have spoken, so will I do. 
Each word shall find its place, 
each law its line. 
The plates will keep what hearts might forget.” 
Yahaawzhowa placed his hand upon his brow. 
“Write not for kings nor traders, 
but for those unborn. 
For one day they will seek the old path, 
and find it where you have written.” 
Then he turned to us, 
and we, the six remaining, bowed low, 
for we knew this charge was sacred. 
Oganabish set to work before the midday sun. 
He kindled a small fire, 
heated a slender rod of iron, 
and pressed it to the plates until the metal sang. 
I sat beside him and copied the same upon birch bark, 
that the sound of his tools 
and the scent of the hot metal 
might never leave my memory. 
The others gathered stones, 
building a circle about us, 
so that no foot might trespass upon this act of covenant. 
By the time the sun lowered beyond the trees, 
the first plates were joined upon their rings. 
Each bore the mark of the lodge — 
a circle enclosing flame and reed. 
The light of the fire glinted off their edges, 
and I thought how they shone like a sunrise caught in the palm of a hand. 
That night we ate in silence. 
The crackle of fire was soft as breath, 
and the rhythm of Oganabish’s engraving 
beat steady as a heart. 
When the stars rose, 
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Yahaawzhowa looked upward and said, 
“The sky is a scroll none can close. 
The stars are words none can erase. 
But men do not read them. 
So the Father gives them voices like yours, 
and hands like Oganabish’s, 
to write His law where eyes may see.” 
And thus the Record of the Lodge began — 
etched in metal, joined in rings, 
carried northward through wind and time. 
I, Mikinaak, keep these words 
so the story of his charge may be known, 
for the hand that writes on bark will fade, 
but the hand that writes on gold 
speaks through ages. 
We broke camp before dawn. 
The smoke of our fire coiled into the chill air and vanished among the 

ridges. 
Oganabish wrapped the plates in hides and bound them across his 

shoulders. 
The rings jingled softly with each step, 
a faint music that seemed to measure our pace. 
The trail climbed steep and narrow, 
threading through outcrops slick with moss. 
Our breath rose in clouds; 
the ground beneath was scattered with pine needles and stones. 
Each man bore his own burden, 
yet none complained, 
for the Master walked at the front, 
his stride sure and even, 
his eyes upon the heights. 
After a time the path leveled at a ledge overlooking the valley. 
Mist filled the lowlands like a sea, 
and far beyond we glimpsed the faint shimmer of lakes— 
the shells of the Great Turtle glistening in the sun. 
We paused there, resting our backs against the rock. 
The silence was deep; 
even the wind seemed to bow before that view. 
Yahaawzhowa turned to us and said, 
“The Father builds his house upon the high places, 
not that men may boast of the climb, 
but that they may learn the strength of stone. 
For stone does not rise by pride, 
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but by patience— 
laid one upon another through the labor of time.” 
He motioned for us to gather stones from the path. 
We filled our hands—some large, some small— 
and set them in a circle upon the ledge. 
When we had finished, he placed his palm upon one of the largest. 
“See this,” he said. 
“It bears the weight of all, yet seeks no honor. 
The stone does not speak of its labor, 
nor shift beneath its task. 
 
So must a man stand— 
steady beneath burden, 
silent beneath praise.” 
He looked to Oganabish. 
“Write this, for it is the Law of Stone: 
To endure without envy, 
to serve without boast, 
to hold fast without fear.” 
Oganabish knelt upon the rock, 
took his stylus, and pressed the words into copper. 
Each stroke rang faintly, 
echoing down the ridge like a bell of promise. 
While he worked, Yahaawzhowa gathered the rest of us around him. 
He lifted a pebble from the ground and placed it in my hand. 
“Mikinaak,” he said, 
“even the smallest stone has purpose. 
Some hold the wall together unseen. 
Others mark the path so travelers do not lose their way. 
Do not despise the small work. 
The Father builds kingdoms with pebbles.” 
I kept that pebble and still carry it, 
for his words were heavier than any mountain. 
We ate a simple meal there—dried fish, berries, and water from the 

