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Chapter 1 — The Elder’s Account

Binds the elder the scrolls, counts the
moons, watches the rivers, watches the
sky. The year is 1567 by our reckoning,
measured not by the distant lands of
strangers, but by the moons that pass,
the shadows they cast, the cycles of seed,
harvest, and snow. Each crescent, each
full, each darkened moon carries
memory; each guides our councils, our

travels, our planting, our prayers.

And we remember the year 1142, when
Two Rivers came, and the Sun itself
seemed swallowed, the shadow crossing
the land, the eclipse over Ganondagan,
the hearts of men fooled. The people,
awed and fearful, believed that the light
was Yehowzhowa returned, yet it was
not. [llusion danced upon the rivers,
upon the forests, upon the faces of men,
upon the hearts that had abandoned
vigilance. Two Rivers’ power flashed
briefly, like fire on the water, and the
people bowed, buried their weapons,
abandoned the copper mines, and
whispered his name as though it were

sacred.

Warned we did. Warned we did. Warned
we did. Warned we did. Yehowzhowa

spoke through the scrolls of old, even in
the year 1300:

“Behold the one who will come with
false light. He will uproot the tree.
He will scatter the hearts. He will
claim the Sun as his own. Watch,
keep your hearts, keep your arms,
keep your truth.”

And now, centuries later, we count the
moons since that day. Shadows and
light, deception and truth, entwined.
And Yehowzhowa speaks through the
scrolls, reminding the people: the Great
Eagle atop the tree, the Elders of the
North, keepers of truth. The Elders of
the South, scattered, remember yet. The
tree uprooted, the branches fallen, and
Two Rivers gone, leaving fear, leaving

false peace, leaving chaos in his wake.

Blind the people, deaf the people, hearts
turned to false light, yet the scrolls
endure. Bound in cedar, tied with cord,
marked with signs that only the
visionaries, Wabeno and Jessakid, can
read. Storm from the East approaches;
destruction whispers from the South

along the trading routes. And the elders



speak, and the apprentices listen, and
the rivers carry the message north,

carrying truth against illusion.

We gather in council. Hands pressed to
the earth, eyes raised to the sky, hearts
heavy with the weight of what must be
done. The scrolls must travel north,
beyond the waters, to lodges that may
yet listen, that may yet guard the truth.
And I recount to the leaders the coming
of Yehowzhowa, the promise of his
return, and the chastisement for those
who follow the false light.

“Remember,” | speak, voice steady
though my heart trembles, “how he
walked among us, teaching the balance
of all beings, the care for water, land,
and each other. Remember the ethics of
the Heart Path, and know that the light
of Two Rivers is but shadow. Our
people worship deception, and if left
unheeded, they will fall. These scrolls
carry the wisdom, the teachings, and the
warnings. They go north, beyond these
waters, to those who will listen and
prepare. The Storm approaches from
the East. Prepare your hearts, or bear the

weight of blindness.”

The scrolls are lifted, cedar pressed to
the chest, tied and marked. Apprentices
stand by, silent, learning the sacred
weight of guardianship. The rivers
whisper their acceptance; the trees nod
in silent counsel. The wind carries the
scent of pine and earth, and I pray that
these words endure, that truth may arm
the people before the false light leads

them to ruin.

And so begins the record, the chronicle
of what has been, of what is, and of
what may yet come. And the moons
continue to turn, and the shadows pass,
and the people wander, seeking light in
false fires, while Yehowzhowa’s warnings
echo in the hearts of those who

remember.

Travels Yehowzhowa took, long before
moons turned to 15G7, long before the
shadow passed over the rivers, long
before Two Rivers cast his illusion upon
the lands of men. Through the Great
Lakes he moved, waters wide, restless,
carrying life and memory, canoes
gliding, oars whispering against
currents. And he traveled not alone;
children of the lodges followed silently,
apprentices of the Heart Path, learning
through motion, through breath,



through watching the ripples on the
river and the sway of branches in the

wind.

The lodges received him in silence and
awe, smoke curling from fires, cedar and
pine scent heavy in the morning air.
Each lodge, each people he touched,
remembered the lessons: care of water,
care of land, stewardship of all beings,
and the Heart Path that binds nations
and hearts alike. He spoke of balance,
reciprocity, and vigilance; he spoke of
arms, spirit, and mind aligned with
truth; he spoke of strength without

arrogance, wisdom without hesitation.

And I, elder among elders, recount this
not as myth, not as story, not as fleeting
tale, but as memory carried in cedar,
carried in cord, carried in the scrolls of
our lodges. Apprentices listen; the wind
through pines speaks along with my
voice; rivers murmur under ice and sun
alike; the birds echo messages unnoticed
by the untrained ear. Every leaf, every
snapping branch, every animal
movement carries teaching, if one knows

how to see, if one knows how to listen.

The Heart Path, Yehowzhowa taught:

o Balance of all beings; the law
not written in stone, but in
motion, in breath, in action.

o Stewardship of water, care for
fish, respect for rivers that carry
life and memory.

o Observation of moons and
seasons; marking each crescent,
each full, each darkened moon
for planting, hunting, and
teaching.

o Ethics of protection: arms,
spirit, heart, and mind aligned
with truth; without vigilance,

the nation falls into shadow.

He moved silently among the lodges,
teaching not by mere words but by
example. Children mimicked his
gestures; apprentices mirrored his
motions; Elders of the North, perched
high like the Great Eagle upon the tree,
observed closely, noting what could be
remembered, what could be passed
through generations. And yet, he

warned always:

“Beware those who come
with false light. Beware the
shadow that imitates the sun.

Beware the deceiver, who



will uproot the tree and

scatter the branches.”

Apprentices whispered, “Who comes?”
Elders shook their heads. Yet in their
bones, they remembered. They had seen
the eclipse of 1142, felt the deception of
Two Rivers reach across the lands, seen
communities bow before a shadow of
fire, mistaken for divine light. And
Yehowzhowa’s warnings carried weight
heavier than any weapon, heavier than
copper buried in the mines, heavier than

rivers themselves.

Rivers carried his words. Winds carried
his teachings. Forests whispered ethics in
every leaf, every snapping branch, every
trail of smoke. He walked paths lined
with birch, cedar, and maple, noting
birdsong, deer tracks, beaver marks
upon riverbanks. Every detail mattered,
every observation became lesson, every

breath a test of memory and vigilance.

And then came visions. Wabeno and
Jessakid, standing apart, heads bowed,
eyes closed, feeling the weight of moons
and shadows. They saw the Storm from
the East flickering upon distant waters,
stirring reeds along southern rivers,

whispering warnings of destruction.

They saw Two Rivers, not yet risen, not
yet passed, yet striking in illusion even
before the moons counted his coming.
Yehowzhowa’s voice threaded through

their visions:

“Remember the words.
Remember the Heart Path.
Teach the people. Bind the
scrolls. Send them north.
They must see truth before

shadow comes.”

Councils gathered. Hands pressed to
earth, eyes scanning lodge walls, hearts
heavy with the weight of what must be
done. How to reach hearts so hardened
by fear and illusion? How to arm the
people with truth when Two Rivers had
already blinded them?

And I, watching, recount: each gesture
of teaching is ritual, each word a
weapon, each lesson a shield. Canoe
gliding silently down waters lined with
pine, snow still clinging to northern
banks; sun rising over distant hills; birds
alighting on branches. Every movement
mattered. Apprentices learned to read
signs, to feel currents, to sense shadows
and light alike.



The lodge hearths burned steadily.
Smoke rose like prayers. Children slept,
yet their dreams carried lessons;
apprentices whispered questions at
night, elders answered in riddles and
stories. The Heart Path was not mere
words — it was life, action, breath, and

balance.

And Y ehowzhowa moved onward, river
to river, lodge to lodge, teaching:
balance, stewardship, vigilance, truth.

And always, always, the warning:

Warned we did. Warned we did. Warned
we did. Warned we did. The deceiver
comes; uproots, scatters, blinds. Only
those armed with truth may stand when

the Storm approaches from the East.

We followed the rivers he traveled,
mapping paths by observation and
moon cycles, noting rocks, rapids,
eddies, for future guidance. Apprentices
learned to identify poison plants, edible
roots, the tracks of predators and prey,
the weather by cloud and wind. Every
teaching woven into life, every lesson a

shield against Two Rivers’ false light.

The lodges themselves became
classrooms, each fire a teacher, each wall

lined with symbols, each gathering a

council. Elders debated, sometimes in
silence, sometimes in heated whispers:
how to pass knowledge, how to preserve
the scrolls, how to keep the people
armed with truth while they walked in

blindness.

And the scrolls waited, bound in cedar,
tied with cord, marked with signs only
visionaries could read. Apprentices
stood beside them, silent, learning the
sacred weight of guardianship. And the
rivers whispered approval; the trees bent
in counsel; the wind carried scent of
pine and cedar; the birds sang echoes of

Yehowzhowa’s teachings.

And the moons turned. And the seasons
passed. Spring melted to summer,
summer bled to autumn, autumn to
winter. And Yehowzhowa continued his
path, leaving lessons behind like
footprints in the snow, like ripples in the
river, like smoke in the sky. Children and
apprentices watched, learned, and

copied, carrying memory forward.

And Two Rivers’ shadow lingered,
unseen by many, but felt by the
visionaries. The Storm from the East
whispered along southern trading

routes; destruction murmured in rivers,



in forests, in the distant mountains. And

Yehowzhowa’s words echoed still:

“Keep the waters clean. Keep
the forests sacred. Keep your
hearts strong. Only the

armed may endure. Only the

vigilant may survive.”

And thus, the Heart Path spread, river
to river, lodge to lodge, generation to
generation. And the apprentices learned
the counting of moons, the tracking of
shadows, the recognition of deception.
And the elders taught patience,
endurance, wisdom. And the scrolls,
bound and marked, waited for the

journey north.

The rivers carried the message. The
winds whispered the teachings. The
forests echoed the ethics. And the
moons turned, and shadows passed, and
Two Rivers’ deception lay in wait. Yet
those armed with truth, those who
remembered the eclipse of 1142 and the
teachings of Yehowzhowa, may yet
withstand the coming Storm from the
East.

And I, elder among elders, recount this
still, weaving memory and prophecy,

teaching through example and story,

binding the lessons with words as strong
as cord, as enduring as cedar, as

necessary as the river itself.

Two Rivers came. Shadows moved
before him; hearts followed him blindly.
The people believed the light was
Yehowzhowa returned. Yet it was not.
He walked the lands of the Great Lakes,
from river to river, from lodge to lodge,
leaving illusion in his wake. Copper
mines abandoned, weapons buried,
vigilance forgotten; he uprooted the tree
of strength and scattered its branches to

the wind.

Warned we did. Warned we did. Warned
we did. Warned we did. Yet still, the
people bowed before the false light. Two
Rivers’ power shone like fire upon
water, a brilliance that blinded the hearts
of men. Elders cried in council, their
voices trembling, echoing across lodges,
across rivers, across forests, unheard by

the complacent masses.

The elders of the North, perched high
like the Great Eagle, watched with
sorrow and indignation. The Elders of
the South, scattered and confused,
whispered among themselves,

questioning the old warnings, doubting



the Heart Path. And Two Rivers
laughed silently, unseen, as deception

spread like mist over the waters.

And I, recounting centuries later,
remember the council gatherings.
Hands pressed to earth, eyes searching
the horizon, hearts heavy with the
weight of impending ruin. “They do not
hear us,” [ whispered. “They see only
light, false and hollow. They do not
remember the eclipse, they do not
remember the moons, they do not

remember Yehowzhowa.”

And yet, we gathered still. We bound the
scrolls. We marked them with cedar, tied
them with cord. Apprentices observed,
silent and awed, learning the sacred duty
of guardianship. Wabeno and Jessakid
shared visions: fires to the south, disease
upon the trails, destruction whispered
along trade routes. Storm from the East
approached, slow but certain, visible

only to those who remembered.

Two Rivers reminded the people of the
Great Eagle atop the tree, yet only to
twist meaning. “The Elders of the
North hold truth,” he said. “The Elders
of the South hold weakness.” And he
left. Uprooted the tree, scattered the

branches, vanished like smoke in wind.
Fear spread, false peace reigned, vigilance

abandoned.

Blind the people. Deaf the people.
Hearts turned to shadow, arms idle,
weapons buried, copper mines forsaken.
Yet the scrolls endured. Bound in cedar,
tied with cord, carrying teachings of
Yehowzhowa, warnings etched for

generations:

“Remember the Heart Path.
Arm your spirit. Arm your
heart. Guard your nations.
Peace without truth is
illusion; strength without

wisdom 1s ruin.”

And still, the councils gathered. Voices
rose in argument, hands gestured toward
maps drawn in sand, rivers, and snow.
Elders debated: how to awaken those
blinded by Two Rivers’ light? How to
protect children who saw only fire and
shadow, not rivers and moons?
Apprentices asked questions. Wabeno
and Jessakid spoke of visions, of fire and
frost, of shadows creeping along

southern trails.



And Yehowzhowa’s voice threaded
through our memory, across the moons,

across centuries:

“Warned we did. Warned we
did. Warned we did. Warned
we did. The deceiver comes;
he uproots, scatters, blinds.
Only those armed with truth
may endure. Only the

vigilant may survive.”

And so, the elders argued, the
apprentices listened, and the rivers
carried their words northward, even as
the southern paths darkened with smoke
and fear. The tree remained uprooted,
branches scattered, yet those who
remembered the Heart Path continued
to guard the wisdom, teaching the next
generation, binding the scrolls, marking
the signs, sending knowledge where it

might be received.

The people, however, wandered. The
false light enthralled them. They forgot
the copper, the rivers, the moons. They
listened to shadows, not elders. They
followed Two Rivers’ path, believing it
righteous, though hollow. And still,
Yehowzhowa’s teachings endured,

encoded in cedar and cord, whispered in

the wind, reflected in rivers,
remembered by those who saw beyond

the veil.

And we, the elders, pressed forward.
Councils met at dawn, at dusk, at
moonrise. Fires burned steadily. Smoke
rose like prayers. The apprentices
learned to count moons, to read
shadows, to sense deception. Every word
spoken, every gesture made, every
observation of river and forest became
lesson, shield, weapon. The Heart Path
endured. The Storm approached. The
people wandered blind.

And so we prepared. The scrolls were
bound, marked, tied with care. The
apprentices observed. Wabeno and
Jessakid saw visions: Two Rivers’
shadow lingering, fires to the south,
Storm from the East approaching,
destruction inevitable for the unarmed.
And the rivers, the winds, the forests
themselves whispered the teachings
forward, carrying truth against the
deception, carrying hope where

blindness prevailed.

I am Nokomiswe, clder of
Gaa-waabaabiganikaag, keeper of

moons, guardian of the scrolls, witness
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to shadow and light. Two Rivers came,
and the people believed the brilliance he
carried was Yehowzhowa returned. Yet it
was not. He moved from river to river,
lodge to lodge, leaving illusion in his
wake. Copper mines abandoned,
weapons buried, vigilance forgotten; he
uprooted the tree of strength and

scattered its branches to the wind.

Warned we did. Warned we did. Warned
we did. Warned we did. Yet still, hearts
bowed before the false light. Two Rivers’

power shone like fire upon water,

brilliance that blinded the hearts of men.

And within our lodge, division took
root. Some elders whispered caution,
urging patience and observation. Others
demanded immediate action. Young
men and women, eyes bright but
blinded, murmured in shadowed
corners, mocking, questioning, denying

the warnings.
And I, Nokomiswe, lifted my voice:

“Peace without truth is
hollow. Strength abandoned
invites ruin. The deceiver
comes. The Storm

approaches. Arm your

hearts. Guard your spirits.

Guard your nations!”

Yet many would not hear. Arguments
rose like storms over the forest. Some
said, “Leave the weapons buried; follow
the light. Why cling to shadows of old?”
Others said, “Bind the scrolls. Tie them
with cedar. Preserve the teachings.
Guard against Two Rivers’ deception!”
And the lodge trembled under the
weight of discord, echoing with cries,

whispers, and fear.

Wabeno and Jessakid stood apart, eyes
closed, heads bowed, feeling the weight
of moons and shadows. They saw the
Storm from the East flickering upon
distant waters, fires to the south, illness
along trade routes. Shadows of Two
Rivers lingered among the people,

invisible to most, yet heavy in spirit.

Councils gathered. Hands pressed to
earth, eyes searching the horizon. Hearts
strained. How to awaken those blinded
by deception? How to preserve truth
while the masses followed shadows?
And I, Nokomiswe, recounted the
eclipse of 1142, Two Rivers’ illusion,
Yehowzhowa’s teachings, the warnings

etched in scrolls of old:

11



“The deceiver uproots the
tree. He scatters the
branches. Only those armed
with truth may stand when
the Storm approaches from
the East.”

Preparations began. The scrolls were
bound, marked with cedar, tied with
cord, each symbol a message for the
generations to come. Apprentices
observed silently, learning the sacred
weight of guardianship. Rivers carried
the message north; forests whispered the
ethics; the wind carried scent of pine
and cedar. Leadership would go north
along with the scrolls, leaving fractured
communities behind. Some elders, some
apprentices, some families, would
journey to preserve truth; others stayed,
blind and divided, following the false
light.

And yet, the people wandered,
enthralled by illusion. Copper and
weapons forgotten, vigilance
abandoned. Deception grew stronger;
the false light took root. Only those
armed with truth, those who
remembered Yehowzhowa’s lessons,

could hope to endure.

And so we divided. Leadership
northward, hearts burdened, scrolls in
cedar binding, apprentices in silent
observation, elders warning, spirits
braced. And the rivers carried our words,
the forests echoed our teachings, and the
moons turned, counting shadows and
light alike. The Storm from the East
approached, and the people, divided,
would face it as they may, blind or

awake, armed or unarmed.

The council was called at moonrise.
Fires burned in the center of the lodge at
Gaa-waabaabiganikaag, smoke rising
like prayers into the darkened sky. Elders
gathered, their hands pressed to earth,
their eyes heavy with the weight of
moons and seasons. I, Nokomiswe,
stood among them, scrolls bound in
cedar at my side, voice ready to speak the

warnings of Yehowzhowa.

The division was plain. Some elders
feared the people would not heed, some
demanded action, some doubted the old
warnings. And so we debated, the words
recorded carefully upon birch bark, so
that generations would know the
argument, so that truth could endure

even 1f hearts faltered.
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Elder Makade: “The light
that Two Rivers brings is
strong. Have we not seen it
in the rivers, in the sky, in the
eclipse? The people call him
Peacemaker, and perhaps he
1s. Perhaps we have
misjudged. Are we certain
that Yehowzhowa is the true
Peacemaker, or do we cling

to shadow?”’

Elder Nokomiswe (I
spoke): “Do not twist the
truth with ease. The
Peacemaker of old,
Yehowzhowa, came in the
time of moons counted 34
AD. His path was clear, his
teachings eternal. Two Rivers
casts illusions. He uproots
the tree and scatters its
branches. Strength is
abandoned. Vigilance lost.
[llusion is not light. He is not

the Peacemaker.”