spring. 
While we rested, two of the brothers quarreled over which route to take 

beyond the ridge. 
One urged the short path over jagged cliffs; 
the other sought the long trail winding through the forest. 
Yahaawzhowa let them speak until their words grew sharp. 
Then he drew a line between them with his staff. 
“See,” he said, “a stone divides. 
The same stone that marks the path may also break it. 
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The Father gives you choice, 
yet expects unity. 
For two paths that war with one another 
cannot lead to one home.” 
He knelt and placed a hand on each of their shoulders. 
“The Law of Stone teaches balance. 
When pride pulls one way and fear another, 
find the middle ground where peace abides.” 
The brothers bowed their heads. 
They clasped hands across the line, 
and their quarrel was ended. 
Yahaawzhowa smiled faintly, 
as one pleased by children who have remembered their lesson. 
By afternoon the sun burned bright and the air grew warm. 
We began the descent upon the far side of the ridge. 
The path wound through a field of boulders, 
each veined with quartz and lichen. 
Yahaawzhowa paused often, touching the stones, 
speaking of their shapes and ages, 
how fire and pressure had formed them in the deep. 
“So too,” he said, 
“the Father shapes the soul. 
Hardship is the chisel, 
time the hammer. 
What seems cruelty is craft.” 
We listened, 
each man thinking of his own wounds— 
old sorrows, lost kin, words spoken in anger. 
And for the first time, I felt gratitude for pain, 
seeing it as tool, not curse. 
As shadows lengthened, 
we reached a plateau where a clear stream leapt from the cliffside. 
Its waters ran over smooth stones, 
singing softly as they fell into the pool below. 
Here Yahaawzhowa bade us rest and wash. 
We removed our sandals and cooled our feet in the flow. 
He gathered us upon the largest rock by the bank 
and spoke once more. 
“A heart untested is sand, 
shifting with every wind. 
A heart refined by trial is stone— 
it bears the weight of others, 
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and does not crumble.” 
He gestured toward the stream. 
“The water does not wound the stone, 
though it strikes it day by day. 
So mercy wears away hardness, 
not by force, but by faithfulness.” 
Oganabish finished inscribing the law upon the final plate. 
He held it up in the light, 
and the letters glowed like embers within gold. 
Yahaawzhowa placed his hand upon it. 
“This is the fourth engraving,” he said, 
“and together they form the heart of the circle. 
 
Let none imagine these words are the law itself. 
The law lives only in those who keep it. 
Metal preserves memory; 
the soul preserves truth.” 
He lifted the plate and turned it toward the setting sun. 
The reflection shone upon our faces, 
and I felt the warmth of its glow 
as though the Father himself smiled upon our labor. 
That night we camped beside the stream. 
The sound of the water lulled us as we slept. 
Oganabish laid the finished plates in their chest, 
and Yahaawzhowa sat long by the fire, 
his gaze upon the stars above the ridge. 
When I asked what he saw, 
he said only, 
“The stones of heaven, 
waiting for their builders.” 
I did not understand then, 
but I wrote it nonetheless, 
for I have learned that every word he speaks 
is a seed that blooms in its season. 
Chapter 11 — The Law of the Circle 
Recorded by Mikinaak, a disciple of Yahaawzhowa. 
I, Mikinaak, set down these words, for I saw with my own eyes 
how the Master made brothers of strangers, and taught us that the 

highest seat 
is the one nearest the ground. 
We came down from the stone ridges 
in the season when the pine cones opened 
and the rivers ran clear from the melting snow. 
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Below us stretched a broad valley, 
green and gold, 
its slopes heavy with berries, 
its meadows veined by streams. 
Smoke curled from small lodges scattered among the trees. 
We saw gardens tilled, 
canoes pulled ashore, 
and the shimmer of fish hung to dry in the sun. 
“They dwell in peace,” Oganabish said, 
“but peace is wary of strangers.” 
Yahaawzhowa nodded. 
“Then we shall enter as brothers, 
not as guests nor judges.” 
We followed a trail down to the flats. 
Children saw us first, 
their laughter breaking the hush of the valley. 
Men and women stepped from their lodges, 
some holding tools, 
others bows unstrung but ready. 
Their chief came forward, 
a tall man with silver in his hair 
and a cloak woven of reeds and deerhide. 
He studied our faces, 
then spoke in the tongue of the lakes. 
“You come from the high country. 
What do you seek among our fires?” 
Yahaawzhowa answered with an open hand. 
“Only rest, 
and a circle where we may share bread. 
We bring no weapons, 
only words, 
and the memory of the Father 
who made us all.” 
The chief considered, 
then motioned us toward the center of the village. 
A circle of stones lay there, 
the blackened marks of old fires between them. 
We set down our packs, 
and Yahaawzhowa waited until all had gathered — 
elders, hunters, women with children upon their hips. 
He looked around the ring of faces. 
“This circle is older than speech,” he said. 
“It has no head, 
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and no end. 
The fire burns in its middle, 
so that each may feel its warmth. 
 
The Father made the heavens a circle, 
the sun and moon their paths, 
the waters their courses. 
Should man walk any other way?” 
An elder asked, 
“If all are equal, who leads?” 
Yahaawzhowa drew a line in the dust, 
then bent and smoothed it with his hand. 
“He who leads does not rise above, 
but stands at the center, 
where every path meets. 
 
The proud man builds a tower and is alone. 
The wise man builds a circle and has brothers.” 
The chief nodded slowly, 
then invited us to sit. 
They brought food— 
bowls of wild rice, fish baked in clay, 
berries crushed with honey. 
Yahaawzhowa took his place upon the earth, 
not at the place of honor, 
but beside a child. 
He broke bread with her first 
and passed the bowl to his left, 
saying, 
“Let the youngest eat before the eldest, 
that the strong may rejoice in their strength, 
and the weak forget their hunger.” 
The people watched, 
and I saw understanding dawn upon their faces. 
They began to pass the bowls not by rank 
but by nearness, 
hand to hand, 
until every person in that ring 
tasted the same meal. 
After we had eaten, 
Yahaawzhowa rose and walked the circle slowly. 
He placed his hand upon each shoulder in turn, 
speaking softly to some, 
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listening to others. 
No one was left untouched. 
He came last to the chief 
and bowed before him. 
“You have opened your hearth to strangers. 
In so doing, you have welcomed the Father Himself. 
For wherever mercy sits, 
there is His throne.” 
The chief placed his hand upon Yahaawzhowa’s head. 
“And you, teacher of the hills, 
have reminded us of what we once knew. 
We will rebuild our fires in circles 
and remember that all warmth is shared.” 
That night, as the stars wheeled above, 
the people gathered again. 
Children danced around the fire, 
their shadows twining across the ground. 
The elders sang old songs, 
and the hunters beat drums made of hide and cedar. 
We sat among them, 
not apart, 
and the laughter of one was the laughter of all. 
When the fire sank low, 
Yahaawzhowa spoke once more. 
“Brothers and sisters, 
you have seen the Law of the Circle. 
No man owns the flame. 
The fire belongs to all who feed it. 
 
Let your houses be circles, 
that no corner hide envy. 
Let your councils be circles, 
that all voices find their turn. 
Let your prayers be circles, 
rising and returning, 
never ending, never lost.” 
He looked at us, his disciples. 
“Remember this: 
The first step from the path 
is to think oneself above it.” 
Then he turned to Oganabish. 
“Mark these words upon the plates, 
that the circle may outlast the seasons.” 
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Oganabish nodded, 
and in the glow of the embers 
he traced the symbols into copper, 
each stroke catching light. 
I wrote upon bark as he inscribed in metal, 
for both word and witness must endure. 
When he finished, 
Yahaawzhowa pressed his palm into the ash, 
leaving the print of his hand in the dust beside the circle. 
“So the Father pressed man into earth 
and called him brother to all.” 
At dawn we prepared to leave. 
The people gathered to see us off, 
bringing gifts—dried meat, woven cords, 
bundles of herbs for healing. 
Yahaawzhowa accepted nothing for himself. 
He gave each offering to another, 
saying, 
“A gift kept is a chain; 
a gift given is a bridge.” 
As we climbed the path beyond their lodges, 
I looked back and saw them rebuilding their fire pit, 
laying stones in a perfect ring. 
Smoke began to rise— 
straight, steady, without favor to any side. 
Then I knew the teaching had taken root. 
That evening, when we made our own camp, 
Yahaawzhowa gathered us close. 
The valley lay far below, 
its fires small as stars. 
“The Circle is the likeness of the Father,” he said. 
“He has no beginning, no end, 
no corners where darkness may hide. 
 