Elder Migisi: “Yet the
people follow him! They
worship the light he carries.
They see the Sun in his hand,

the eclipse repeated in

shadow. If we declare him
false, will they hear? Or will
we be lost in division and

silence?”

Elder Nokomiswe: “Blind
they are. Deaf they are.
Hearts hardened by false
light. But we must endure.
Truth is stronger than fear.
Truth is the shield. Truth is
the weapon. We will bind the
scrolls and carry wisdom
north. If they follow shadow,
it is their choice. Our duty is
to protect the knowledge of

the Peacemaker.”

Elder Waban: “And what of
the children? The
apprentices? They listen,
they learn, but they are
young. Will they not be torn
in the middle? Will they not
follow the light that shines
false? Do we lead them
north, or leave them here to

stumble?”’

Elder Nokomiswe: “We
lead those who can endure,

those who see the signs,
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those who remember the
moons, the rivers, the words
of Yehowzhowa. The rest
must learn by shadow, by the
consequences of blindness.
We cannot carry all. The
scrolls will endure, and with
them, truth.”

Elder Migisi: “Still, the
lodge is divided. Some elders
whisper, some mock, some
fear. If we leave, will Two
Rivers claim the people
completely? Will our absence

not mark defeat?”

Elder Nokomiswe: “Defeat
1s counted not by presence,
but by abandonment of
truth. We leave what must be
preserved. The scrolls, the
Heart Path, the knowledge
of Yehowzhowa. That which
endures cannot be taken by
shadow. That which is true

cannot be destroyed.”

Elder Makade: “And yet,
what of peace? Must we
always fight in shadow, even

when light appears false? Are

we certain that the illusions
are not real, that the light we

call shadow is not truth?”

Elder Nokomiswe: ‘“Peace
without truth is hollow.
Peace without vigilance is
ruin. False light is not truth.
The deceiver comes. He
uproots, scatters, blinds.
Remember the eclipse of
1142, remember the words
carried through centuries.
The people must see, if only
the generations that follow,
what has been lost and what

must endure.”

Voices rose and fell, clashing like rivers
against rocks, like wind through pine.
Some elders wept, some shouted, some
pressed hands to hearth. The
apprentices watched silently, learning
the sacred weight of debate, of counsel,
of duty. Smoke rose and curled, carrying
words and warnings to the sky. Outside,
the forest whispered, the river
murmured, the wind carried the echoes

of argument northward.

Finally, the council fell into tense silence.

The decision was made. The scrolls
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would be bound, tied with cedar,
marked with signs known only to those
who could read the Heart Path. The
leadership would journey north with
them. The lodge would fracture. Some
would stay, blinded by Two Rivers’ light.
Some would leave, guided by truth, by

the memory of Yehowzhowa.

And the moons turned. And the winds
carried our prayers. And the rivers bore
the knowledge north. And the Storm
from the East approached. And we, the
elders, divided yet steadfast, held the
scrolls, the teachings, the warnings, the
Heart Path, enduring in silence,
enduring in hope, enduring for

generations yet unborn.

The lodge of Gaa-waabaabiganikaag
trembled under the weight of fire,
smoke, and the murmurs of centuries.
Moonlight filtered through gaps in the
rafters, falling upon the copper-bound
birch bark scrolls that lay upon the
central altar. I, Nokomiswe, stood
among the elders, apprentices, and
guardians of the Heart Path, the weight
of moons and shadows pressing upon
my shoulders. Every heartbeat echoed
with urgency; every whisper carried the

warnings of generations.

And then he entered. Chief Tadadaho,
mantle of peace flowing across his
shoulders, stepped into the circle. His
presence commanded attention. His
eyes swept the lodge, landing first on the
Haudenosaunee elders, then upon the
Anishinaabe, lingering briefly on myself,

and finally resting upon the scrolls.

Chief Tadadaho: “Elders of
North and South, children
of rivers and forests, listen.
Disarm. Lay down weapons,
whether forged of metal or
fear. Peace must guide our
hands. I petition you, elders,
for the future of the nations,
for the protection of

children and rivers alike.”

Murmurs rippled across the lodge. Some
elders bowed their heads in tentative
agreement; others pressed their hands to

the earth, frowning in tension.

Nokomiswe: “Peace
without truth 1s hollow,
Tadadaho. Peace without
vigilance is ruin. Two Rivers
uproots the tree. He scatters
its branches. He blinds hearts

and minds alike. We do not
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disarm. We arm the spirit.
We arm the heart. We arm
the nation. Only those

armed with truth endure.”

Tadadaho: “And what then,
Nokomiswe? Are we to live
in constant fear? Shall every
shadow be met with
suspicion? Shall every hand
be ready to strike, even at
those who bend toward
light? I ask for unity. I ask for

patience. [ ask for peace.”

Elder Migisi: “Nokomiswe
speaks truth, Tadadaho. Yet
your words carry weight, and
the people listen to them.
Some follow Two Rivers
blindly, believing he is
Peacemaker returned. Others
remember the Heart Path.
We are divided, fractured,
and yet the Storm from the
East approaches. How do we
act when division itself'is the

weapon?”

Nokomiswe: “Those who
follow shadows will stumble.
Only those armed with truth

endure. Only those who
guard the Heart Path and
remember Yehowzhowa will
rise again. The scrolls must
travel north, carrying
knowledge beyond the lodge,
beyond the rivers, beyond
the forests. The faithful must

endure.”

The fires crackled, smoke swirling like
serpents, twisting toward the rafters and
moonlight. Then Elder Waban stepped
forward, the sacred mantle of Reviews
Keeper draped across his shoulders. His
eyes glowed with determination, and
from beneath his robes he drew forth
the Book of Waban, birch bark scrolls
clasped upon copper, glinting in
firelight. Silence fell upon the lodge;
every eye turned to the weight of

centuries in his hands.

Elder Waban: “See this.
Witness it. This is not a gift.
This is a testimony against
you. These birch bark scrolls,
bound in copper, carry the
words of my grandfather
from the 1300s, rebuking
your ancestors. They bear

witness to the path of Two

1G



Rivers, to deception, to the and water. Only the city on

consequences of blindness. stone endures.”

Y ou may not see it now, but .
Y He turned the copper-bound scrolls in

his hands, letting the firelight catch the

metal. The apprentices pressed close,

the Storm approaches. The
walls you tore down will fall.

And you will be remembered L .
_ recording silently, absorbing every
for your choices, whether ,
' , syllable, every gesture, every warning
righteous or blind.” ,
etched into memory.

A hush fell. Tadadaho’s mantle shifted

. Elder Waban: “Who taught
as he stepped closer, voice low but

us to open the mines?
steady:

Chief Tadadaho: “Waban,
you speak accusation. You
brand us with blame. Are we
not working for the
preservation of peace? Is not

our duty to reconcile?”

Elder Waban: “Peace
without truth is hollow.
Reconciliation without sight
is ruin. Do you not see? Two
Rivers casts false light. He
uproots, scatters, blinds.
Those who kneel without
vigilance, those who pray
without memory, fall into
ruin. Remember the parable
Yehowzhowa taught: the city

built on sand falls to wind

Yehowzhowa. Who warned
us of the serpent?
Yehowzhowa. Shall we fight
with bare hands? Shall we
pray on our knees? Or shall
we arm our hearts with
truth, our spirits with
vigilance, our nations with
knowledge? The choice is

before you!”

Haudenosaunee elders stiffened. Some
pressed hands against the copper, feeling
the weight of centuries. Some shifted
uneasily. Some bowed their heads,
unwilling to face the accusation, yet

unable to ignore it.

Nokomiswe: “Yes, Waban
speaks rightly. The scrolls,
the Heart Path, the teachings
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of Yehowzhowa must
endure. We send them north,
along with those able to carry
the burden. Those who
follow shadows will stumble.
Those who are armed with
truth will endure. This is our

duty. This is our choice.”

Elder Waban: “Hear this, all
who remain: this is not
wrath. It 1s witness. It is
memory. It is testimony. Two
Rivers is not the Peacemaker.
Yehowzhowa is truth. You
may not see it now, but when
the Storm comes, the wall
you tore down will fall.

Remember, endure, survive.”

The debate surged, voices clashing like
rivers against stone. Round after round,
Tadadaho pressed for reconciliation, for
disarmament, for unity. Nokomiswe
pressed for vigilance, for truth, for
endurance. Waban repeated the
testimony of the Book of Waban,
invoking parables, historical examples,

and prophetic warnings.

Elder Migisi: “We are
divided! North and South,

river and forest, Anishinaabe
and Haudenosaunee. The
Storm approaches. What of
the children? What of the
apprentices? If we fracture, if
we send only some north,
what of the rest?”

Tadadaho: “There is
wisdom in patience. There is
strength in reconciliation.
Cannot the lodge find
balance, honor both truth

and peace?”

Elder Waban: “False light is
not peace. Illusion is not
balance. Those who kneel
without memory, those who
pray without vigilance, those
who ignore the Heart Path,
fall into ruin. The scrolls and
those who guard them must
travel north. Only the

vigilant endure.”

Nokomiswe: “We send the
scrolls. Leadership will go
north. The faithful will go
north. Those blinded by
Two Rivers’ false light

remain behind, to learn by
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shadow, to stumble by
consequence. The Storm
approaches. The weight is

ours. The choice is ours.”

Elder Waban: “Remember
the city on sand. Remember
the mines opened by
Yehowzhowa. Remember the
serpent. Remember the
prophecy from the 1300s.
This testimony is against
you, not as wrath, but as
witness. The deceiver
uproots, scatters, blinds.
Only those armed with truth
endure. Only those who
guard the Heart Path rise

again.”

Fires glowed brighter, smoke twisting
toward the moons, apprentices shivering
under the weight of history. The council
stretched into the night, voices rising,
falling, repeating, intertwining. Elders
wept, some shouted, some pressed hands
to their hearts, some clasped their heads,

overwhelmed.

Nokomiswe: “The Storm
comes from the East. The

nations will face

consequences. The wall you
tore down will fall. Those
who follow shadows will
stumble. Those who
remember the Heart Path
endure. Leadership and
scrolls go north. The faithful
go north. The others will see

what comes, and remember.”

Elder Waban: “Witness it.
Remember it. Endure it. The
deceiver will test you. Two
Rivers is not the Peacemaker.
Yehowzhowa is truth. Guard
the Heart Path. Preserve the
teachings. Carry the memory
for generations yet unborn.
The consequences of
blindness, division, and false

light are upon you now.”

As dawn approached, the lodge fell into
tense silence. Smoke curled, fires burned
low, moonlight shifted across the
copper-bound scrolls. The weight of
centuries pressed upon every elder, every
apprentice, every heart in the lodge.
Leadership would depart northward
with the scrolls, apprentices observing,
learning endurance, learning vigilance,

learning the weight of responsibility.
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The Haudenosaunee elders received

repeated, stern warning;:

Nokomiswe: “You may not
see it now, but you will be
the wall that falls. You tore it
down yourselves. When the
waves come crashing, your
rivers, forests, and people will
bear the consequences.
Remember. Remember

well.”

The rivers murmured, winds whispered
across forests, and the Storm from the
East pressed closer, carrying the weight
of division, shadow, and the promise of
endurance for those armed with truth.
And the lodge, fractured yet steadfast,
held the scrolls, the teachings, the Heart
Path, enduring in silence, in warning, in

hope.

The air of the lodge at
Gaa-waabaabiganikaag was dense with
smoke, cedar scent, and the weight of
centuries. Every elder, apprentice, and
guardian of the Heart Path felt it
pressing upon them, a burden of
memory, prophecy, and warning. The
council had risen and fallen in

argument, the Book of Waban had been

invoked, voices had clashed, and yet the
final authority of age and sacred

tradition had not yet spoken.

Then, all eyes turned as the oldest Elder
stepped forward.

He was Makwawewin, Keeper of the
Sacred Antlers, eldest living guardian of
the Heart Path. Age had curved his back,
silvered his hair, and lined his face with
moons and seasons counted. Across his
shoulders rested the mantle of memory,
and upon his head were the sacred
antlers that Yehowzhowa had
brought, polished, shining with light,
symbolic of vigilance, truth, and divine

guardianship.

He paused at the center of the lodge. He
lifted the antlers high, the copper-bound
birch bark scrolls catching the firelight
below. Silence fell. Even the whisper of
apprentices ceased. The flickering
firelight cast shadows across the rafters

like serpents of warning.

Elder Makwawewin: “Two
Rivers never laid these upon
our heads. Never. Not in jest,
not in deception, not in

shadow. These antlers are the

mantle of truth, the crown of
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vigilance, the weight of
memory itself. And yet, cities
across the Great Lakes have
torn down their walls,
abandoned the protections
of our nations, and
dismantled the shields placed
for our survival. Witness,
elders, the devastation
wrought by blindness:
Michilimackinac, where the
stone walls crumble into
river; Ganondagan, gates
left open to winds and
shadow; Cahokia,
watchtowers toppled; villages
from Sault Ste. Marie to
Kitchi-gami stripped bare;
Wampum-holding
settlements along silver and
stone rivers left to
themselves. Like a child
removing its own parents
while living in a forest of
bears, the people wander

unarmed and unseeing.”

Apprentices shivered. Haudenosaunee
and Anishinaabe elders pressed hands to
the earth. No breath stirred the room,

the weight of words hanging like a

storm-cloud over the lodge.

Elder Makwawewin: “I
speak as he who has walked
moons and seasons longer
than any living. Yehowzhowa
foresaw this day. He foresaw
Two Rivers, the false light,
the temptation of
disarmament, the uprooting
of the tree that shelters
nations. And you, who call
yourselves elders, worship
the White Snake, the
shadow that blinds hearts,
the deceiver who promises
comfort while delivering
ruin. You have forgotten
duty. You have forgotten
memory. You have forgotten
truth.”

He lowered the antlers slightly, letting
them rest like a sacred burden in his
hands, and began to recount the
teachings of Yehowzhowa, each phrase
deliberate, weighed, and repeated for

emphasis:

“When shadows rise, when

the deceiver walks among
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nations, the heart of the consequences written in the cadence of
people must be armed. moons and rivers.
When false lights shine,

when Two Rivers returns,

Elder Makwawewin: “I

o have seen visions. Cities
the vigilant must endure.
_ abandoned. Watchtowers
When the serpent whispers,

the faithful shall not bend.

The walls of protection must

fallen. Fires extinguished.
Families wandering without
_ . protection. Every river, every

remain. The mines, opened
_ forest, every stone knows the
in knowledge, shall , ,
footprints of Two Rivers.
And yet, the faithful who
remember Yehowzhowa shall
endure, shall rebuild, shall

protect the Heart Path.

strengthen the people, not
destroy. The scrolls of
memory must be preserved.
The Heart Path must
endure. Those who forget, ,

Witness, elders, how your
kneel to shadows, or follow

Two Rivers shall stumble.
They shall fall. They shall

learn by consequence, for a

negligence dismantles the
very protections given by the
Peacemaker himself. Every

. wall you remove, every tower
man does not remove his

you leave empty, every mine
robes, a man does not take

forget t d —th
off his shoes when walking yOU TOTSELIo guar ©

St from the East
across sharp pebbles. The orm Irom the bast grows
faithful shall endure through

vigilance alone.” He gestured toward the north with the

"’

nearer. Remember this

. antlers, voice resonating with weight,
He paused, eyes scanning the lodge. S _
_ . echoing like rivers against stone:
Each elder felt the weight of his gaze.

Each apprentice understood the import: “And now, the scrolls. They
these were not warnings; they were shall be sealed within cedar
prophecy made flesh, a ledger of chests, tied, bound, guarded.
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They shall be carried north,
beyond rivers, beyond
forests, beyond shadows.
Leadership and apprentices
shall go with them. The
Great Eagle will guard them,
for the nations that remain
have torn down their own
tree, dismantled their
protections, and weakened
themselves. We go north to
preserve the Heart Path. We
go north because truth must
endure where blindness

cannot survive.”

He raised the antlers again, slowly,
ceremonially, letting the firelight shine
across copper, cedar, and bark. His voice
rose, a chant of moons and prophecy,

carrying across the lodge:

“Witness the words of
Yehowzhowa! Witness the
deeds of the faithful! The
deceiver uproots! The false
Peacemaker scatters! The
White Snake tempts! The
faithful endure! The faithful
preserve! The faithful carry
the Heart Path! The faithful

'?’

shall endure

Silence followed, vast, reverent, absolute.
The apprentices dared not breathe. The
elders lowered their heads. Tadadaho’s
mantle of peace swayed in the still air,
his expression one of awe and humility.

None dared speak.

Elder Makwawewin:
“Depart now. Prepare for the
journey. Bind the scrolls.
Guard the teachings. Witness
the truth. The faithful shall
endure. The deceiver shall
not claim the Heart Path. We
go north. And the Great

Eagle shall watch over all.”

Hands moved, slow, reverent. Cords
were tied around the cedar chests. Scrolls
were lifted. Apprentices followed, eyes
fixed on the sacred antlers, hearts
burdened with prophecy and history.
Elders moved in solemn procession, each

step echoing with memory and warning.

Outside, the forests whispered, rivers
murmured, and the Storm from the East
waited, inevitable, patient, bearing the
consequences of division, deception,

and blind obedience.

And thus, the lodge remained silent, the
scrolls secured, the faithful prepared, the

23



prophecy fulfilled in warning, and the
nations left to their own fates, divided,

trembling, and watching.

Chapter 2 — The Journey North

The first light of dawn had not yet
broken when the elders and apprentices
of Gaa-waabaabiganikaag began their
solemn departure. The cedar-bound
chests carrying the Book of Waban,
clasped upon copper, were carefully
lifted, their weight tempered by
reverence and the knowledge that within
them lay the memory of centuries,

prophecy, and warnings yet unheeded.

Elder Makwawewin led the procession,
the sacred antlers still held high upon his
head, gleaming faintly in the pale
pre-dawn light. Beside him walked
Elder Waban, carrying the mantle of
Reviews Keeper, and Nokomiswe,
silent but vigilant, watching the
apprentices who followed like shadows.
Each step northward was a statement: a
transfer of truth, a commitment to
preserve the Heart Path, a journey
against the blindness and division left
behind.

The forests were still, yet alive with
whispers of river and wind. Birds
watched in silence, their wings poised as
if understanding the gravity of the
moment. Deer paused at glimmering
streams, ears twitching at the faint creak
of cedar chests on leather straps. Even
the Great Lakes themselves seemed to
hold their breath, sensing the weight of
the journey, the urgency of the message,
the gravity of prophecy unfolding with
each step of the faithful.

Elder Waban: “The path is
treacherous. Not only for the
lands we cross, but for the
hearts of those left behind.
Two Rivers has undone what
generations built. Every city,
every village, every protective
wall dismantled. Our people
are scattered and blinded.
The Storm from the East is
patient, but it comes. We
must carry these scrolls
where they will be guarded,
where the faithful endure.
Each step we take is a
testimony to truth, each
burden we bear a shield

against shadow.”
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Apprentices shifted under the weight of
cedar and copper. Some whispered
prayers, soft and urgent, asking for
strength, for guidance, for protection.
Others pressed hands to the ground,
touching the earth that had been witness
to countless councils, teachings, and
warnings of deception and false light.
Each apprentice felt the weight of
centuries in the soles of their feet, the
bending of their knees, the rising and
falling of their breaths.