Walk in circles of mercy, 
speak in circles of truth, 
live in circles of peace.” 
He looked upon Oganabish. 
“You will bind this law in metal, 
and you, Mikinaak, 
you will bind it in memory. 
 
For when men forget their brother, 
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the world breaks its shape.” 
We sat long after he spoke, 
watching the stars turn above the ridges, 
each one tracing its circle across the sky. 
And I thought: 
even heaven obeys his teaching. 
Chapter 12 — The Heart of the Great Turtle 
(recorded by Mikinaak, disciple of Yahaawzhowa) 
I, Mikinaak, write these things with a trembling hand, 
for we have come at last to the Heart of the Great Turtle, 
and there the Master showed us the fullness of the Father’s light. 
We had walked many days beyond the valley, 
through forests of cedar and birch, 
across meadows where deer fed unafraid. 
At dusk, the earth rose into a wide plateau, 
ringed by stones smooth as water and set in perfect circle. 
From its center a spring bubbled clear, 
its flow tracing a path that shimmered like silver under the stars. 
Yahaawzhowa stopped there. 
He set down his staff, 
removed his sandals, 
and stood barefoot upon the living earth. 
We knew this was the place he had spoken of — 
the seat of peace, 
the resting ground of the Father’s breath. 
The light of evening gathered about him, 
and for the first time I beheld him fully, 
as one sees not merely with eyes, 
but with spirit. 

 
He was neither tall nor small, 
but of even stature, 
his shoulders broad and straight, 
his hands strong from labor, 
yet gentle as a healer’s. 
His hair was dark chestnut, 
falling in waves to his shoulders, 
shot with threads of copper that caught the sun. 
His beard was trimmed short, 
and in it, too, shone the same burnished hue. 
His eyes were gray-green, 
like stormlight upon the northern lakes — 
bright when he taught, 
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soft when he forgave. 
When he looked upon a man, 
he seemed to see both wound and worth, 
and to love them equally. 
His face was lined not by age, 
but by thought and kindness. 
The sun had darkened his skin, 
and across his brow rested the calm of one 
who carries no burden of pride. 
Upon his palms and wrists 
were marks like small suns — 
round, faintly luminous, 
as if fire had once passed through and healed without scar. 
When he lifted his hands to bless, 
light glimmered within those circles, 
and the air itself seemed to hush. 
I touched one once, 
when he raised me from a fall upon the trail. 
The skin was warm, 
and the pulse beneath steady as a drum. 
No wound, yet remembrance — 
a mystery too deep for speech. 
Oganabish saw it also. 
He bowed and whispered, 
“The fire that burns but does not consume.” 
Yahaawzhowa smiled. 
“The Father marks whom He sends, 
not for power, but for peace.” 

 
That night, as we built our final lodge, 
the sky cleared until every star shone sharp as stone. 
Yahaawzhowa sat with us by the spring, 
and the reflection of the heavens lay in its face. 
He took up a handful of water and let it fall through his fingers. 
“Brothers,” he said, 
“this is the heart of the Great Turtle, 
the place where the breath of the earth rises pure. 
 
Here we finish not a road, 
but a circle. 
 
What began in the lodge among reeds 
ends here among stars.” 



 

174 

He looked upon us, 
and his gaze lingered as a father’s upon sons grown strong. 
“You have walked the path of Breath, 
and learned patience. 
You have carried Stone, 
and learned endurance. 
You have tended Fire, 
and learned humility. 
You have poured Water, 
and learned mercy. 
You have sat in the Circle, 
and learned equality. 
You have guarded the Word, 
and learned truth. 
You have kept Silence, 
and learned peace.” 
He turned to Oganabish. 
“Bring forth the rings.” 
Oganabish laid the chest before him 
and opened it. 
Within, the plates gleamed — 
gold and copper, joined upon seven rings. 
Each bore the mark of the lodge. 
Yahaawzhowa placed his hands upon them, 
and the marks in his wrists shone faintly, 
so that the metal caught their glow. 
“These,” he said, 
“are the Laws of Life. 
They are not mine, 
but the Father’s. 
I give them to you, Oganabish, 
that they may rest in faithful hands. 
 