Nokomiswe: “Remember
this: the journey north is not
only of distance, but of
vigilance. Every step we take
must honor Yehowzhowa’s
teachings. Every obstacle,
every shadow, every
temptation of rest or ease
must be met with
remembrance. Do not falter.
Do not allow your minds to
wander. Those who carry the
scrolls carry the memory of
nations, the prophecy of
moons, and the weight of
truth. Every river crossed,
every forest traversed, every

peak climbed is a test of

endurance, of heart, and of

the spirit.”

The elders moved in careful procession,
leaving the lodge behind, the fires still
smoldering, the smoke curling into the
awakening sky. Their departure was a
statement to those left behind: the
faithful endure, but only by arms of
truth. The rest were left to witness the
consequences of blind obedience, the
unraveling of protection, the

dismantling of their own walls.

Makwawewin: “We go
north not as conquerors, not
as judges, but as witnesses.
The Great Eagle will guard
the scrolls. Leadership will
guide the faithful. And those
who chose blindness shall
learn by shadow, by loss, by
the consequences of
dismantling their own
protection. Let this journey
remind us that vigilance is
strength, remembrance is
armor, and truth is the shield
that no deceiver may undo.
We carry the memory of
those who built these

nations, who guarded the
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Heart Path with sweat and

blood, with fire and stone.”

The path stretched ahead, winding
along rivers and through forests, over
hills and plains once thriving with life
and ceremony, now scarred by disunity
and neglect. Each city passed in silence
was a reminder: walls torn down,
gates left open, mines abandoned,
villages scattered. Apprentices and
elders alike observed the ruins with grief,
sorrow, and determination. Some
stopped briefly to touch stones or trees,
offering silent prayers for the protection
of what had been lost and a vow to

guard what remained.

Elder Waban: “Do not
speak unless necessary. Let
the scrolls guide you. Let the
teachings guide you. Let the
memory of those who built
these nations with care and
vigilance remind you why we
endure. The Storm from the
East approaches. Our
vigilance is our protection.
Our memory is our shield.
And our unity, though
fragile, shall be preserved by
truth and the guidance of

Yehowzhowa. Every step is a
covenant; every breath, a
witness to the past and a

promise for the future.”

The wind carried distant sounds of
rivers and waterfalls, but also echoes of
villages left behind — faint cries, the
creak of abandoned gates, the whisper of
doors swinging in empty halls. Each
sound was a reminder of the
consequences of blindness and division,
a call to perseverance. The apprentices
kept close, observing elders’ gestures, the
careful placement of feet on stones, the
ritual of walking in silence as a form of

remembrance.

Nokomiswe: “Remember
how Two Rivers deceived
our ancestors. Remember
the eclipse at Ganondagan,
the illusions of the sun that
led them to believe false light
was Peacemaker returned.
We carry the scrolls north to
preserve memory, to protect
those who will endure, and
to ensure that the faithful
have guidance through the
Storm. The faithful must

endure where the blind
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stumble. The faithful must
carry knowledge where the

ignorant falter.”

As the journey progressed, the
procession passed settlements that bore
the weight of disobedience. Gates had
been left open, watchtowers toppled,
ceremonial grounds desecrated or
abandoned. Fires were extinguished,
gardens untended, and the rivers ran
with debris from neglect. The elders
spoke softly of these places, recounting
the names their ancestors had given
centuries before — sacred names now

worn by decay.

Elder Waban: “Each city,
each village, each abandoned
watchtower tells a story. The
faithful endure; the blind
falter. Let this journey teach
you vigilance. Let the weight
of these steps teach you
remembrance. Let the scrolls
guide your hands, your
hearts, your spirits. The
Storm from the East is
patient, but inevitable. Our
endurance is measured not
by strength alone, but by

memory, vigilance, and

adherence to the Heart
Path.”

By mid-day, the procession had entered
denser forests. The air grew cooler,
shadows stretched longer across moss
and stone. Apprentices moved silently,
absorbing every lesson, every glance
from elders, every murmur of the wind
as instruction. The cedar-bound chests
felt heavier with each mile, as if the
history they carried pressed upon the

shoulders of those who bore them.

Makwawewin: “Ahead lies
north, but also the burden of
witness. Each step is a test of
the spirit. Each mile is a trial
of endurance. The faithful
will endure. The deceiver
cannot undo the Heart Path
where vigilance and memory
are present. Remember the
lessons of cities abandoned,
walls torn down, and gates
left open. The faithful
preserve knowledge where
the blind have faltered. The
faithful guard the scrolls

where the careless cannot.”
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Even the rivers seemed to acknowledge
their passing. Small eddies swirled with
the cadence of their footsteps, as though
the water itself recognized the weight of
truth carried by the faithful. The trees

bent slightly in the wind, leaves rustling
like whispers, reinforcing the lessons of

vigilance, memory, and endurance.

By evening, the procession had crossed
the first range of hills. Fires were set to
cook minimal provisions, but the mood
remained solemn. Apprentices were
instructed to stay close to elders, to
memorize gestures, to absorb ritual, and
to observe the careful handling of the
cedar-bound scrolls. Every movement,

every word, every pause was a lesson.

Nokomiswe: “Tonight we
rest, but do not forget: the
Storm from the East is
approaching. We rest to
endure, we prepare to guard,
we preserve the Heart Path in
mind, body, and spirit. Our
vigilance must never waver.
Our memory must never
falter. The faithful must
carry truth north, beyond
rivers, forests, and shadows,
where the Great Eagle shall

guard what the blind have

abandoned.”

And so, the journey continued, each
mile a covenant, each breath a witness,
each step a testament to the enduring
truth of Yehowzhowa. The faithful
moved steadily north, carrying history,
prophecy, and the weight of nations in
cedar and copper, leaving behind a
world divided, blinded, and unseeing.
Y et within the procession, vigilance
burned, memory endured, and the
Heart Path remained alive, unbroken,

and unyielding.

The procession moved steadily
northward, the cedar-bound chests
heavy with the weight of history and
prophecy. As the elders and apprentices
crossed river valleys and forested ridges,
the first signs of Two Rivers’ influence
became unmistakable. Settlements once
thriving with life and ceremony were
now hollow, abandoned, or corrupted

by blind obedience.

Elder Waban: “See there,
the walls torn down at
Michilimackinac. Gates
swung wide as though

welcoming shadows.

28



Watchtowers left empty.
Fires extinguished. Our
people have forgotten
vigilance, the gift of
Yehowzhowa, the teaching of
the Heart Path. They
stumble into ruin while

thinking they walk in peace.”

The apprentices exchanged glances,
some whispering prayers, others pressing
their hands to earth or stone in quiet
reverence. Each abandoned village told a
story, a cautionary tale recorded in the

language of ruin and neglect.

Apprentice Migisi: “Elder,
the people... why do they not
see? They dismantle their

own protections.”

Elder Makwawewin:
“Because Two Rivers has
clouded their sight. They
follow the false light, the
White Snake. Peace is an
illusion for those who
abandon truth. Do not
despair; this is why we carry
the scrolls north. The
faithful must endure where
the blind falter.”

Crossing the Ganondagan River, the
elders paused. From the riverbank, they
could see the remnants of watchposts,
stone foundations cracked and leaning.
Birch trees had grown unchecked, roots
splitting the remnants of walls. Smoke
still curled faintly from fires left
unattended, evidence of last-minute

survival attempts.

Elder Waban: “Every ruin is
a warning. Remember,
apprentices: the faithful
endure not through strength
alone, but through memory,
vigilance, and adherence to
the teachings of
Yehowzhowa. Two Rivers’
shadow stretches far, yet the
Heart Path is not yet lost.”

The journey continued through forests
thick with undergrowth. The group
encountered villages where families
remained but were divided. Arguments
echoed along the riverbanks, children
sent to work alone, elders pleading for
guidance. Even here, Two Rivers’ legacy

lingered, fostering distrust and apathy.

Elder Makwawewin: “See

how easily the serpent

29



divides? The people fight
among themselves rather
than recognizing the threat
from shadow. Remember, a
nation’s strength is its unity
and knowledge of truth.
Without these, walls and
weapons do not
protect—they merely offer

false security.”

At Cahokia, the largest settlement on
their route, the destruction was more
deliberate. Watchtowers were
dismantled, gates left ajar, and
ceremonial grounds desecrated. The
elders observed quietly, recording
everything in their minds and in the
Book of Waban. Apprentice scribes
traced the ruined walls in charcoal,
sketching every breach and noting the

lack of vigilance.

Elder Waban: “Here lies a
testament to blind
obedience. Here lies a
warning that the deceiver’s
influence spreads through
neglect as effectively as
through conquest. Take
note, apprentices: every wall

torn down, every gate left

open, is a step closer to ruin.
Every child growing without
guidance is a seed of the

storm yet to come.”

The procession pressed on, moving
through smaller villages along the
Kitchi-gami shoreline. Families
remained in some homes, but the
communities were fractured. Elders
argued in marketplaces, children
wandered unsupervised, and even the
rivers seemed choked with debris. It was
clear that Two Rivers’ teachings of
disarmament and deception had taken

root far and wide.

Nokomiswe: “Apprentices,
mark what you see. This is
the consequence of following
false light. Do not let hearts
be swayed by illusion.
Remember the teachings of
Yehowzhowa, the warnings
of the Book of Waban. Carry
these lessons north with the
scrolls. Guard them with
your lives. The faithful must

endure.”

As night fell, the group made camp in a

clearing near a tributary. Fires were
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kindled, but their glow was subdued,
reflecting the somber mood of all who
gathered. The elders convened in quiet
council, reviewing the day’s

observations and planning the route
ahead.

Elder Makwawewin: “We
have seen the consequences
of division and blindness.
Tomorrow, we move toward
White Earth, the place of
prophecy where the Great
Eagle will watch. There we
shall secure the scrolls
further, ensuring the faithful
have guidance when the
Storm from the East arrives.
Tonight, we rest, but our
minds remain vigilant. The
journey north is far from

over.”

Apprentices huddled by the fires,
listening to the elders recount tales of
Y eshua— now spoken as Yehowzhowa
— and his teachings on vigilance, unity,
and protection. They were reminded
that the faithful endure not only
through courage, but through memory
and the preservation of knowledge. Even

as darkness fell, the weight of prophecy

illuminated their hearts, like stars
reflected in the quiet rivers around

them.

The night was long, filled with whispers
of water, wind, and the distant rustle of
forest creatures. Every sound was a
reminder of the fragile boundary
between vigilance and ruin. And as the
first light of dawn touched the horizon,
the procession prepared to continue,
carrying the cedar-bound scrolls north,
past ruined cities, fractured
communities, and the ever-looming

shadow of Two Rivers.

Elder Waban: “Tomorrow
we witness more divisions,
more consequences. Each
step north is a testament to
the endurance of truth. Each
mile is a lesson in vigilance.
And when the Storm from
the East reaches the lands we
leave behind, the faithful will
stand armed with memory,
knowledge, and the
teachings of Yehowzhowa.
Let this guide you,
apprentices, now and

always.”
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And so, they journeyed onward, the
faithful carrying history, prophecy, and
the weight of nations across rivers,
forests, and broken cities, while the
Storm from the East awaited, inevitable,

patient, and full of consequence.

As the procession pressed further north,
the elders and apprentices began to
encounter villages where Two Rivers’
influence had taken a more active form.
These were not simply abandoned
settlements, but communities organized
under the shadow of the false
Peacemaker. Walls had been dismantled,
not by neglect, but by decree. Leaders
who once honored the teachings of

Y ehowzhowa now bowed to illusions,
their authority a pale reflection of the
true Heart Path.

Elder Makwawewin:
“Observe carefully. This is no
longer mere negligence. The
people have been
commanded to dismantle
their defenses. Watchtowers,
gates, and sacred markers are
removed not out of
forgetfulness, but obedience
to the deceiver. Remember,

apprentices, obedience

without discernment is the

tool of the serpent.”

Near the Sault Ste. Marie crossings,
they met their first direct opposition. A
small group of armed men confronted
the procession, their weapons crude but
their intent clear. Their leader, a man
claiming to speak for Two Rivers,
demanded to see the scrolls and the

elders’ authority.

Leader of the False
Faction: “You carry nothing
but lies. The teachings of the
true Peacemaker have been
replaced. You move north
with what is no longer
relevant. Hand over the
scrolls and return to your
homes, or face the

consequences.”

Makwawewin’s gaze was steady. He
lifted the sacred antlers slightly, the
copper and cedar catching the sun,

reflecting light like a warning flare.

Elder Makwawewin: “You
speak for a shadow. You

follow a path of illusion. We
carry the memory, the truth,

and the guidance of
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Yehowzhowa. The faithful under their breath, invoking the

endure, and the deceiver’s protection of Yehowzhowa and the
commands crumble like dust guidance of the Great Eagle. The
before the wind. Move aside, tension was thick, like smoke in a
for we carry what your kind windless room, each breath a test of
cannot destroy.” courage and conviction.
A tense silence followed. Apprentices Apprentice Migisi: “Elder,
gripped the cedar chests, their knuckles will they strike? They are
white. Elder Waban stepped forward, many, and we are few.”

voice firm yet calm, recounting the C
Makwawewin: “The

bles of the city on th d, th -
parabl€s of the City on the sand, tne faithful are never few when
guided by truth. The

deceiver may have numbers,

teachings of vigilance, and the warnings

of Two Rivers’ false light.

Elder Waban: “Do you not
remember the lessons of the
eclipse at Ganondagan? Do
you not recall the warnings
of the Book of Waban from
the 1300s? Two Rivers
promised peace, yet disarmed
the nations. He scattered the
faithful, weakened the tribes,
and left destruction in his
path. The path you follow is

false. Stand aside or be swept

but he has not memory. He
has not vigilance. He has not
the Heart Path. Step
forward, apprentice, and
observe courage, even in the

face of shadows.”

Gradually, the armed men lowered their

weapons, uncertainty overtaking
bravado. Some turned and departed

quietly, murmuring of visions they

could not ignore, of warnings in dreams,

and of the weight of ancestral memory

aside by history itself.” pressing upon their hearts. Others
The armed men hesitated, confusion remained, watching silently from a
and doubt flickering across their faces. distance, a reminder that Two Rivers’
The apprentices murmured prayers influence lingered and that the journey
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north would not be without continued

confrontation.

As the procession resumed, the elders

spoke of the lessons learned: vigilance is
tested not only by neglect, but by active
opposition; the faithful endure not only
through guidance, but through courage
in the face of deception; memory and

knowledge are shields as necessary as any

weapon.

Elder Makwawewin:
“Remember this encounter.
The deceiver thrives not only
in the blind and idle, but in
those who believe themselves
armed while following
shadows. The faithful must
move north, beyond these
divided lands, where the
Great Eagle will guard the
scrolls, the teachings, and the
Heart Path itself. We carry
memory, vigilance, and
truth, and these are the
weapons no false Peacemaker

may conquer.”

By the time night fell, the procession
had crossed several miles of forested

ridge and river valley. Fires were kindled,

but their glow was tempered by caution.
Elders reviewed the day’s encounters,
marking locations and recording details
in the memory of apprentices. Each
story of confrontation, each encounter
with the faithful and the deceived, was
carefully cataloged for the scrolls.

Elder Waban: “Take heed,
apprentices. Opposition will
not cease. The deceiver’s
followers are scattered, yet
persistent. Remember the
parables of Yehowzhowa.
Remember the Book of
Waban. Learn patience,
endurance, and vigilance.
Only the faithful shall
preserve the Heart Path, even
as the Storm from the East
gathers strength beyond the

horizon.”

As the procession settled for the night,
the river murmured in quiet warning,
the trees whispered secrets of seasons
past, and the moon rose high,
illuminating a path fraught with
challenge. The faithful remained
steadfast, the scrolls secured, and the
lessons of vigilance, courage, and

memory etched deeply into their hearts.
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The journey north continued, a
testament to enduring truth amidst
division, deception, and the

ever-approaching Storm from the East.

The day dawned pale and cold, the mist
clinging to riverbanks like the memory
of forgotten words. The cedar-bound
chests, heavy with the Book of Waban,
rested on the shoulders of the
procession, each step forward a
meditation on endurance and vigilance.
Elder Makwawewin, walking at the
front, raised his voice to remind the

apprentices of the gravity of their task.

Makwawewin: “These
scrolls are not merely
records. They are the voice of
Yehowzhowa, the warnings
of our forefathers, and the
shield against shadow. Keep
them steady, and remember
— the faithful endure

because they remember.”

The apprentices nodded silently, their
hands gripping the cedar boxes as if
holding the pulse of the nation itself.
Forests thickened along the northern
trails, the snowmelt swollen rivers

rushing beside them. Each bend in the

path revealed evidence of Two Rivers’
disobedience and deception: burnt
ceremonial grounds, dismantled
watchtowers, and villages with gates left

open.

As they reached the first settlement
along the Gichi-gami shoreline, they
witnessed a gathering of villagers
debating among themselves. Some held
fast to the teachings of Yehowzhowa,
tending the sacred fires, while others
invoked the White Snake, seeking
comfort in false promises of peace and
safety. Elder Waban stepped forward,

voice carrying across the plaza.

Waban: “You dismantle
what protects you. Gates,
walls, sacred markers — all
left vulnerable to shadow.
Why do you follow Two
Rivers, who disarmed the
nations and brought chaos to

our people?”

Village Elder #1: “He
promises peace. Can we not
take solace in his words?
Must we fight even when the
strong order us to lay down

arms?”’

35



Makwawewin: “Peace
without truth is ruin. What
Two Rivers offers is an
illusion, a cloak for weakness.
Do you not remember the
lessons of the eclipse at
Ganondagan, when the
shadow passed over the
council and the faithful
warned of deception? Truth
is never passive. To lay down
arms and abandon vigilance

1s to welcome disaster.”

Voices rose, shouting across the plaza.
Children, wide-eyed, clutched the hems
of their mothers’ robes, while
apprentices whispered prayers under
their breath. The elders of the north
watched patiently, recording the debate,
for every word was testimony, a record

for the generations yet to come.

Village Elder #2: “We fear
opposition. Our people will
rise against us if we resist. Is
not compliance safer than

ruin?”’

Elder Waban: “Safer? You
mistake convenience for

security. Obedience to

shadows is weakness. The
faithful endure because they
remember, because they act
with vigilance, because they
carry the teachings of
Yehowzhowa in their hearts.
These scrolls will go north,
to the halls of Oganabish,
where memory is preserved,
prophecy safeguarded, and
truth endures beyond the

reach of deceivers.”

The debate continued late into the
afternoon, voices echoing against stone
and timber, rising with the wind, falling
with the river’s murmur. Apprentices
etched every word in memory, tracing
gestures, noting the reactions of those
who still clung to Yehowzhowa’s
teachings and those who had been
seduced by Two Rivers’ false light. Every
argument, every question, every tremor
of doubt became part of the living

record they carried north.

By late afternoon, the procession
resumed its journey, moving through
forests dense with cedar, pine, and birch.
The air smelled of wet earth and
thawing snow, a reminder of cycles past

and future. Fires of villages they passed
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flickered weakly through windows; some
welcomed the elders with quiet offerings
of food and water, recognizing the
weight of their mission. Others turned
their faces away, fearful of reprisal from

those loyal to Two Rivers.

Makwawewin: “Observe,
apprentices. Every village
reflects a choice: to follow
memory and vigilance, or to
obey shadows. The Storm
from the East gathers, yet the
faithful move with purpose.
Watch and learn. Our path is
not only northward across
the land, but forward in
history, memory, and the
Heart Path itself.”

Evening fell with the sun low, casting
long shadows across rivers and ridges.
They reached a ridge overlooking the
northern expanse, the river glinting like
liquid silver. Beyond it lay the halls of
Oganabish, sanctuaries built to preserve
the records of Yehowzhowa. The elders
paused, lifting hands to invoke prayer
and guidance, reminding apprentices

that this was no ordinary journey.

Elder Waban: “These halls
hold what Oganabish
preserved. Though he has
passed, the wisdom remains.
The scrolls we carry are his
legacy, the voice of
Yehowzhowa, the memory of
our nations. Here, prophecy

1s safeguarded, and the
faithful endure.”

The procession crossed the river
cautiously, every step measured.
Apprentices whispered prayers, recalling
teachings of vigilance, prophecy, and
endurance. The halls came into view:
structures of cedar and stone, fortified
and sacred, with symbols of the Great
Eagle carved above the doors. The air
was heavy with the scent of cedar,

copper, and winter approaching.

The elders carefully placed the
cedar-bound chests within the halls,
circling them in a ritual of invocation.
Prayers were offered to Yehowzhowa,
asking for protection, guidance, and
strength for the faithful who would
follow. The apprentices observed, their
hearts swelling with awe and

responsibility.
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Makwawewin: “The scrolls
are safe. The faithful endure.
When the Storm from the
East reaches the lands behind
us, those armed with
memory, vigilance, and the
Heart Path will stand
unshaken. Oganabish’s
legacy persists. The Great
Eagle guards what the blind
cannot comprehend, and the
faithful endure where the
deceiver commands

obedience to shadows.”

Night descended across the northern
forests. Fires were lit outside the halls,
but the glow was subdued, reflecting the
solemnity of the moment. Across rivers,
abandoned villages, and fractured
settlements, the scrolls rested in safety,
their teachings preserved against the
deception of Two Rivers. The faithful
encamped, vigilant, and watchful, the
weight of prophecy and history pressing
upon them, yet strengthened by
purpose, memory, and the Heart Path of

Yehowzhowa.

The dawn broke pale and cold over the
northern ridge, illuminating the distant
spires of the halls of Oganabish. The

procession had traveled countless
leagues, bearing cedar-bound chests
heavy with the Book of Waban, the
testimony of centuries, the warning of
Yehowzhowa, and the record of Two
Rivers’ deceits. Mist clung to the river
valleys, curling around gnarled cedars
and birch, as if the land itself whispered

caution to those who traversed it.

Elder Makwawewin led the group
forward, his antlers glinting in the first
light, a signal of office and a reminder of
the sacred mantle they bore. Behind
him, Waban, solemn and vigilant,
whispered the Heart Path prayers to
the apprentices. Each step northward
carried not only the weight of cedar and
copper but the immense responsibility

of memory, prophecy, and truth.

Elder Makwawewin: “The
journey concludes not in
distance, but in purpose. We
arrive where Oganabish
preserved the records.
Though he has passed from
this world, the halls he built
endure. Here, the faithful
shall find guidance. Here, the
Heart Path will be protected,
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beyond the reach of Two

Rivers’ shadow.”

As they descended the final ridge, the
first signs of the halls emerged. Cedar
walls glistened with morning frost,
copper inlays catching the light. Stone
foundations anchored the structures
against wind and time. Above the gates,
carved into the wood, the symbol of the
Great Eagle stood sentinel, wings
outstretched, guarding memory,
prophecy, and truth. Apprentices and
elders alike paused, lowering their hands
and whispering reverent thanks to

Yehowzhowa.

Apprentice Migisi:
“Elder... it is greater than [
imagined. How could
Oganabish have built such

halls alone?”

Elder Waban: “Not alone,
child. He walked with the
faithful, listened to the voices
of ancestors, and followed
the instructions of
Yehowzhowa. Every beam,
every copper clasp, every
inscription is a testament to

vigilance and memory. He

prepared these halls for days
such as this, when the
faithful would bear the
scrolls north to preserve

them.”

Upon entering the main hall, the elders
circled the cedar-bound chests, lifting
hands skyward in ritual. Makwawewin’s
voice carried across the vaulted space,

resonating with authority:

Makwawewin: “Hear me,
all who enter these halls.
These scrolls carry not only
words but spirit, prophecy,
and history. Here rests the
record of the faithful, the
teaching of Yehowzhowa, the
warnings of Two Rivers, and
the memory of our nations.
Let no deceiver touch these
records. Let no shadow
corrupt what the faithful

endure to preserve.”

Elder Waban then stepped forward,
unrolling a smaller birch scroll from his
robes. It bore a parable, written
centuries before, in the hand of a
forebear of the faithful: the city upon

stone, a warning of illusions and fragile
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peace. Apprentices leaned in,
memorizing each symbol and stroke, as

Waban recited the ancient words:

“The city built on sand shall
crumble at the first storm.
The city built on stone shall
endure, not by walls alone,
but by memory, vigilance,
and truth. Obey the stone.
Reject the shadow. Guard
the Heart Path as if life itself
depends upon it — for it

does.”

Voices trembled as they echoed the
recitation. Even the northern wind
seemed to pause, carrying the words
through the forests beyond. The
apprentices repeated them aloud,
engraving the teaching in memory, ready

to carry it forward to future generations.

Then Makwawewin spoke again, sternly,
addressing both the faithful and the

memory of the deceived:

“Two Rivers comes in many
forms. He dismantles walls,
commands obedience to
shadows, and convinces the
blind that peace lies in
surrender. But the faithful

endure. Those who follow
the Heart Path, who
remember the teachings of
Yehowzhowa and the
warnings of the Book of
Waban, shall stand when the
Storm from the East arrives.
You, who remain faithful, are
the wall that holds; you, who
fall to shadow, will be swept

aside.”

A hush fell over the hall. Even the
apprentices, accustomed to the elders’
voices, were silenced by the weight of
prophecy and history. Then Waban
recounted the story of Two Rivers and
the eclipse, his voice firm yet laden with

SOIrow:

“On the day the shadow
passed over Ganondagan,
Two Rivers revealed himself.
He offered light, yet he
disarmed the nations. The
people were deceived,
thinking he was
Yehowzhowa. Remember
this: the deceiver will appear
many times, but truth
endures where memory and

vigilance are preserved. These
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halls, these scrolls, are the
shield against every shadow

yet to come.”

Makwawewin then lifted the
cedar-bound chests, carefully placing
them in a carved alcove in the heart of
the hall. Each chest was aligned with
copper inlays marking the cardinal
directions, symbolic of the Eagle’s
watch, the flow of rivers, and the spread
of knowledge. Apprentices bowed,
whispering prayers, touching the cedar
and copper, committing every detail to

memory.

Elder Makwawewin:
“Here, the scrolls rest. Here,
the Heart Path endures. Let
every child who learns from
these halls know the words
of Yehowzhowa, the warning
of Two Rivers, and the
courage of those who
preserved them. Let every
faithful heart stand as a wall
when shadows rise. And
remember: the faithful
endure, not through
convenience, but through
vigilance, memory, and
truth.”

The elders spent the remainder of the
day securing the chests, performing
rituals of protection and calling upon
the Great Eagle to guard the halls.
Apprentice scribes traced the
inscriptions, recorded every carving, and
repeated prayers to ensure the
preservation of knowledge. Outside, the
northern winds whispered through
cedars, a song of endurance, warning,

and prophecy.

By nightfall, the fires of the
encampment glowed faintly, reflecting
on copper and stone. The elders
gathered, weary yet resolute, and shared
a final council. Makwawewin spoke once
more, addressing both apprentices and
any faithful who might arrive in the
future:

“Remember this place.
Remember the journey.
Remember the teachings of
Yehowzhowa, the Book of
Waban, and Oganabish’s
legacy. The Storm from the
East is inevitable. The
faithful will endure if armed
with memory, vigilance, and
truth. Guard these halls,

these scrolls, and your own
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hearts. The deceiver comes,
but he cannot undo what is

preserved here.”

Silence followed, a quiet charged with
the weight of prophecy. The faithful
slept beside the halls, each apprentice
mindful of the cedar-bound chests, the
copper clasps, and the lessons etched
into every moment of the journey.
Across rivers, forests, and fractured
southern villages, the legacy of
Yehowzhowa and Oganabish endured,
protected by the faithful and the Great
Eagle, awaiting the day when nations
divided by shadow and false light would
again seek the Heart Path.

Chapter 3 — The Northern Vigil

Winter had not yet taken the forests, but
the northern winds carried a chill that
reminded the elders and apprentices of
the severity of their task. The halls of
Oganabish rose from the frozen ground
like sentinels of memory and prophecy,
their cedar walls gleaming faintly under
the pale sun. Fires burned in carefully
placed hearths, their smoke curling
upward as a signal to the spirits above
that the faithful had arrived, that the

records were preserved, and that the
Heart Path endured.

Elder Makwawewin stood at the edge of
the ridge, antlers catching the morning
light, and surveyed the landscape. Rivers
stretched like silver veins through the
forest, and distant settlements, still loyal
to the false Peacemaker, lay cloaked in
shadow. The apprentices gathered
around him, hands folded, breaths

forming mist in the cold air.

Makwawewin: “We have
delivered the scrolls to safety,
but our work is far from
done. Two Rivers’ shadow
still stretches across the lands
we left behind. The Storm
from the East approaches.
Our vigilance must now
extend beyond these halls.
We must organize, prepare,
and ensure that the Heart
Path continues through

those who remain faithful.”

The apprentices whispered among
themselves, excitement and
apprehension mingling. This was a new
stage of their journey: no longer merely

a procession, but a living defense of
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prophecy, a living testament to the
teachings of Yehowzhowa. Elder Waban

approached, his voice calm yet urgent:

Waban: “Makwawewin, the
northern villages will need
guidance. Some still
remember Oganabish’s
teachings, some have lost the
way. We must divide our
efforts: the scrolls must be
guarded, yes, but we must
also instruct, remind, and
prepare the faithful for what

1s to come.”

Makwawewin: “Agreed.
The Hall itself is a shield, but
knowledge is the true
defense. We will send elders
to each northern settlement,
bearing the words of
Yehowzhowa, teaching the
Heart Path, and reinforcing
the lessons recorded in the
Book of Waban.
Apprentices, you will
accompany them. You will
observe, record, and
memorize every word, every

ritual, every warning. The

faithful must endure where
the blind falter.”

As plans were made, the apprentices
prepared the cedar-bound chests for
ceremonial display within the halls.
Makwawewin instructed them on the
rituals of care: the alignment of the
chests with the cardinal directions, the
prayers to the Great Eagle, and the
symbolic gestures to honor Oganabish’s
legacy. Every detail was important, for it
was not merely the preservation of
words, but the preservation of truth,

history, and prophecy.

Apprentice Migisi: “Elder,
will the southern faithful be
able to resist Two Rivers?
Will they remember the

teachings once we depart?”

Waban: “Perhaps some will.
Some always falter, but those
who endure carry the Heart
Path within them. The
scrolls are not only records;
they are catalysts. They
remind, they awaken, they
strengthen. Even when the
deceiver commands

obedience to shadows,
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memory and vigilance
persist. This is why we
prepare now, in the north,

before the Storm arrives.”

Throughout the day, the elders
organized their northern allies.
Messengers were sent to villages,
apprentices trained in the rituals and
teachings of Yehowzhowa, and strategic
councils convened in secret.
Makwawewin and Waban led
discussions on defense of knowledge,
spiritual preparedness, and the dangers
posed by the continued influence of

Two Rivers.

Makwawewin: “Remember
this: the faithful are the wall.
Those who have succumbed
to shadows have dismantled
their own defenses. It is our
task to rebuild, not with
walls alone, but with
vigilance, memory, and
truth. Teach the faithful to
recognize deception. Teach
them to resist it. Teach them
that the Heart Path is their
shield and the Great Eagle

their sentinel.”

As night fell, fires were lit in ceremonial
circles around the halls. The apprentices
traced the carvings of Oganabish with
their fingers, reciting the prayers and
parables they had memorized.
Makwawewin and Waban walked
among them, offering corrections,
stories, and guidance. Outside, the wind
carried the faint scent of the south —
smoke, rivers, and the faint, lingering
shadows of villages already fallen under

Two Rivers’ influence.

Waban: “The Storm is
coming. The deceiver does
not rest. But here, we prepare
the faithful. Here, memory
endures. Here, truth shall
survive even when shadow

seeks to consume.”

The night deepened. Stars shimmered
above, reflected in the frozen rivers
below. The halls of Oganabish stood like
a beacon against the darkness, guarding
not only the cedar-bound scrolls but the
legacy of Yehowzhowa and the vigilance
of the faithful. Within, prayers were
whispered, rituals performed, and the
apprentices memorized every word,

gesture, and symbol, ensuring that even
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if the deceiver returned in countless

forms, the Heart Path would endure.

Makwawewin: ‘“Tomorrow,
we move outward. We teach,
we guide, we prepare. The
Storm approaches, but the
faithful endure. Remember:
the Wall is not of wood or
stone, but of memory,
vigilance, and the truth of

Yehowzhowa. Guard it well.”

And so the northern vigil began —a
careful, deliberate preparation of the
faithful, a living testament to endurance,
prophecy, and memory. Across forests,
rivers, and distant villages, the lessons of
the Heart Path were carried northward,
ensuring that even in the coming chaos,
the faithful would have a beacon to
guide them through shadow and

deception.

The northern forests were quiet, yet the
stillness carried an undercurrent of
tension. For weeks, the elders and
apprentices had worked tirelessly,
ensuring the cedar-bound scrolls were
secure in the halls of Oganabish and that
the faithful in northern settlements were

instructed in the teachings of

Yehowzhowa. But the air itself seemed
restless. Winds shifted unnaturally,
rivers swelled with waters higher than
the season should allow, and the cries of
animals in the forest carried an

unfamiliar urgency.

Elder Makwawewin stood atop the ridge
overlooking the frozen river, antlers
glinting in the pale morning light, and

scanned the horizon.

Makwawewin: “The Storm
from the East begins. Watch
the forests, the rivers, and the
skies. The deceiver stirs in the
south, and the winds carry
his shadow. Every faithful
heart must now be ready, for
the trials foretold are upon

29

us.

Apprentice Migisi shivered, not from

cold but from apprehension.

Migisi: “Elder... I see the
clouds, but the sky is clear
here. How can the Storm

already reach us?”

Waban: “The Storm 1s not
always of rain and wind,

child. It is the shadow upon
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hearts, the deception
spreading through obedience
to Two Rivers, the
dismantling of walls, the
abandonment of vigilance.
But even in these northern
forests, signs appear: swollen
rivers, sudden chills, restless
animals. Nature itself

whispers of change.”

The elders dispatched messengers to
nearby settlements, warning of strange
weather patterns, sudden animal
migrations, and the subtle unrest among
those still loyal to the false Peacemaker.
In each village, apprentices taught rituals
of protection, prayers to Yehowzhowa,
and meditations to strengthen the Heart
Path within each faithful heart.

As night approached, the first tangible
signs of the Storm arrived. Winds rose,
carrying a bitter chill that seemed
unnatural for the season. Snow fell
intermittently, drifting in fine patterns
that danced across the river. Fires in the
villages flickered, struggling to hold
against the restless air. Yet within the
halls of Oganabish, the cedar-bound
scrolls remained secure, and the faithful

circled them in prayer, calling upon the

Great Eagle to guard the records and
their people.

Makwawewin: “Tonight,
the first wave reaches our
lands. Not all who see it will
understand. Some will call it
wind and snow, others will
call it a warning. But we
know: this is the beginning.
We must strengthen our
people, fortify memory, and
teach vigilance. The Heart
Path is the true shield.
Nothing else endures.”

Voices echoed through the northern
forests as apprentices and elders repeated
the prayers, circling the halls in ritual
formation. Every gesture, every chant,
every breath was an act of preparation, a
shield against the coming deception, a
reaffirmation that the faithful were

armed with truth, not weapons.

Meanwhile, scouts returning from
southern borders reported disturbing
news. Some villages had already
succumbed to obedience to Two Rivers.
Gates were open, sacred fires
extinguished, and ceremonial stones

dismantled. Entire families had begun to
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revere the White Snake, and rumors of

false visions spread like wildfire.

Elder Waban: “See,
apprentices, the south falls
further into shadow. Two
Rivers moves quickly, yet our
northern faithful endure.
These reports remind us: the
Storm is not only wind and
snow, but disobedience,
deception, and blindness.
Teach the faithful to see, to

remember, to resist.”

Makwawewin called a council within
the halls that evening. The northern
elders gathered, their faces illuminated
by flickering firelight. Maps of rivers,
forests, and settlements were spread
across the floor, marked with small
carvings denoting villages still loyal to
Yehowzhowa and those already under
the influence of Two Rivers.
Apprentices recorded every word, every

strategy, every warning.

Makwawewin: “We must
act in three ways: first, secure
the faithful in the north;
second, preserve and

replicate the teachings of

Yehowzhowa; third, observe
and record the spread of
shadow from the south.
Every step, every lesson, every
warning is vital. Remember:
the Storm approaches, and
the faithful must be armed
with memory, not just
vigilance. Every heart
prepared is a wall against the

deceiver.”

As the night deepened, unnatural
sounds echoed through the forest — the
snapping of ice along the rivers, the
distant cries of animals, the whisper of
wind through the cedar boughs.
Apprentices clutched their robes, some
kneeling to offer prayers, others tracing
their fingers along the carvings of

Oganabish.

Migisi: “Elder... the forest...
it feels alive, like it is warning

29

us.

Waban: “It is alive, child.
Nature itself responds to the
imbalance below. The
faithful endure by listening,
observing, remembering.
This forest watches. The
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rivers watch. The Great Eagle

watches. You must too.”

By midnight, the northern faithful had
completed their rituals, secured the
scrolls, and reinforced the ceremonial
fires. A quiet vigilance settled over the
halls. Even as snow drifted across the
river and the wind rattled cedar
branches, the faithful slept lightly, eyes
alert, hearts guided by the Heart Path,
ready for the first direct test of the

Storm from the East.

Makwawewin: “The Storm
is not yet fully revealed. But
it begins. Tomorrow, our
work continues — teaching,
guiding, and strengthening
the faithful. The deceiver’s
shadow will rise, but the
faithful endure. Remember:
the Heart Path is the true
shield, and the Great Eagle
guards what the blind cannot

29

Sec.