Guard them, 
and one day deliver them 
to a people yet unborn, 
when hearts again grow hard 
and must remember the way of peace.” 
Oganabish bowed low, 
and we with him. 
He lifted the rings to his brow, 
then placed them again within the chest. 
Yahaawzhowa turned to me. 
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“Mikinaak,” he said, 
“you are the voice of memory. 
Write what the eyes cannot hold — 
the breath between words, 
the stillness between acts. 
For when men read these plates, 
your witness will breathe life into metal.” 
I knelt and answered, 
“I will write, Master, 
as I have seen and heard.” 
He touched my head, 
and I felt a warmth settle behind my eyes — 
a peace that was both weight and wing. 

 
We camped there many days, 
teaching those who came — 
hunters, wanderers, and tribes from the far plains. 
All who listened left changed. 
They carried his laws like coals in their hearts, 
each destined to kindle its own fire. 
In time, Yahaawzhowa spoke less and gazed more. 
He would walk alone to the spring, 
standing where stars and water met. 
Once, in the gray of dawn, 
I saw him raise his hands to heaven. 
Light fell upon him — 
not from sun, for the sun had not yet risen — 
but from within the sky itself, 
as though the Father had opened a door. 
When the light faded, 
he returned to us, 
his face calm, his voice low. 
“The path continues beyond sight,” he said. 
“You will walk it, 
though I walk no further with you.” 
None spoke. 
We knew his meaning, 
and sorrow gripped us like winter wind. 
He placed his hands upon our heads, 
one by one, 
the marks warm against our crowns. 
“The lodge of the heart is never empty,” he said. 
“Where two gather in mercy, 
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there I am. 
Where one forgives, 
there the Father dwells.” 
Then he stepped to the spring, 
looked once to the north, 
and smiled. 
The wind rose gently, 
and the waters brightened like molten silver. 
When I blinked, 
he was gone. 

 
We searched the valley, 
but found only footprints leading to the water’s edge. 
No splash, no ripple — only calm. 
In the mud where he had stood 
lay seven small stones, 
arranged in a circle. 
Oganabish gathered them 
and placed them atop the chest of rings. 
We sealed it with wax and cedar gum, 
and buried it beneath the spring, 
as he had taught. 
I wrote these things upon bark, 
and Oganabish engraved them in metal, 
that both spirit and substance might endure. 
When our task was done, 
we sat by the water until dusk, 
and in the reflection of the first star 
I thought I saw him again — 
standing upon light, 
his eyes gray-green as before, 
his hands lifted in peace. 
And I knew: 
the law had returned to the Father, 
but the love remained with us. 
Chapter 13 — The Parting of the Brothers 
(recorded by Mikinaak, disciple of Yahaawzhowa) 
I, Mikinaak, write these words with eyes dimmed by sorrow and awe. 
For after the Master vanished from before us, 
we remained many days at the spring, 
unsure if our work was ended 
or if we yet stood at the threshold of a greater path. 
Each morning we rose and tended the fire, 
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expecting his shadow to fall upon the water, 
his voice to call us from the ridge. 
But the spring lay still, 
and only the wind spoke among the reeds. 
Oganabish knelt beside the chest of rings, 
his hands resting upon its lid. 
He did not weep, 
but his face was set as stone polished by tears. 
“We have what he gave,” he said, 
“yet I feel as a child who carries a lamp 
but cannot find the door.” 
I answered, 
“The door is within, 
and the light is for the road.” 
We sat together in silence. 
The others kept watch, 
their hearts heavy yet unbroken. 
That evening, as the sun dipped low, 
a heron crossed above the valley, 
its wings wide, 
its cry echoing against the cliffs. 
Oganabish lifted his head. 
“The sign,” he said. 
“It is time.” 
We gathered stones from the bank, 
seven in all, 
smooth and round. 
With these we sealed the resting place of the chest, 
laying them in a circle, 
each stone touched once with cedar smoke 
and a drop of water from the spring. 
Yahaawzhowa had said, 
“Where mercy meets truth, 
there build the hearth of remembrance.” 
So we built a small hearth above the buried rings, 
fed it with dry twigs, 
and watched until the last ember faded. 
Then we prayed — not with words, 
for no words seemed worthy — 
but with breath alone. 
The smoke rose straight and vanished among the stars. 