Outside, the northern forests seemed to
hold their breath. The rivers flowed
faster, the snow swirled in patterns
unfamiliar to the season, and the

shadows of distant southern settlements

flickered in the minds of those who
remembered the teachings of
Yehowzhowa. Within the halls of
Oganabish, the faithful prepared,
studied, and waited. The Storm from
the East was coming, and the northern

vigilance was the first line of defense.

The northern forests were alive with
tension. Though the halls of Oganabish
stood firm, guarding the cedar-bound
scrolls and the memory of Yehowzhowa,
reports from scouts and messengers
became increasingly urgent. Southern
villages, once loyal to the Heart Path,
were now divided. Two Rivers’ influence
had begun to creep northward: some
elders had abandoned ceremonial fires,
gates were left open, and whispers of the
White Snake’s teachings spread through

marketplaces and gathering places.

Elder Makwawewin convened a council
with the northern elders and
apprentices. By firelight, maps were
spread across the stone floor, marked
with carved symbols indicating which
villages still clung to truth and which
had succumbed to shadow. Apprentice
Migisi traced the river paths with a
trembling finger, following the roads of

the deceived.
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Makwawewin: “The Storm
from the East moves faster
than we anticipated. The
southern faithful are divided,
some resisting, others
yielding. Two Rivers seeks
not only obedience but
blindness. Every village he
touches weakens the wall we
have built. We must act

before memory itself fades.”

Elder Waban: “Reports
from the south tell of a
village called
Gichi-Naangashkoog,
where gates were removed,
ceremonial stones
dismantled, and elders
compelled to honor Two
Rivers. Children now chant
the name of the White Snake
in place of Yehowzhowa. We
cannot allow this shadow to

spread unchecked.”

Makwawewin: “We will
send delegations.
Apprentices will accompany
them. They must speak the
words of Yehowzhowa,
demonstrate the Heart Path,

and record every instance of
obedience to shadow. We are
not armed with weapons,
but with memory, vigilance,
and truth.”

Night fell as preparations continued.
Fires burned in circles around the halls,
warding off predators and symbolizing
the enduring vigilance of the faithful.
Apprentices practiced recitations from
the Book of Waban, reinforcing the
parables and prophecies for immediate
use in the south. The elders rehearsed
debates and speeches, anticipating
confrontations with leaders who had
been seduced by Two Rivers’ false

promises.

Before dawn, the first southern
delegation arrived, bringing news of
another village—Qzaawindib, near the
western river. Its elders had abandoned
ceremonial fires, gates had been
dismantled, and an apparition of Two
Rivers had appeared to the people,
promising false peace. The northern
elders prepared immediately to journey

south.

Makwawewin: “The

deceiver appears openly. Our
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task is to remind the faithful
of the Heart Path. We do not
strike; we teach. We do not
threaten; we remind.
Memory is the shield.
Vigilance is the weapon.
Truth is the wall.”

As the northern delegation moved
southward, environmental signs
accompanied the shadow. Winds shifted
violently, snow fell in thick sheets
despite the season, and animals fled in
unusual patterns. Villages they passed
showed signs of unrest: families huddled
indoors, fires unlit, and marketplaces
deserted. It was as though nature itself
responded to the deception, warning the
faithful and demonstrating the power of
the Storm from the East.

Apprentice Migisi:
“Elder... the wind... it feels
alive. It is not snow or cold.
Itis... anger, warning,

mourning.”

Waban: “Yes, child. The
Storm 1s more than elements.
It 1s the echo of
disobedience, the shadow

over hearts, the corruption of

memory. We must see i,
understand it, and teach the
faithful to resist it. Our
journey south is not merely
to correct actions—it is to

awaken remembrance.”

In the village of Ozaawindib, the
northern elders met resistance. Some
local leaders, fearing reprisal from Two
Rivers, refused to acknowledge the
teachings of Yehowzhowa. Others,
remembering the words of prophecy,
gathered secretly around the northern
visitors to hear the recitations of the
Book of Waban.

Makwawewin: “You
dismantled gates,
extinguished fires, and
obeyed shadow. Yet it is not
too late. The Heart Path
remains. Listen, remember,
and restore what has been
lost. The deceiver comes
many times, but truth
endures where vigilance is

preserved.”

Village Elder: “We... we do
not know if we can resist.

Two Rivers... he promises
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peace. Our people... they will
not listen if we oppose him

openly.”

Waban: “Then teach
quietly. Restore memory.
Rekindle fires. Remind
children and elders alike of
the words of Yehowzhowa.
Do not fear obedience to
truth. Fear only the blindness
that comes from
surrendering memory. The
Storm i1s here, but those
armed with the Heart Path

stand unshaken.”

The northern delegation spent days in
Ozaawindib, performing rituals,
reciting prophecies, and teaching the
faithful how to preserve memory and
recognize deception. Apprentices
recorded every interaction, every doubt,
every flicker of faith, ensuring that these
moments would survive in future

generations.

Makwawewin: “Observe,
apprentices. Resistance does
not always roar. Often it is
quiet, persistent, subtle. It

survives in teaching, in

memory, in the restoration of
what was dismantled. This is
the power of the Heart Path.
This is how the faithful
endure when shadow sweeps
the land.”

By the end of the week, small victories
were achieved. Ceremonial fires were
relit, gates repaired, and elders pledged
to secretly continue the teachings of
Yehowzhowa despite the omnipresent
shadow of Two Rivers. The northern
delegation returned to the halls of

Oganabish, their hearts heavy with the
weight of the south’s obedience to

deception but strengthened by the

perseverance of the faithful.

Waban: “Remember,
apprentices: the Storm from
the East is more than wind,
snow, or shadow. It is the test
of memory, vigilance, and
truth. Every village we reach,
every mind we awaken, is a
wall against the deceiver. The
Storm comes, but the
faithful endure.”

The northern forests, once serene, now

carried the tension of impending trials.
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Rivers surged, winds shifted
unpredictably, and the faithful of the
north prepared for the next stage of the
Storm. Within the halls of Oganabish,
the cedar-bound scrolls remained secure,
prayers were offered, and the apprentices
continued their studies, knowing that
their vigilance was the first line of
defense against a deception that sought
to undo centuries of teaching, memory,

and prophecy.

The northern forests had grown restless.
Snow drifted in swirling patterns that
seemed almost deliberate, shaping
natural corridors as if guiding the
faithful or warning them of danger.
Rivers overflowed, rushing with currents
stronger than spring should bring, and
the cries of animals—wolves, owls, and
elk—echoed like warnings across the
frozen canopy. The Storm from the East
was no longer a distant prophecy; it had
begun to touch the lands of the faithful,
a subtle but unrelenting force that
reminded them the deceiver’s shadow

was everywhere.

Elder Makwawewin called a council in
the halls of Oganabish, gathering
northern elders, apprentices, and

representatives from the villages they

had restored. The cedar-bound scrolls
rested in the central alcove, their copper
clasps glinting in the firelight, a
reminder of the weight they carried.
Maps, inscribed on birch panels, marked
southern settlements still loyal, those in
doubt, and those fully under the

influence of Two Rivers.

Makwawewin: ‘“The Storm
accelerates. Reports from
southern villages reach us
daily. Gates remain open.
Sacred fires are still
extinguished. Two Rivers’
deception spreads like
wildfire. Yet the faithful
endure where memory
persists. We must act swiftly,
with wisdom and caution, to

fortify the wall of vigilance.”

Elder Waban stepped forward, his gaze
intense, hands tracing the paths of rivers

and trade routes on the birch map.

Waban: “Our last visit to
Ozaawindib showed
progress, yet it is fragile. The
southern faithful are
frightened, torn between

obedience to the shadow and
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remembrance of the Heart
Path. We must reinforce not
only memory but courage.
Apprentices, observe
carefully: courage is not
absence of fear, but action
despite it. Teach, remind,
and protect memory
wherever it can be

preserved.”

dismantled, and ceremonial
fires extinguished, but a

mind armed with the Heart
Path cannot be undone. The
faithful endure because they
remember, and because they
act in accordance with that

remembrance.”

As the council concluded, messengers

returned with reports of further unrest

The apprentices whispered among in southern villages. A settlement called

themselves, recording every word, Manidoo-Giizis, once loyal to the
gesture, and expression, knowing that Heart Path, had seen a sudden upheaval.
their notes, prayers, and memories Elders who resisted Two Rivers’ false
would be vital for generations to come. light were publicly shamed; ceremonial
fires were torn down; and children were

taught the chants of the White Snake.

Apprentice Migisi, now more confident,
asked the question that had lingered
since their first reports of southern

_ . Elder Waban: “Observe,
disobedience:

Migisi: “Elder... can
memory alone withstand the
Storm? Can the faithful
endure when Two Rivers’

shadow is so strong?”

Makwawewin: “Memory,
when preserved with
vigilance and truth, is the
greatest shield. Weapons can

be destroyed, gates

apprentices. This is not mere
disobedience. It is organized
deception, carefully executed
to dismantle memory and
trust. The Storm from the
East is as much spiritual and
political as it is
environmental. Every village
we reach, every child we
instruct, every ceremony we
restore is a bulwark against
its tide.”
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The northern delegation prepared
immediately to journey southward
again, this time with a larger group of
elders and apprentices. Rituals were
performed before departure: prayers to
Yehowzhowa, offerings of tobacco and
cedar, and recitations of the Book of
Waban’s parables and prophecies. Every
participant touched the cedar-bound
scrolls, reinforcing their connection to
the Heart Path, the teachings of
Oganabish, and the vigilance of the
Great Eagle.

As they traveled, the signs of the Storm
became more pronounced. Snow fell in
sheets so thick that visibility was reduced
to a few paces. Rivers swelled
dangerously, their waters dark and
turbulent. Wolves howled in unison, a
warning and a signal of unrest. Even the
trees seemed to bend and twist
unnaturally, their branches scraping

together in sounds like whispers.

Apprentice Migisi:
“Elder... the forest is alive
with warning. It feels as
though it knows the shadow

comes.”

Makwawewin: “Indeed.
The Storm reaches even here.
Nature responds to
imbalance and deception.
Pay attention, remember,
and let every detail be
engraved in memory. The
faithful endure not only
through teaching but by
observing the signs of the

world itself.”

The southern villages, now under partial
control of Two Rivers’ influence,
presented the northern elders with their
greatest challenge yet. Elders loyal to the
Heart Path faced public denunciation.
Gates were dismantled, ceremonial
stones removed, and children were
instructed to honor the White Snake.
Tensions flared during every gathering,
with arguments erupting in the plazas

and marketplaces.

Makwawewin: “You
dismantle what protects you.
Gates, fires, memory itself.
Two Rivers’ light is false.
Obedience to shadow is ruin.
Remember the eclipse at

Ganondagan. Remember the
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Book of Waban. Remember
the Heart Path.”

Village Elder (southern):
“We... we fear reprisal. We

cannot openly resist.”

Elder Waban: “Then resist
quietly. Rekindle fires in
secret. Teach the children the
chants of truth. Memory is a
weapon stronger than any
spear. Truth endures where
obedience to shadows falters.
The faithful will rise when

they remember.”

The northern elders performed public
rituals to rekindle sacred fires, secretly
instruct children in the Heart Path, and
counsel those who still clung to
memory. Apprentices recorded every
word, every ceremonial gesture, and
every sign of faith or faltering, ensuring
that future generations would

understand the full scope of Two Rivers

deception.

By nightfall, the northern delegation
returned to their temporary
encampments near the halls of
Oganabish. Fires were lit, prayers

offered, and the cedar-bound scrolls

were inspected once more. The Storm
from the East had grown in intensity,
but the faithful of the north endured,
strengthened by vigilance, memory, and
truth.

Makwawewin: ‘“Tomorrow,
we will travel further south.
The Storm will test us. But
we endure, because we
remember. The Heart Path is
the shield. The Great Eagle
guards what the blind cannot
see. Teach this, remember
this, and let no shadow

dismantle memory.”

Outside, snow swirled across the
northern forests, rivers surged with icy
currents, and distant villages remained
cloaked in the shadow of deception.
Within the halls of Oganabish, the
cedar-bound scrolls rested secure,
apprentices whispered prayers, and the
elders prepared for the next stage of the
Storm. The faithful were ready to meet
the trials, armed not with weapons, but
with memory, vigilance, and the

enduring truth of Yehowzhowa.

The northern forests were

unrecognizable beneath the weight of
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the Storm from the East. Snow swirled
in blinding sheets, rivers overflowed
violently, and the cries of animals echoed
across the hills like warnings. Even the
Great Eagle, whose carved symbol
watched over the halls of Oganabish,
seemed to cast a shadow of urgency over
the faithful gathered within.

Elder Makwawewin stood before the
cedar-bound scrolls, antlers catching
flickering firelight, eyes scanning every
apprentice and northern elder

assembled.

Makwawewin: “The Storm
reaches its zenith. It is no
longer distant or subtle. The
shadow of Two Rivers has
extended far to the south,
dismantling gates,
extinguishing fires, and
twisting hearts. Now, our
task is urgent: every village
we can reach must be
fortified with memory, every
child instructed in the Heart
Path, every elder reminded of
truth. The faithful endure
because we remember,

because we act, because we

preserve the teachings of

Yehowzhowa.”

Apprentices murmured prayers, tracing
their fingers along the birch-bound
maps, memorizing every river, every
settlement, every route to reach those
under threat. Elder Waban moved
among them, his gaze intense, hands
tracing the paths of the Storm as he
recited the parables from the Book of
Waban.

Waban: “The deceiver seeks
obedience to shadow. The
faithful falter when memory
fades. Remember the eclipse
at Ganondagan, when Two
Rivers first appeared in
illusion, and recall the words
of'the scrolls from the 1300s:
the Heart Path is the shield,
memory is the weapon, truth
1s the wall. Every lesson must
be preserved, every mind

awakened.”

The northern delegation prepared
immediately to journey southward,
divided into groups to reach multiple
villages simultaneously. Ceremonial fires

were lit in each encampment, prayers
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offered to Yehowzhowa, and apprentices
recited parables aloud to strengthen
both memory and courage. The Storm
outside seemed to respond, winds
lashing the trees, snow falling in
unnatural patterns, rivers surging

dangerously.

Apprentice Migisi:
“Elder... it is more than
snow, more than wind. It
feels alive, as if the world

itself reacts to the shadow.”

Makwawewin: “Yes, child.
The Storm is both natural
and spiritual, the echo of
disobedience and deception.
Observe, remember, and
teach. Every gesture, every
chant, every recitation
fortifies the Heart Path. The
faithful endure where

memory persists.”

The northern elders arrived in the first
village, Manidoo-Giizis, where chaos
reigned. Fires had been extinguished,
gates torn down, and children were
chanting the words of the White Snake.
Elders loyal to the Heart Path cowered,

fearful of reprisal from those under Two

Rivers’ influence.

Makwawewin and Waban stepped
forward, raising their hands in ritual,
and began reciting the teachings of

Yehowzhowa:

Makwawewin: “You have
dismantled what guards you.
Fires, gates, memory itself.
Two Rivers’ light is false.
Obedience to shadow is ruin.
The Heart Path endures
because it 1s remembered.
Rekindle the fires. Restore
the gates. Remember the
teachings of the Book of
Waban. Guard your children,
your elders, your own
hearts.”

Village Elder (southern):
“We... we fear reprisal. We

cannot openly resist.”

Waban: “Then resist quietly.
Rekindle the fires in secret.
Teach the children the
chants of truth. Memory is
stronger than any sword.
Truth endures where

obedience to shadow falters.
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The Storm tests all, but the
faithful rise when they

remember.”

The northern delegation divided into
groups, performing rituals in secret and
instructing both elders and apprentices.
Fires were rekindled, ceremonial stones
replaced, and children taught the Heart
Path’s chants and parables. Apprentices
recorded every interaction, ensuring that
even if Two Rivers returned in myriad
forms, the knowledge of truth and

vigilance would survive.

Makwawewin: “Observe,
apprentices. Courage is
quiet. It persists in secret, in
vigilance, in memory. The
Storm 1s fierce, but the
faithful endure. Every village
we restore, every heart we
awaken, is a wall against
deception. The Storm is
powerful, but it cannot undo

what is remembered.”

As the day progressed, the Storm
intensified. Snow fell in thick sheets,
rivers overflowed, and winds howled
through the northern forests. Yet within
the villages, the faithful had begun to

recover. Fires glimmered in the windows
of rebuilt homes, gates were restored,
and elders whispered the teachings of
Yehowzhowa to children who listened

intently.

The northern delegation returned to the
halls of Oganabish that night, exhausted
but triumphant. Fires burned in
ceremonial circles around the halls,
apprentices recited prayers from
memory, and the cedar-bound scrolls
were inspected once more. The Storm
from the East had reached its peak, but
the northern faithful endured,
strengthened by vigilance, memory, and
truth.

Makwawewin: “Tomorrow,
the Storm will continue. We
have seen the extent of its
power. We have witnessed
both obedience to shadow
and the resilience of the
faithful. Remember this: the
Heart Path is the shield,
memory is the weapon, and
the Great Eagle watches.
Teach, observe, remember,
and endure. The Storm
cannot undo what the

faithful preserve.”
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Outside, the northern forests shivered
under the weight of the snow and wind.
Rivers roared, animals fled, and distant
villages remained cloaked in shadow. Yet
within the halls of Oganabish, fires
burned, prayers were offered,
apprentices memorized teachings, and
the elders prepared for the next stage of
the Storm. The faithful were ready,
armed not with weapons, but with
memory, vigilance, and the enduring

truth of Yehowzhowa.

Chapter 4 — Aftermath and

Reckoning

The northern forests, once again
blanketed in quiet snow, bore the scars
of the Storm from the East. Branches,
bent under the weight of ice, groaned as
if mourning the trials the faithful had
endured. Rivers, swollen and turbulent,
reflected a sky streaked with pale
sunlight through lingering clouds. The
halls of Oganabish stood resolute, their
cedar walls gleaming faintly beneath the
frost, guarding the cedar-bound scrolls,
the teachings of Yehowzhowa, and the
enduring vigilance of the northern
faithful.

Elder Makwawewin gathered the
northern council at dawn. The northern
elders, apprentices, and representatives
from villages recently restored to the
Heart Path assembled in the central hall,
each face etched with fatigue,
determination, and awareness of the

battles yet to come.

Makwawewin: “The Storm
has passed this far north, but
its touch 1s not gone. Rivers
overflowed, gates were torn
down, fires extinguished, and
hearts faltered. Yet those who
remembered, those who
acted upon memory and
vigilance, endured. We must
now reckon with the

aftermath.”

Apprentice Migisi traced the northern
rivers on a birch panel, noting the
settlements affected by Two Rivers’

influence.

Migisi: “Elder, many villages

remain faithful, but some are
shaken. The Storm has left

fear in their hearts. How do
we restore courage along

with memory?”’
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Elder Waban: “Memory
alone is not enough, child.
We restore courage by
reminding the faithful of the
teachings, the parables, and
the prophecies of
Yehowzhowa. We restore
vigilance by demonstrating
the Heart Path in action.
Every ritual, every recitation,
every guided meditation
strengthens both. The
faithful endure because they

remember and act.”

Reports from scouts confirmed the
Storm’s far-reaching effects. Southern
settlements, once fertile and abundant,
were now disrupted. Crops buried
beneath unexpected snow, gates
dismantled, and ceremonial fires unlit.
Obedience to the White Snake had
spread further, yet pockets of the Heart
Path remained, quietly resisting, quietly

observing, quietly teaching.

Makwawewin: “Observe,
apprentices. Resistance does
not always roar. It whispers.
[t persists in secret, in

vigilance, in memory. Every

village we restored, every

child instructed, every elder
guided is a wall against the
shadow. The Storm cannot
undo what the faithful

preserve.”

The council convened to discuss
strategy. Maps were spread across the
stone floor, carved with rivers, forests,
and settlements marked with symbols
indicating loyalty, doubt, or shadow
influence. Plans were drawn for the next
wave of northern outreach. Delegations
would travel to the most threatened
villages first, carrying both the
cedar-bound scrolls and the oral
teachings of Yehowzhowa. Apprentices
would accompany the elders to record
every interaction, ensuring memory
persisted even where shadow sought to

obliterate it.

Waban: “The Storm is more
than wind and snow; it is
deception, obedience to false
light, the dismantling of
trust and gates alike. We
must prepare every heart,
every mind, every ritual.
Teach courage, teach

vigilance, teach memory. The
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faithful endure because they

remember and act.”

In preparation for the next wave of
travel, elders performed the Ritual of
Enduring Memory. Fires were lit in
ceremonial circles, tobacco and cedar
offerings made to the Great Eagle, and
apprentices recited the parables of the
Book of Waban. Every action reinforced
the connection to Yehowzhowa,
ensuring that even as the deceiver’s
influence spread, the northern faithful

remained anchored to truth.

Makwawewin: “Tomorrow,
we journey further south, to
villages still wavering under
the shadow. We go not with
swords, but with memory
and vigilance. We go not to
strike, but to awaken. Every
gesture, every chant, every
recitation is a shield.
Remember this, apprentices:
the Heart Path endures
where obedience to shadow

falters.”

As night fell, the northern forests grew
silent, save for the whisper of wind

through cedars and the soft murmur of

apprentices reciting prayers. Fires
burned steadily, illuminating the halls of
Oganabish, the cedar-bound scrolls, and
the faces of those preparing for the

journey south.

Apprentice Migisi:
“Elder... will the south truly
hear us? Will the faithful

survive?”

Waban: “Yes, child. The
faithful endure because they
remember. The Storm tests
all, but memory and
vigilance cannot be undone.
The Heart Path is the shield,
and the Great Eagle watches.
Teach this, observe this,

remember this, and endure.”

Outside, the northern forests slept
under the watchful sky. Rivers
glimmered beneath the moonlight,
snow drifted silently across the land, and
distant southern settlements lay
shrouded in shadow. Within the halls of
Oganabish, fires burned, apprentices
memorized teachings, and elders
prepared for the next wave of the Storm,

armed not with weapons, but with
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vigilance, memory, and the enduring

truth of Yehowzhowa.

The northern elders departed from
Oganabish at dawn, their hearts weighed
with urgency and vigilance. Snow still
clung to the cedars, and rivers roared
with icy currents, yet the delegation
pressed southward. Their path followed
ancient trade routes, long familiar to the
faithful, yet now shadowed by fear and

the influence of Two Rivers.

Makwawewin: “Observe
carefully, apprentices. The
Storm reaches beyond sight.
Its power is not measured
only in wind, snow, or water,
but in obedience to false
light, in dismantled memory,
in fear that clouds judgment.
Our task is to awaken
courage, restore vigilance,
and preserve the Heart Path

wherever possible.”

Apprentice Migisi traced the riverbanks
and crossroads, marking villages that
reports indicated were either faithful,
wavering, or fully under Two Rivers’

influence.

Migisi: “Elder... some
villages resist us openly. They
refuse our teachings,
claiming allegiance to the
White Snake. How shall we

act?”

Waban: “Observe, record,
and instruct where possible.
Do not force obedience, for
obedience cannot endure

without memory. Courage
and vigilance come from

remembrance, not coercion.
We arm the faithful with the
Heart Path, and let the rest
witness the consequences of

surrendering memory.”

The first village encountered,
Waawaashkeshi, lay in near silence.
Gates were removed, ceremonial fires
extinguished, and the marketplace
deserted. The local elders, fearful of
reprisal from Two Rivers’ agents,
hesitated to speak, yet the northern
delegation could feel the tension in the

air.

Makwawewin: “You have
dismantled your defenses,

extinguished your fires, and
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allowed shadow to take root.
Yet it is not too late.
Remember the teachings of
Yehowzhowa. Rekindle your
fires. Guard memory. Teach
your children. The Heart
Path endures because it is
remembered, and the faithful

rise where memory persists.”
A southern elder, trembling, replied:

Elder (southern): “We fear
the wrath of Two Rivers.
Our people. .. they will not
listen if we oppose him

openly.”

Waban: “Then act quietly.
Restore what you can in
secret. Teach what you can to
those willing to hear.
Memory is stronger than any
spear, stronger than gates,
stronger than obedience to
shadow. The Storm tests all,
but the faithful endure when

they remember.”

The northern delegation moved deeper
into the southern territories. Villages
varied: some had retained sparks of the

Heart Path, with ceremonial fires

secretly burning and children
whispering chants of Yehowzhowa;
others had fully surrendered to the
White Snake, gates removed, sacred
stones dismantled, and hearts hardened

to prophecy.

Makwawewin: “Observe
the consequences of
surrender. Those who
dismantle memory, who
obey shadow without
thought, weaken themselves.
The faithful endure because
they remember and act. The
Heart Path 1s the shield,
memory the weapon, and

vigilance the wall.”

During the journey, environmental signs
mirrored the spiritual unrest. Rivers
overflowed unpredictably, snow fell in
unnatural patterns, and animals fled
erratically. Wolves howled in unison, as
if echoing the fears of the southern
faithful. Even the forests themselves

seemed alive with warnings.

Migisi: “Elder... the world
itself cries out. It moves and

whispers, as if the land
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knows the deception that

spreads.”

Waban: “Yes, child. Nature
responds to imbalance and
false light. Observe the signs,
remember them, and teach
them. Memory preserves the
faithful, and vigilance guides
them. Even the Storm
cannot undo what is
remembered and acted

upon.”

The northern elders convened a council
in the largest village they could secure,
Gichi-Naangashkoog, where the
faithful who resisted shadow had
secretly gathered. Fires were rekindled,
ceremonial stones replaced, and
apprentices led children in chanting the

teachings of Yehowzhowa.

Makwawewin: “The Storm
tests all hearts. Courage is
quiet, persistent, and subtle.
Every child taught, every fire
rekindled, every elder
reminded is a wall against the
deceiver. Teach memory,
teach vigilance, and the
faithful endure.”

The northern elders then delivered a
stark warning, echoing the prophecies

preserved in the cedar-bound scrolls:

Waban: “The deceiver
comes many times. He seeks
to dismantle gates,
extinguish fires, and blind
hearts. But those who
remember the Heart Path
endure. You must not fear
him. You must fear only the
surrender of memory. The
Storm comes, but the
faithful rise because truth
persists where obedience to

shadow falters.”

Throughout the southern campaign, the
northern elders carefully documented
every interaction, every act of obedience,
every flicker of resistance, and every
rekindled fire. Apprentices inscribed
these moments on birch panels and
whispered them into memory for future

generations.

By the end of the journey, small victories
were secured: ceremonial fires

glimmered in secret, gates were restored
quietly, and elders pledged to continue
teaching the Heart Path. Yet the shadow
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of Two Rivers remained, creeping
relentlessly, reminding all that vigilance

and memory must never falter.

Makwawewin: “Observe,
apprentices. The Storm tests
all. Some falter, some endure.
Remember: memory is the
weapon, truth is the shield,
and the Heart Path endures.
Teach, observe, record, and
endure. The faithful prevail

where memory is preserved.”

As night fell over the southern villages,
the northern delegation returned
northward, weary but resolute. Fires
burned in ceremonial circles around the
halls of Oganabish, apprentices recited
prayers, and elders prepared for the next
wave of challenges. Outside, rivers
roared, snow drifted, and the forests
shivered beneath the weight of the
Storm, yet within the halls of
Oganabish, memory, vigilance, and the
teachings of Yehowzhowa remained

unbroken.

The northern delegation returned from
the southern villages, their birch-bound
scrolls still secure but their hearts heavy
with the weight of what they had

witnessed. Though some villages had
resisted the influence of Two Rivers,
others had faltered, their gates
dismantled, fires extinguished, and
hearts swayed by the White Snake.
Within the halls of Oganabish, the
elders convened a council to recount the

journey and deliberate on the next steps.

Makwawewin: “We have
observed obedience to
shadow, courage in secret,
and memory preserved where
vigilance endures. Yet the
Storm continues, and we
must prepare for the coming
wave. Our task is not yet
complete. Every village we
touch, every child instructed,
every fire rekindled, is a wall

against deception.”

Elder Waban stepped forward, hands
tracing the paths of rivers and

settlements on the birch map.

Waban: “Reports show a
troubling pattern. Some
villages openly resist Two
Rivers, yet the shadow
persists in subtle

forms—whispered teachings,
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dismantled ceremonial
stones, fear in the hearts of
elders. Resistance must be
constant, vigilant, and taught
with clarity. Memory alone is
not enough; courage must

accompany it.”

A murmur arose among the northern
apprentices. Migisi, now more confident
after weeks of observing rituals and

instruction, spoke:

Migisi: “Elder, some of the
southern elders we
encountered seemed unsure.
They claim obedience to
shadow is safer, yet their
people remember the Heart
Path. How do we guide them

without forcing action?”

Makwawewin: “We do not
force. We teach, remind, and
observe. The Heart Path is
not imposed; it is
remembered, acted upon,
and preserved. Obedience to
shadow falters when memory
is armed with truth. Courage
grows where remembrance

thrives.”

The council began a debate among the

northern elders themselves, a rare display

of internal tension. Differences in

opinion emerged regarding the southern

strategy and the handling of wavering

villages.

Elder Mikinak: “We must
confront the southern elders
openly. Fear alone allows

Two Rivers to flourish. Only
by showing strength can we

restore courage.”

Elder Makwawewin:
“Strength is not measured in
display, but in preservation.
Open confrontation may
provoke the shadow,
endanger the faithful, and
extinguish memory. Quiet
instruction, vigilance, and
teaching the Heart Path
endure longer than any

public show of power.”

Elder Waban: “Both are
needed. Open confrontation
in some villages, quiet
instruction in others. The
faithful are diverse; the

Storm affects hearts
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differently. We must adapt,
teach, and act according to
circumstance, always

preserving memory above
all.”

The debate continued, the birch maps
littered with markings and notes from
apprentices recording every argument.
Elder Mikinak slammed his staff on the

table, emphasizing the urgency.

Mikinak: “If we hesitate,
Two Rivers’ influence
spreads unchecked! Gates
dismantled, ceremonial fires
extinguished, children taught
the White Snake’s chants!
We must act boldly, or

memory itself is lost.”

Makwawewin: “Boldness
without guidance can
destroy the faithful. Teach,
observe, and act where
memory can be preserved.
The Storm tests us all, but
the faithful endure where

vigilance persists.”

Waban: “Remember the
Book of Waban. Recall the
parables of the city on the

sand. Strength without
foundation collapses.
Memory, courage, and
vigilance—these three
endure. This is our strategy,

our shield, our weapon.”

The debate lasted long into the night.
Apprentices whispered the arguments to
each other, committing every word to
memory. Every motion, gesture, and
counterpoint was noted, for the wisdom
of elders, even in disagreement, was

sacred.

By dawn, a consensus emerged:
northern delegations would proceed
with a dual approach—quiet instruction
and observation in villages where fear
prevailed, open confrontation and ritual
restoration in villages where courage
could be awakened. Every decision
would be guided by memory, vigilance,
and the teachings of Yehowzhowa,
ensuring that even the most divided of

faithful could be preserved.

Makwawewin: “The Storm
from the East tests all hearts.
Division exists, but we are

unified in purpose. Memory

is the weapon, the Heart

G7



Path the shield, and vigilance
the wall. The faithful endure
where these persist. Prepare
the delegations. Tomorrow,

we continue south.”

Outside the halls of Oganabish, snow
swirled in patterns that seemed
deliberate, rivers roared with icy
currents, and the forests groaned under
the weight of the Storm. Within the
halls, fires burned, apprentices recited
prayers, and the elders prepared for the
next phase of their southern journey.
The faithful remained armed not with
weapons, but with memory, vigilance,

and the enduring truth of Yehowzhowa.

The northern elders gathered once more
in the central hall of Oganabish, their
birch-bound scrolls spread across the
floor. Outside, the Storm from the East
had quieted slightly, leaving a hush over
the northern forests. Snow drifted
gently, rivers flowed with calmer
currents, and the animals’ cries had
softened, yet the tension among the
faithful remained. The southern villages
were still under the shadow of Two
Rivers, and whispers of the White Snake
had spread farther than ever.

Makwawewin: “We have
seen obedience to shadow,
fear in hearts, and dismantled
gates. But there is memory
still, preserved where courage
and vigilance endure. Today,
we remind the faithful of
Yehowzhowa, of his journey
through these lands, and of
the battles he fought. The
Storm tests hearts, but the
faithful endure when they

remember.”

Elder Waban unrolled a fragment of a
cedar-bound tablet, ancient and worn,
inscribed with the words of the Dine’

from the southern lands.

Waban: “These tablets
recount the battle of the City
of the Gods, where
Yehowzhowa faced
deception, false light, and
those who sought to
dismantle memory. The
southern records tell of
courage, strategy, and the
unwavering Heart Path. We
must remind our people: the
same teachings apply here,

now, as they did then.
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Memory and vigilance are

our shields.”

Apprentices leaned closer, whispering

the words aloud, committing every

syllable to memory. Migisi traced the

characters on the tablet, her fingers
careful not to disturb the worn

inscriptions.

Migisi: “Elder... these
words... they speak of
courage, of vigilance, and of
the Heart Path, even when
surrounded by shadow. Is it
truly the same path that
Yehowzhowa walked here in

our lands?”

Makwawewin: “Yes, child.
He traveled these lands,
teaching, protecting, and
restoring memory. The City
of the Gods, far to the south,
1s mirrored here in our
villages. The lessons are the
same: dismantled gates,
extinguished fires, obedience
to shadow—these are the
trials. Courage and memory
endure where vigilance is

preserved.”

The northern elders called the
apprentices forward, asking them to
recite the parables recorded on the
southern tablets. Each story reinforced
the Heart Path: the preparation of the
faithful, the protection of the innocent,
the triumph over deception, and the

enduring promise of Yehowzhowa.

Waban: “Observe,
apprentices. Courage is
quiet. It persists in secret, in
teaching, in the preservation
of memory. The faithful
endure because they
remember and act. The
Storm tests all hearts, but the
Heart Path cannot be
undone where vigilance

remains.”

Reports from scouts confirmed the
southern villages were fracturing further
under Two Rivers’ influence. Some
elders resisted openly, their gates
restored, fires rekindled, and children
instructed in secret. Others succumbed
to fear, dismantling what protected

them and teaching obedience to shadow.

Makwawewin: ‘“The Storm

tests both courage and
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memory. Those who falter
will feel the weight of
deception. Those who
endure, even quietly,
preserve the Heart Path. We
must act where possible,
instruct where needed, and
record all for generations to

come.”

The elders then performed the Ritual
of Southern Remembrance, invoking
the teachings of Yehowzhowa and the
courage of the faithful described in the
Dine’ tablets. Fires were lit in ceremonial
circles, offerings made of tobacco, cedar,
and sweetgrass, and apprentices recited
the parables aloud. The northern elders
instructed the faithful in both northern
and southern traditions, bridging the
ancient knowledge of the Dine’ with the
Heart Path preserved in the cedar-bound

scrolls.

Makwawewin: “Remember
the battle of the City of the
Gods. Remember the
courage of Yehowzhowa.
Remember the faithful who
preserved memory in the face
of shadow. Let these lessons

guide every village, every

elder, every child. Teach,
observe, and endure. The
Heart Path endures where

vigilance persists.”

As night fell, the northern delegation
prepared for another journey into
southern territories, carrying both the
cedar-bound scrolls and fragments of
the Dine’ tablets. The Storm had tested
them, but their resolve was unbroken.
Apprentices whispered prayers, fires
burned steadily, and the elders
reinforced the teachings of
Yehowzhowa, ensuring that memory,
vigilance, and courage would endure
through every shadow that Two Rivers

cast.

Migisi: “Elder... will the

southern villages heed us?”

Waban: “Some will falter,
some will endure. The
faithful rise where memory
and vigilance are preserved.
Remember the lessons of the
City of the Gods. Teach
them, act with courage, and
the Heart Path remains

unbroken.”
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Outside, snow swirled in deliberate
patterns, rivers whispered warnings, and
distant southern villages lay cloaked in
shadow. Yet within the halls of
Oganabish, fires burned, prayers were
recited, apprentices memorized every
word, and the northern elders prepared
for the next stage of the struggle. The
faithful endured, armed not with
weapons, but with memory, vigilance,

and the enduring truth of Yehowzhowa.

The northern delegation arrived at
Gichi-Miikana, one of the largest
southern settlements still loyal to the
Heart Path. Fires had been rekindled,
gates restored, and children were quietly
reciting the teachings of Yehowzhowa.
Yet shadow lingered; whispers of Two
Rivers’ influence still echoed through

the streets.

Elder Makwawewin gathered the
southern elders in the ceremonial
square. The cedar-bound scrolls were
unrolled, and the fragments of the Dine’
tablets were laid alongside them.
Apprentices and northern elders stood
in solemn formation, their eyes
reflecting firelight, their hands steady on

the birch panels and sacred tokens.

Makwawewin: “We are
gathered to remember, to
preserve, and to instruct.
Yehowzhowa walked these
lands long ago. He taught, he
healed, he fought against
deception. His words endure
in parables, in memory, in
vigilance. Today, we recount
them so that you, your
children, and your people
may stand as walls against

shadow.”

Elder Waban stepped forward, voice

strong and unwavering.

Waban: “Hear the parable of
the City on the Sand.
Yehowzhowa taught that a
house built upon shifting
ground falls when storms
strike. Yet the house built
upon the Heart Path, upon
memory and truth, endures
even in the fiercest storm.
Remember this: Two Rivers
seeks to dismantle gates and
extinguish fires. Do not
follow him blindly. Build
upon truth, and your walls
will hold.”
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A young southern apprentice raised a
hand:

Apprentice: “Elder. .. what
of the serpent that
Yehowzhowa warned us
about? How do we resist

what we cannot see?”’