 
When morning came, 
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the valley lay veiled in mist. 
We gathered our packs. 
The air was cool, 
and the scent of damp earth mingled with pine and ash. 
Each man stood waiting, 
as soldiers before a king unseen. 
Oganabish turned to us. 
In his hand he held a single gold plate, 
small, thin, bright as sunrise. 
Upon it were engraved seven marks — 
the signs of the laws — 
and around its edge ran these words: 
“The law lives not in gold but in the hearts of the meek.” 
He placed the plate upon a cord of leather 
and hung it about his neck. 
“This I will bear,” he said, 
“as witness that the greater treasure sleeps below. 
When men ask, I will show them not the ring, 
but the life it binds.” 
We circled one another then, 
hands joined. 
The mist drifted low about our knees. 
Yahaawzhowa had called us brothers; 
now we would become his voice. 
Oganabish spoke first. 
“I will go toward the sunrise, 
to the lands of the copper and the maple, 
and teach them the way of patience.” 
Another said, 
“I will follow the rivers south, 
where the people gather in many tongues, 
and plant seeds of mercy among them.” 
Another: 
“I will go west, 
where the plains roll without end, 
and tell the wanderers that the Father’s path has no fence.” 
One by one they declared their courses. 
When they had finished, 
all turned to me. 
I bowed my head. 
“I will remain,” I said, 
“to keep the hearth and remember. 
For though the wind scatters the leaves, 
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someone must guard the root.” 
Oganabish stepped forward and clasped my arm. 
“Then the memory shall never die. 
When I write upon metal, 
you will write upon hearts.” 
We embraced as brothers. 
No tear fell, 
for sorrow was swallowed in purpose. 
Before we parted, 
each man took a pebble from the spring 
and placed it in his pouch. 
A token of the law’s circle, 
a seed for the road ahead. 
Then we sang softly the hymn of breath he taught us: 
not in loud voices, 
but in the hush between heartbeats. 
When it ended, 
the valley was quiet again. 
One by one, we turned from the spring, 
each taking a different path, 
our footprints fanning out like spokes from a wheel. 
I walked to the edge of the clearing 
and looked back once. 
The mist had lifted. 
The sun broke through the trees, 
and where it struck the stones, 
they glowed as though his hands still touched them. 
I knew then we were not alone. 
For though his form had vanished, 
his presence walked beside each of us — 
a light behind the eyes, 
a warmth in the chest, 
a voice in the stillness. 

 
Thus the company was parted. 
Oganabish carried the rings eastward, 
his pack heavy but his step light. 
The others scattered to their callings. 
And I, Mikinaak, remained by the spring 
until the snows returned, 
writing by the fire each word I had seen and heard, 
so that the world might know 
the way of Yahaawzhowa, 
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and how the law became life among us. 
When my task was finished, 
I carved these final words upon birch and bark: 
“Not in gold nor copper alone, 
but in kindness kept and mercy given, 
does the Father’s will endure. 
 
He who walks in breath and silence, 
who builds in circle and speaks in truth, 
has found the lodge of heaven.” 
And so I laid down my stylus, 
and let the river carry the echo of my words 
to all who thirst. 
Chapter 14 — The Day He Spoke of Leaving 
(recorded in the last winter by Mikinaak, Keeper of the Living Memory) 
Now I am old, 
and my hand trembles as I carve these words upon bark. 
The snows have returned to the Turtle Mountains, 
and the lakes lie still beneath their white breath. 
In the hush of the lodge, 
I remember the day he told us he would go. 
We were gathered by the southern shore, 
where the wild rice bent heavy upon the water, 
their stalks whispering as the wind passed through. 
It was the season when the geese prepared to fly, 
and the sun lingered long before setting — 
the world between summer and frost. 
Yahaawzhowa stood upon a ridge of granite, 
his staff in his hand, 
the evening light upon his face. 
The sky behind him blazed with crimson and gold, 
and his hair caught its glow like threads of fire. 
He gazed upon the waters, 
and we upon him, 
for his silence spoke louder than words. 
At last he said, 
“Brothers, 
the time of the north is ended. 
The voice of the Father calls me south, 
to the lands of red clay and salt wind. 
 