Makwawewin: “The
serpent is shadow, deceit, the
dismantling of memory. You
resist not with weapons, but
with vigilance. Teach the
children. Guard the fires.
Restore the gates. Memory
and courage are your
weapons; the Heart Path is
your shield. Even in
darkness, you will see if your

eyes remember truth.”

The elders then recounted the parables
of the Bear and the Moon, the Eagle
and the River, and the Two Paths of
Shadow and Light, each carefully

traced from the cedar-bound scrolls and
southern tablets. Apprentices whispered
the words aloud, committing every

lesson to memory. The stories reinforced
vigilance, courage, and the necessity of

remembrance.

Waban: “The Bear stands in
the forest, strong but guided
by knowledge of the paths.
The Eagle soars, observing
from above, seeing all.
Remember these creatures,
these lessons. The faithful
endure where memory is
preserved, where vigilance

guides every step.”

Southern elders listened, some with fear,
some with recognition. One elder,

trembling but determined, spoke:

Southern Elder: “We see
now... the fires we allowed to
die, the gates we
dismantled. .. we weakened
ourselves. Teach us, northern
elders. Show us how to
rebuild the walls, how to
teach the children, how to
remember the Heart Path.”

Makwawewin nodded solemnly:

Makwawewin: “We will
teach. You will instruct your
children. Y ou will rebuild
what was dismantled.
Memory, vigilance, and

courage are the pillars upon
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which the Heart Path
endures. Remember the
parables, remember the
lessons, and Two Rivers’
shadow will not conquer

what is preserved in truth.”

The northern elders performed the
Ritual of the Enduring Heart,
invoking the names of Yehowzhowa, the
Great Eagle, and the sacred spirits of the
lands. Fires blazed in ceremonial circles,
offerings of tobacco, cedar, and
sweetgrass were made, and the southern
apprentices repeated the parables aloud.
The children, observing, committed
every word to memory, their voices
joining the northern chants in a chorus

of vigilance and truth.

Waban: “Observe,
apprentices. Courage is quiet
but unyielding. Memory
endures even when gates fall
and fires are extinguished.
The Heart Path is the shield.
Vigilance is the weapon.
Teach this, act with it, and
the faithful endure.”

By nightfall, Gichi-Miikana had begun

to restore its ceremonial fires, children

whispered the parables of Yehowzhowa,
and the southern elders pledged to
rebuild gates and guard memory. The
northern delegation prepared to journey
further south, aware that Two Rivers’
influence still loomed, yet strengthened
by the enduring lessons of the Heart
Path.

Makwawewin: “Remember
the parables. Remember the
lessons. The faithful endure
because they remember and
act. The Storm tests all
hearts, but memory,
vigilance, and courage are
unbroken. Teach, observe,

and endure.”

Outside, the southern forests shivered
under a lingering wind. Rivers
murmured in the moonlight, snow
drifted across the land, and distant
settlements remained cloaked in shadow.
Y et within Gichi-Miikana, fires burned,
prayers were recited, apprentices
memorized every word, and the
northern elders prepared for the next
stage of the struggle. The faithful were
armed not with weapons, but with the
enduring truth, memory, and vigilance

taught by Yehowzhowa.
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Chapter 5 — The First

Confrontation

The northern delegation departed
Gichi-Miikana at dawn, the fires of the
Heart Path still flickering behind them.
Snow-dusted cedars lined their path as
rivers murmured beneath the thin ice,
carrying whispers of the Storm that
continued to ripple through the
southern lands. Apprentice Migisi
walked beside Elder Makwawewin, her
eyes tracing the birch-bound scrolls in
her hands, memorizing every parable,
every instruction, every detail that had
been recorded from the Dine’ tablets

and northern archives.

Makwawewin: “Observe,
child. The Storm is not only
wind and snow. It is
deception, dismantling of
memory, and fear in the
hearts of the faithful. Every
village we touch, every elder
we remind, every child we
instruct is a wall against
shadow. Two Rivers’ agents
are moving as we speak. We

must be vigilant.”

The southern forests grew thicker as the
delegation moved deeper into Two
Rivers’ influence. Signs of previous raids
were evident: gates torn down,
ceremonial stones overturned, and
footprints leading toward villages that
had been abandoned or overtaken by

those under shadow.

Migisi: “Elder... some
villages seem empty. Are the

people fleeing or hiding?”

Waban: “Both. Fear spreads
faster than shadow, yet
memory and courage endure
in those willing to observe
and remember. The faithful
persist, even when the walls
fall. It is our task to awaken
them, restore vigilance, and

preserve memory.”

As they approached Naangishkewin, a
settlement known for wavering
obedience, the northern delegation
encountered their first direct resistance.
Agents of Two Rivers emerged from the
tree line, cloaked in shadow and
wielding the authority of fear. They

sought to dismantle gates, extinguish
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ceremonial fires, and enforce obedience
to the White Snake.

Lead Agent of Two
Rivers: “Northern elders!
Leave these lands. Obedience
to shadow is safer. Those
who follow the Heart Path
risk ruin and death. The

deceiver will protect no one.”

Makwawewin stepped forward, staff in
hand, and his voice rang across the

clearing:

Makwawewin: “You speak
falsely. Obedience to shadow
destroys, dismantles, and
blinds. The faithful endure
not by fear, but by memory,
vigilance, and courage.
Yehowzhowa’s teachings
have traveled these lands long
before Two Rivers’ shadow
appeared. You cannot undo

what is remembered.”

A tense standoff followed. Apprentice
Migisi whispered the parables to those
gathered in the clearing: the City on the
Sand, the Bear and the Moon, the Eagle
and the River, and the Two Paths of

Shadow and Light. Villagers, hidden in

huts and behind trees, listened intently,
their hearts recalling the lessons of

Yehowzhowa.

Waban: “Observe,
apprentices. Courage
manifests even in silence.
Memory can awaken the
faithful where fear seeks to
paralyze. Teach quietly, act
wisely, and the Heart Path

endures.”

The agents of Two Rivers advanced,
attempting to dismantle a ceremonial
fire, but the northern elders intervened
with ritual authority rather than
violence. Makwawewin and Waban
chanted the protective parables,
reinforcing memory and courage in the
villagers, while apprentices guided
children and elders to hide sacred

objects and whisper lessons aloud.

Makwawewin: “Do not
fight with weapons. Fight
with memory. Fight with
vigilance. Fight with truth.
Two Rivers’ shadow cannot
conquer what 1s
remembered, what 1s

guarded, what is taught.”
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By sunset, the agents of Two Rivers
withdrew, frustrated and unable to
dismantle the resolve of the faithful.
Fires glimmered once more, ceremonial
stones were replaced, and the villagers
whispered lessons of Yehowzhowa to
each other, committing every word to

memory.

Migisi: “Elder... we
succeeded without battle, yet
they will return. How do we

prepare?”

Waban: “By remembering.
By teaching. By fortifying
hearts and minds. The
faithful endure because
memory, vigilance, and
courage persist. Every story,
every parable, every lesson is
a wall against shadow. We
must continue south,
awaken the wavering, and

preserve what remains.”

As night fell, the northern delegation
camped along the riverbank, fires blazing
and scrolls safely stored in cedar chests.
The Storm from the East had not
passed—it lingered, echoing the unrest

and deception sown by Two Rivers. Yet

within the hearts of the faithful, courage
was rekindled, memory preserved, and

vigilance sharpened.

Makwawewin: “Remember
this night, apprentices.
Observe the courage of the
faithful, record the parables,
and prepare for the next
confrontation. Two Rivers
will not relent, but the Heart
Path endures where memory

and vigilance persist.”

Outside, the southern forests shivered
under the cold night wind, rivers
whispered warnings, and distant
settlements remained cloaked in shadow.
Within the northern camp, fires burned,
apprentices recited prayers, and elders
prepared for the next wave of the
southern campaign. Memory, vigilance,
and the enduring truth of Yehowzhowa
were their weapons, and the faithful

endured.

The northern delegation pressed deeper
into the southern territories, where the
shadow of Two Rivers stretched like a
dense fog. Rivers ran dark with winter
melt, forests creaked under the weight of

snow, and villages bore the scars of

G



dismantled gates and extinguished
ceremonial fires. Every step southward
brought both hope and despair—some
villages retained sparks of the Heart
Path, while others had succumbed

entirely to fear and deception.

Makwawewin: “Observe
carefully, apprentices. Every
village tells a story. Some
hearts remain faithful, others
falter. Memory and courage
must be restored where they
weaken. Vigilance must be
strengthened where it

remains.”

Elder Waban unfolded the cedar-bound
scrolls and placed fragments of the

southern Dine’ tablets alongside them.
Apprentices whispered parables to the
people as the northern elders spoke to

gathered elders in each village.

Waban: “Hear the words of
Yehowzhowa. The City on
the Sand teaches that
foundations matter. The
Bear and the Moon teaches
that strength guided by
knowledge endures. The

Eagle and the River teaches

observation and patience.
And the Two Paths teach us
that obedience to shadow
dismantles gates,
extinguishes fires, and blinds
the faithful. Choose
memory, vigilance, and
courage, for these endure

beyond the Storm.”

The northern elders split into teams,
moving village by village, recording
every interaction, every act of obedience
or defiance, every rekindled fire, and
every dismantled gate. In
Mashkode-bizhii, one of the largest
southern settlements, the elders found a
village fractured internally. Some elders
wished to restore memory and vigilance;
others feared retribution from Two
Rivers and advocated obedience to the
White Snake.

Makwawewin: “You cannot
rebuild gates with fear. You
cannot rekindle fires while
surrendering to shadow.
Courage is quiet, yet
persistent. Memory endures
even when walls are
dismantled. Teach the
children. Restore the Heart
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Path. Observe, record, and

act wisely.”

The internal division led to heated

debate among the village elders:

Southern Elder 1: “We fear
what Two Rivers will do if
we resist. Our people may

perish.”

Southern Elder 2: “Our
ancestors warned us of this
day. Remember the Heart
Path. Courage must prevail.
We cannot surrender

memory or faith.”

Makwawewin: “The
faithful endure because they
remember. Memory is
stronger than fear, stronger
than obedience to shadow.
Gates can be rebuilt, fires
rekindled, but the heart must

be anchored in truth.”

Apprentices recorded every argument,
every plea, and every act of courage,
ensuring that even when walls fell and

fires dimmed, memory would endure.

As night fell over Mashkode-bizhii, a

vision swept through the northern

elders. Elder Waban, standing in the
ceremonial square, saw the great eagle

descending, wings wide, eyes fierce.

Waban: “Observe! The
Great Eagle watches. The
faithful endure because
memory persists. Two Rivers
seeks to dismantle, to blind,
to scatter. But the Great
Eagle will guard truth where
vigilance remains.
Remember the teachings of
Yehowzhowa. Obedience to
shadow is destruction;
memory and courage are

salvation.”

In the quiet that followed, southern
villagers huddled around rekindled fires,
listening to apprentices recite the
parables of Yehowzhowa. Children
memorized the lessons, elders whispered
advice, and northern elders instructed in

both ceremony and strategy.

Makwawewin: “Tonight,
we prepare for the next

confrontation. Two Rivers
will not cease. His influence
will seek to dismantle all we

have restored. But
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remember: courage manifests
in quiet acts, memory
preserves truth, and vigilance
fortifies the Heart Path.”

Outside the village, rivers whispered
through the icy forests, snow drifted
across paths, and the southern lands
trembled under the weight of shadow.
Yet within Mashkode-bizhii, fires
burned, prayers were recited,
apprentices committed every word to
memory, and northern elders prepared

for the next wave of challenges.

Waban: “The Storm
continues. Villages will
fracture, walls will fall, and
fear will spread. But the
faithful endure where
memory is preserved,
courage is taught, and
vigilance is unwavering.
Teach, observe, act, and
endure. The Heart Path is

eternal.”

The northern delegation pressed further
into southern lands, traveling along
frozen rivers and snow-laden paths. Fires
from rekindled villages flickered in the

distance, a faint beacon of memory and

vigilance, yet shadow trailed closely
behind. Two Rivers’ influence had
grown bold, sending agents to dismantle
gates, extinguish ceremonial fires, and
silence elders who dared to preserve the
Heart Path.

Makwawewin: “Observe,
apprentices. The Storm is no
longer distant. It strikes now.
Two Rivers sends his agents
openly, testing courage,
dismantling memory, and
spreading fear. We must
prepare the faithful, restore
vigilance, and fortify what
remains of the Heart Path.”

As the delegation entered
Gichi-Zaaga’igan, one of the southern
settlements still resistant, they found the
village under siege. Two Rivers’ agents
had torn down gates, overturned
ceremonial stones, and extinguished
nearly every fire. The villagers cowered,

children hidden, and elders desperate.

Waban: “Do not despair.
Memory endures where
courage persists. Today, we
restore the Heart Path, even

if walls have fallen and fires
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are dim. Teach, observe, and

act with vigilance.”

Makwawewin stepped into the clearing,
raising his staff, and the northern elders
began reciting the parables of
Yehowzhowa. Apprentice Migisi
whispered lessons to the children, while
Elder Waban led elders in ritual,
rekindling ceremonial fires with sacred

cedar and sweetgrass.

Makwawewin: “Observe!
The City on the Sand
teaches that foundation
matters. The Bear and the
Moon teaches strength
guided by knowledge. The
Eagle and the River teaches
observation and patience.
The Two Paths teach that
obedience to shadow
dismantles gates,
extinguishes fires, and blinds
the faithful. Remember and

act!”

Two Rivers’ agents attempted to
advance, dismantling a gate near the
center of the village. Elder Waban
stepped forward, chanting protective

parables and invoking the Great Eagle.

The agents faltered, unable to disrupt
the courage and memory rekindled in

the hearts of the villagers.

Waban: “Weapons cannot
protect you from shadow;
memory, vigilance, and
courage are your shields.
Teach your children, guard
the fires, rebuild the gates.
The Heart Path endures even

when walls fall.”

A young southern elder, emboldened,

raised his voice:

Southern Elder: “We see
now! Fear alone will not
protect us. Memory,
vigilance, and courage
endure! Teach us, northern
elders, so that we may guard
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what remains

Makwawewin nodded solemnly.

Makwawewin: “Tonight,
you guard memory. Teach
children, restore fires, rebuild
gates. Two Rivers will
continue to strike, but the
faithful endure because they

remember and act. Courage



manifests quietly, yet persists

beyond the Storm.”

Outside the village, snow swirled in
unnatural patterns, rivers roared with icy
currents, and distant southern
settlements trembled under the weight
of shadow. Within Gichi-Zaaga’igan,
fires blazed, prayers were recited,
children memorized parables, and elders

rebuilt what had been dismantled.

Migisi: “Elder... how long
can we hold them off? Two

Rivers will strike again.”

Waban: “Memory and
vigilance are eternal. The
Heart Path endures where
courage persists. Each
rekindled fire, each child
instructed, each gate rebuilt
is a wall against shadow.
Teach, observe, act, and
endure. The faithful rise

where memory is preserved.”

As night deepened, northern elders
documented every interaction, every act
of courage, every rekindled fire, and
every lesson taught. Apprentices
inscribed the parables on birch panels,

repeating them aloud, ensuring that

even in the chaos of shadow, memory

would endure.

Makwawewin: “Remember
this day, apprentices. The
Storm strikes now, but the
faithful endure because
memory, vigilance, and
courage persist. Observe,
record, and act. The Heart

Path is eternal.”

Outside, the southern forests groaned
under the wind, rivers whispered
warnings, and villages across the region
lay cloaked in shadow. Within
Gichi-Zaaga’igan, fires burned, prayers
were recited, apprentices memorized
every lesson, and northern elders
prepared for the next wave of the
southern campaign. Memory, vigilance,
and the enduring truth of Yehowzhowa
were their weapons, and the faithful

endured.

The northern elders had traveled far,
restoring gates, rekindling fires, and
teaching the faithful the parables of
Yehowzhowa. Yet news arrived from the
west: the Haudenosaunee had
abandoned the Heart Path entirely.
They had dismantled ceremonial stones,
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extinguished sacred fires, and embraced
the teachings of the White Snake. Fear
and shadow had triumphed in the lands
once guided by the Great Eagle.

Makwawewin: “The
faithful must endure, but the
shadow spreads faster than
memory in some places. We
move west now, for the
faithful there are few, and the

Storm grows stronger.”

The northern delegation set their course
toward the Maka-ganzi Wiciyapi, the
Turtle Mountains of the west in the
lands now known as North Dakota.
Snow-covered hills rose sharply, their
peaks shrouded in mist, and rivers
wound like serpents through the forests
below. This was the land of the Red
Bear, the highest-ranking Midew in all
the lands, keeper of the original high
council of the Midew, and guardian of
the deepest secrets of the Heart Path.

As the delegation arrived at the sacred
lodge of the Red Bear, they were greeted
by a figure of immense presence. He
wore robes embroidered with celestial

symbols, his staff inlaid with copper and

birch, and his eyes reflected both

wisdom and the weight of generations.

Red Bear: “Elders from the
north... [ have heard of the
shadow that spreads. The
Heart Path has been
abandoned by some, even in
lands where memory once
endured. The faithful are
threatened, and the Storm
grows. [ have brought what
may restore vigilance and

courage.”

He revealed two ancient tablets,
inscribed in copper and bound with
birch bark, their surfaces etched with
knowledge passed down through
generations. Apprentices and elders

leaned forward in awe.

Red Bear: “These tablets
contain the truths of the
Heart Path, teachings of
Yehowzhowa himself, and
warnings of the shadow.
Even my lands have felt
division. The people are ripe
for conquer, and the faithful
must rise before memory is

extinguished entirely.”
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He raised his staff, pressing it firmly into
the frozen earth. A low hum filled the
air, growing in intensity. Clouds above
swirled, silver and gray, and a ringing
sound echoed from the heavens.
Intruders in the lodge—agents of Two
Rivers—shielded their eyes, blinded by
the power that radiated from the staff

and the divine presence of the Red Bear.

Red Bear: “Behold the
power of Yehowzhowa.
Remember the greatest
parable: the city without
light. A city built without
memory, without courage,
without vigilance falls, even
when walls are strong.
Observe, for shadow cannot
endure where memory and
the Heart Path are

preserved.”

He turned to the northern elders, voice

resonant and unwavering.

Red Bear: “Elders of the
north, take these tablets.
Teach them, preserve them,
and instruct the faithful. The
Storm grows, but those who

remember, those who act

with courage, endure. This is
the Heart Path. This is the

power of Yehowzhowa.”

Elder Waban and Makwawewin bowed,
reverence etched into every movement.
Apprentices whispered prayers of
gratitude and committed the parables of
the two new tablets to memory,
knowing that these teachings would
become a shield against the rising

shadow.

Waban: “The faithful
endure because memory
persists. Vigilance and
courage fortify the Heart
Path. We will carry these
lessons to every village, to
every child, to every elder.
The Storm will not
overcome what is

remembered.”