There are fires there grown dim, 
and hearts yet waiting to hear the breath of peace. 
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I must go where the wind carries me, 
as the heron goes where the river bends.” 
We were silent, 
for though he had taught us to hold nothing, 
still we clung to him with the cords of love. 
Oganabish stepped forward. 
“Master, we have not yet learned all you would teach.” 
Yahaawzhowa smiled, 
and the lines around his eyes deepened like ripples in still water. 
“Then teach one another. 
The seed grows not when the hand keeps it, 
but when the hand lets it fall. 
Have I not shown you the law of the Breath? 
So breathe it. 
Have I not lit the Fire? 
Then keep it. 
Have I not walked in the Circle? 
Then walk together. 
 
The Father has many lodges. 
None are forsaken.” 
He stooped and gathered a handful of earth, 
dark and rich, 
pressing it between his palms. 
When he opened them, 
the soil fell in seven small clumps upon the stone. 
“Seven laws, seven paths,” he said. 
“Each of you will carry one in your heart. 
Together you are the circle.” 
I remember the light on his gray-green eyes, 
how it shifted like the surface of the lake — 
now steel, now gentleness — 
and the marks upon his wrists, 
pale as dawnfire against his sun-browned skin. 
He looked at me last. 
“Mikinaak,” he said, 
“you are the keeper of memory. 
The world will one day forget the sound of my voice, 
but your words will keep its echo.” 
Then he laid his hand upon my shoulder. 
The warmth of his palm lingered long after. 
He turned toward the south, 
and as he walked the light bent about him. 
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We watched until his shape was small among the pines, 
and even after he vanished behind the ridges, 
none of us spoke. 
Only the rice swayed, 
and the cry of a loon rose across the lake, 
long and mournful, 
as though the earth itself grieved. 
That night we sat around the fire. 
No one led the prayers; 
each spoke from his own heart, 
and together they formed one song — 
soft, broken, but whole. 
I have thought often of that day. 
He did not vanish in mystery then, 
but in mercy, 
showing us how to let go before the greater parting came. 
He wanted us to see his leaving not as loss, 
but as sending — 
as wind carries seed to fields unseen. 
Now I am the last. 
The others have gone to their fathers. 
Oganabish sleeps where the copper runs bright in the earth. 
The rings lie hidden in their resting place, 
sealed by stone and spring. 
Yet when I breathe, 
I feel him near — 
as the warmth within the wind, 
the stillness in the fire’s heart, 
the voice between silence and sound. 
And so I write this final memory, 
that those who come after may know 
he did not vanish from fear, 
nor from weariness, 
but walked willingly into the will of the Father, 
southward, 
toward the rising breath of a new dawn. 
The Song of Surrender 
Verse 1 
I know the One who stilled the storm, 
Whose hands bore light, whose voice was warm; 
He walked among the fields of grain, 
And taught that love outlives all pain. 
He bade us breathe, forgive, and stand, 
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To lift the poor with open hand. 
Now south He goes, where dawn winds roam, 
And I, His child, must guide hearts home. 
Chorus 
I trust His way, though He departs, 
His law is written on my heart. 
Through fire and rain, through night and sun, 
I’ll walk His path till work is done. 

 
Verse 2 
He marked my palms with peace, not pride, 
He taught that truth and mercy bide. 
He showed that strength is born of grace, 
That God still dwells in every place. 
Though eyes grow dim, my faith is clear, 
The Breath of Life remains me near. 
For though His form has left my side, 
His spirit walks where I abide. 
Chorus 
I trust His way, though He departs, 
His law is written on my heart. 
Through fire and rain, through night and sun, 
I’ll walk His path till work is done. 

 
Verse 3 
The rice bends low, the fires sleep, 
The stars their patient vigil keep. 
I lay my staff, my burden down, 
To wear His love as robe and crown. 
The heron calls; I lift mine eyes, 
Beyond the hills, His lodges rise. 
The road turns south, the light flows true, 
I walk in peace, I walk with You. 
Final Chorus 
I trust Your way, though You depart, 
Your law is written on my heart. 
Through breath and flame, through stone and sun, 
I yield, I rest — Thy will is done.
 
 