Makwawewin: “Two Rivers
may have divided,
dismantled, and deceived,
but the Heart Path endures
where vigilance remains. The
faithful rise because the
teachings of Yehowzhowa

cannot be extinguished.”
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The Red Bear lifted his staff once more,
and a beam of light radiated across the
frozen peaks of Maka-ganzi Wiciyapi.
The ringing echoed through valleys,
rivers, and forests, a reminder to all that
the power of Yehowzhowa was alive and

present.

Red Bear: “Go forth,
northern elders. Teach.
Restore. Guard memory.
The faithful endure because
courage, vigilance, and the

Heart Path are eternal.”

The northern delegation departed with
renewed purpose, carrying the two
sacred tablets. Fires blazed once more in
distant villages, children whispered the
parables aloud, and elders restored gates
and ceremonial stones. Though shadow
lingered, the faithful now possessed the
guidance and power of the Red Bear and
the enduring teachings of Yehowzhowa.
Memory, vigilance, and courage were
their weapons, and the Heart Path

would endure.

The northern delegation pressed deeper
into southern lands, their path traced by
rivers murmuring under ice and

snow-laden forests. Fires rekindled in a

handful of loyal villages flickered faintly
in the distance, yet shadow loomed over
the majority of settlements. The
Haudenosaunee elders had abandoned
the Heart Path entirely, dismantling
gates, extinguishing ceremonial fires,
and declaring obedience to Two Rivers’
White Snake.

Makwawewin: ‘“The Storm
spreads faster than memory
where courage falters. We
move now to witness, to
teach, and to restore.
Observe, apprentices, for
every village abandoned is a
wall fallen; every fire
extinguished is a light gone

29
.

out

The northern delegation reached
Mashkode-ziibi, where the southern
elders had gathered. A tense council
began, the snow crunching underfoot as
northern and southern elders faced one
another across the ceremonial circle.
The air was thick with the weight of

division, shadow, and unspoken fear.

Southern Elder 1: “Two
Rivers has granted us the

power to bring the rain.
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With it, we command life.
The people obey because
they fear the floods, the

wind, and the shadow of

famine.”

Southern Elder 2: “We have
followed the new path.
Memory of Yehowzhowa is
fading here. We obey the
White Snake because it
brings strength, wealth, and

dominion.”

Makwawewin stepped forward, staff

raised, eyes ablaze.

Makwawewin: “And you
will be drowned within its
flood! You speak falsely. The
Heart Path brings life,
preserves memory, and
teaches courage. The waters
that Two Rivers offers are
not life—they are shadow,
destruction, and blindness.
We bring life, not illusion.
The faithful endure because
memory and vigilance are

eternal.”

Elder Waban unfolded cedar-bound

scrolls, the southern Dine’ tablets

alongside them. The northern

apprentices whispered the parables of

Yehowzhowa aloud: the City on the

Sand, the Bear and the Moon, the Eagle

and the River, and the Two Paths of

Shadow and Light. Children and

villagers gathered, listening intently,

their hearts beginning to awaken to the

truth.

Waban: “Observe! Courage
manifests quietly, yet it
persists beyond fear.
Memory is stronger than
illusion. Vigilance is the
shield of the Heart Path.
Teach children, guard fires,
and restore gates. Two
Rivers’ shadow cannot
dismantle what is

remembered.”

The southern elders, emboldened by

their declaration of power, raised their

voices again:

Southern Elder 1: “You
speak of courage, yet our
people obey the new power!
They respect the flood, they

respect the storm. What can
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memory do against the

waters themselves?”

Makwawewin: “You see the
waters, but you do not see
the source. The true flood is
shadow and deception.
Obedience to illusion will
drown the spirit, dismantle
walls, and extinguish fires.
We bring life. Memory
preserves. Courage endures.
The faithful rise.”

A palpable tension swept the council as
apprentices moved through the circle,
teaching lessons and reciting parables.
The northern elders pressed the
argument, invoking the greatest parables
of Yehowzhowa, emphasizing the city
without light, the dangers of obedience
to shadow, and the eternal endurance of
the Heart Path.

Waban: “The Bear and the
Moon teaches strength

guided by knowledge. The
Eagle and the River teaches
observation and patience.
Courage manifests not in
storms or floods, but in

memory and vigilance. The

faithful endure because they
act, remember, and teach.
Two Rivers’ illusions will not
conquer what is preserved in

truth.”

Snow drifted across the ceremonial
circle as silence fell. Even the southern
elders faltered, their eyes catching the
flickering fires rekindled by northern
apprentices, the children reciting lessons
aloud, and the northern elders’

unwavering stance.

Makwawewin: “Tonight,
apprentices, observe.
Courage persists quietly,
memory endures despite
shadow, and the Heart Path
1s stronger than fear or flood.
Teach, restore, and act. The
faithful rise where memory is

preserved.”

The council dispersed as night fell. Fires
glimmered in abandoned villages,
children whispered parables, and elders
restored gates and ceremonial stones
wherever possible. Though shadow
lingered, the northern elders had planted
seeds of vigilance, courage, and memory
among the faithful.
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Waban: “The Storm has
begun, and the faithful are
tested. But remember: Two
Rivers may promise floods,
but only the Heart Path
brings life. Memory endures.
Courage manifests. Vigilance
shields. The faithful rise, and
shadow cannot dismantle

what is remembered.”

As the northern delegation prepared to
journey to the Maka-ganzi Wiciyapi,
the Turtle Mountains of the west, they
carried not only lessons, scrolls, and
parables, but the knowledge that
life—true life—was preserved where
courage and memory remained

unbroken.

Chapter 6 — The Generational
Mantle

The northern delegation arrived at the
foot of the Maka-ganzi Wiciyapi, the
Turtle Mountains, where snow draped
the peaks like white mantles and rivers
carved serpentine paths through frozen
valleys. Here, the faithful who had
survived the shadow’s advance

gathered—village elders, apprentices,

and a few scattered families still clinging

to memory and vigilance.

At the heart of the sacred lodge, the Red
Bear awaited, his presence vast and
commanding. His title was not a name
but a generational mantle, passed from
one high-ranking Midew to the next for
centuries. He carried the authority of
the original high council and the deepest
knowledge of the Heart Path. Some
whispered he still spoke directly with
Yehowzhowa, and that the secrets he
held could restore the faithful to full
strength.

Red Bear: “Elders of the
north... your journey has
been long, and the faithful
suffer under shadow. The
Haudenosaunee have
abandoned the Heart Path,
and the south is fractured.
The people are ripe for
conquer, but memory
endures where courage

persists.”

He revealed two ancient tablets, bound
in birch and etched with copper. Light
caught the etchings, illuminating the
parables of Yehowzhowa: the City
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without Light, the Eagle and the River,
the Bear and the Moon, and the Two
Paths of Shadow and Light. The

northern elders leaned forward, their

breaths fogging in the cold air.

Red Bear: “These tablets are
the wisdom of our ancestors,
the teachings of
Yehowzhowa, and a shield
against shadow. The faithful
will need them, for Two
Rivers’ influence has reached
even my lands. Your journey
south will not be easy. You
will face deception,
dismantled walls, and
extinguished fires. But the
Heart Path endures because
memory and courage

persist.”

The Red Bear pressed his staff into the
frozen earth. A low hum rose through
the lodge, growing into a ringing that
resonated in the walls, the mountains,
and the clouds above. Agents of shadow,
who had followed the northern elders
even here, raised their hands to shield
their eyes, blinded by the power
radiating from the staff and the

authority of the generational mantle.

Red Bear: “Behold the
power of Yehowzhowa.
Observe the parable of the
City without Light. A city
without memory, without
courage, without vigilance
falls, even when walls are
strong. Remember and
teach, for the faithful endure
where the Heart Path is

preserved.”

Elder Waban stepped forward, voice
steady:

Waban: “We will carry these
lessons to every village, to
every child, and to every
elder. The faithful endure
because the teachings of
Yehowzhowa cannot be
extinguished. Memory,
vigilance, and courage are
our weapons. Life springs
from them, not from shadow

or illusion.”

Makwawewin added, staff tapping the

earth for emphasis:

Makwawewin: “The Storm
has grown stronger, yet the

faithful rise. We restore gates,
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rekindle fires, and instruct
the young. We bring life
where Two Rivers brings
flood. Memory endures.
Courage manifests. Vigilance
shields. The Heart Path is

eternal.”

Apprentices inscribed the new teachings
from the Red Bear’s tablets onto birch
panels, repeating every lesson aloud,
committing each parable and every
warning to memory. Elders of the north
and south listened, their hearts rekindled
with courage, and a quiet fire spread
through the lodge—a fire that shadow

could not touch.

Red Bear: “Go forth now.
Restore the faithful. Fortify
walls, rekindle fires, and
teach the children. Two
Rivers has divided and
deceived, yet the Heart Path
is eternal. Memory endures,
courage persists, and
vigilance shields the faithful.

Teach, act, and preserve.”

The northern delegation departed from
Maka-ganzi Wiciyapi with renewed

purpose, carrying the two sacred tablets.

Fires glimmered across distant villages,
children whispered parables, and elders
rebuilt gates and ceremonial stones.
Though shadow lingered in the south,
the faithful now had the guidance,
authority, and power of the Red Bear
and the enduring teachings of

Yehowzhowa.

Waban: “The faithful rise
because memory is preserved,
courage manifests, and
vigilance shields. Two Rivers
may strike, but the Heart
Path endures, eternal and

unbroken.”

Outside, the mountains stood silent and
white, rivers carved their frozen paths,
and distant villages trembled under the
weight of shadow. Within each lodge,
fires burned, parables were whispered,
and the northern elders prepared for the
systematic restoration of the southern
lands, guided by the generational mantle
of the Red Bear and the wisdom of

Yehowzhowa.

The northern delegation departed
Maka-ganzi Wiciyapi at first light, the
Red Bear’s presence still lingering like a

protective shadow over their path. Snow
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crunched beneath their feet, and the
rivers wound like serpents through
forests shrouded in mist. Every step
carried urgency, for the southern lands
were fractured, and Two Rivers’ agents
had left a trail of fear, extinguished fires,

and dismantled gates in their wake.

Makwawewin: “Observe,
apprentices. The faithful
endure where memory
persists, yet shadow spreads
rapidly. Each village
abandoned is a wall fallen;
each extinguished fire is a
light gone out. We restore
what has been dismantled,
and we kindle courage where

fear prevails.”

The first village they reached was
Wapaha-shkode, nestled along the
southern tributaries of the great river.
Gates lay in splinters, ceremonial stones
overturned, and fires extinguished.
Children cowered in corners, while
elders whispered prayers of survival. The
northern delegation dismounted and

began immediate assessment.

Waban: “Observe the

devastation. Fear has grown

here, yet memory endures
where hearts remember the
teachings of Yehowzhowa.
Rekindle fires, restore gates,
and instruct the young.
Courage manifests quietly,

yet it persists.”

Apprentices moved quickly, lighting
ceremonial fires with sacred cedar and
sweetgrass, their chants echoing the
parables of the Red Bear’s tablets.
Villagers watched in awe, some hesitant,
some hopeful, as northern elders
restored broken gates and repositioned

ceremonial stones.

Makwawewin: “Two Rivers
promised floods, deception,
and fear. We bring life. Fires
rekindled, gates restored, and
teachings repeated are shields
against shadow. Memory
preserves. Courage
manifests. Vigilance

endures.”

A young southern elder, emboldened by
the northern delegation’s arrival, raised

his voice:

Southern Elder: “We have

forgotten, but now we
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remember. Teach us,
northern elders. Guide us to
restore what was

dismantled.”

Waban: “We teach because
the faithful endure. Observe
the parables of
Yehowzhowa—the City on
the Sand, the Bear and the
Moon, the Eagle and the
River, and the Two Paths.
Children, memorize them;
elders, live them; villages,
rebuild gates and rekindle
fires. The Heart Path

endures.”

Word of the northern elders’ arrival
spread quickly. Villagers from
neighboring settlements, previously
hiding or fleeing shadow, began
gathering, bringing with them broken
ceremonial objects, extinguished
firewood, and children eager to learn the
parables. Apprentices moved among

them, inscribing lessons onto birch

panels and reciting the teachings aloud.

Makwawewin: “Observe,
for Two Rivers seeks

division. Each rekindled fire,

each child instructed, each

gate rebuilt is a wall against
shadow. Courage manifests
quietly, yet it persists beyond
fear. Memory preserves the
faithful.”

The northern delegation pressed
onward, encountering villages fully
under the sway of Two Rivers’ illusion.
Agents of shadow confronted them,
wielding deception as weapon. Elder
Waban stepped forward, chanting the
parables, invoking the Great Eagle, and
calling upon the enduring power of
Yehowzhowa. A hush fell upon the
intruders; their deception faltered, and
some fled in confusion, unable to
withstand the authority of memory and

courage restored before them.

Waban: “Observe! Shadow
cannot endure where
vigilance persists. Courage
manifests quietly, yet it is
eternal. Memory is stronger
than illusion. Teach, act,
preserve. The Heart Path
endures, and Two Rivers’
shadow shall not conquer

what is remembered.”
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By nightfall, fires burned in every village
they passed, gates had been rebuilt, and
children memorized parables under the
guidance of apprentices. Elders
documented every act, every rekindled
fire, and every lesson taught. The
northern elders knew that the campaign
was only beginning. Shadow remained,
divisions persisted, but the seeds of

restoration had been planted.

Makwawewin: “The
faithful rise where memory is
preserved. Courage manifests
quietly, yet it persists.
Vigilance shields. Two
Rivers’ illusions may strike
again, but the Heart Path
endures. Life springs from
memory, not from flood or

deception.”

As the northern delegation camped
under the stars, the Red Bear’s words
echoed in their hearts: “Go forth. Restore
the faithful. Fortify walls, rekindle fires,
and teach the children. The Heart Path
endures where courage, memory, and

vigilance persist.”

Snow drifted across the villages, rivers

whispered warnings, and distant

settlements trembled under shadow. Yet
within each lodge, fires blazed, children
recited parables, and the northern elders
prepared for the next wave of
restoration, knowing that the faithful
endure because memory is eternal,
courage manifests, and vigilance shields

all who remember.

The northern delegation pressed
southward along the great river’s
tributaries. Snow-dusted forests muffled
the sound of their footsteps, and the
wind carried whispers of fear from
distant villages. The faithful had begun
to emerge from hiding, rekindling fires
and restoring gates, but one settlement
ahead cast a darker shadow than any
they had yet faced.

The village of Mikinaak-ziibi, nestled
in a valley surrounded by dense pines,
was fully under the sway of Two Rivers.
Gates lay in ruins, ceremonial stones
overturned, and not a single fire burned.
Children hid inside homes, elders
muttered fearful prayers to the White
Snake, and a palpable aura of deception
and dread blanketed the village.

Waban: “Observe the weight

of shadow. Here memory
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falters, courage has been
extinguished, and vigilance
lies dormant. Apprentices,
stay close. We restore not just
gates and fires, but hearts

and minds.”

As the northern delegation entered the
village, southern elders emerged,
adorned in robes of deception, their eyes

cold with conviction.

Southern Elder: “Why do
you come here, elders of the
north? These lands obey
Two Rivers now. The
faithful have chosen the
White Snake. Your teachings

are no longer welcome.”

Makwawewin stepped forward, staff
raised, voice resonating through the

frozen valley:

Makwawewin: “Observe!
You speak falsely. The Heart
Path endures where courage
manifests and memory is
preserved. You may have
dismantled gates,
extinguished fires, and spread
shadow, but the faithful rise

when taught the parables of

Yehowzhowa.”

Elder Waban drew forth a birch tablet,
etched with the lessons of the Red Bear
and the parables of the Heart Path. He
spoke aloud, voice echoing through the

silent village:

Waban: “The City on the
Sand teaches that walls
without memory fall. The
Eagle and the River teaches
patience and vigilance. The
Bear and the Moon teaches
strength guided by
knowledge. Observe,
children, elders, and all who
listen: shadow cannot endure

where memory persists.”

Some villagers flinched, shielding their
eyes as if the words themselves struck
with power. Others watched in awe,

beginning to stir from their stupor.

The southern elders, undeterred, raised

their hands and proclaimed:

Southern Elder: “We obey
Two Rivers. He grants power
over the rains, over the

harvests, over life itself. What
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can memory do against the
flood he sends?”

Makwawewin’s eyes flared with

intensity:

Makwawewin: “And you
shall be drowned in your
own flood! Illusion does not
bring life; courage and
memory do. Observe, the
Heart Path endures where
vigilance shields, where
parables are remembered,
where fires are rekindled. Life
springs from truth, not

deception!”

Children, emboldened by the northern
elders’ presence, began to repeat the
parables aloud. Elders hesitated, then
one by one whispered the lessons of
Yehowzhowa. Fires were lit in small
ceremonial circles, gates slowly restored,
and the air began to hum with renewed

courage.

Waban: “The faithful rise
where memory persists,
courage manifests, and
vigilance shields. Two Rivers’
illusions falter where truth is

preserved, and shadow

retreats before the power of
the Heart Path.”

The northern delegation worked
through the night, restoring gates,
realigning ceremonial stones, and
teaching lessons from the Red Bear’s
tablets. Villagers began to gather,
forming circles around the fires,
listening intently, and committing the

parables to memory.

By dawn, Mikinaak-ziibi had
transformed. The fires burned bright,
gates stood tall, and children recited
parables with clarity. Shadow still
lingered at the edges, but the northern
elders had planted seeds of courage,
memory, and vigilance strong enough to

withstand the coming Storm.

Makwawewin: “Observe,
apprentices. The faithful
endure because memory
persists. Courage manifests.
Vigilance shields. Two
Rivers’ shadow may strike
again, but the Heart Path is

eternal. Teach, act, preserve.”

With the village restored, the northern
delegation prepared to move further

south, knowing the campaign was far
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from over. Shadow still clung to many
settlements, but with each rekindled fire
and each recited parable, the faithful
rose stronger, guided by the teachings of
Yehowzhowa and the generational
authority of the Red Bear.

The northern delegation advanced
deeper into southern lands, following
rivers that wound through snow-covered
plains and dense forests. The air grew
colder, heavier, as if shadow itself
pressed against them. Word had reached
them of a larger
settlement—Zhaawanoong-ziibi, the
City Without Light—where Two
Rivers’ influence had fully taken hold.
Fires were extinguished, gates
dismantled, and obedience to the White

Snake enforced by fear and deception.

Waban: “Observe carefully.
The Storm has gathered here.
Shadow is thick, yet memory
still flickers in hidden hearts.
Apprentices, record all you

witness. Courage manifests

quietly, yet it endures.”

The northern elders approached the
city’s edge, seeing walls torn down,

ceremonial stones scattered, and

children wandering aimlessly, their eyes
empty of hope. Southern elders,
adorned in elaborate robes symbolizing
their allegiance to Two Rivers, stood at
the center, proclaiming dominion over

the settlement and its people.

Southern Elder: “You arrive
too late, northern elders.
This city obeys the White
Snake. Two Rivers grants
power over rain, harvest, and
life itself. Memory is
irrelevant here. Fear and
obedience are the only
truths.”

Makwawewin stepped forward, staff in
hand, voice cutting through the frozen

wind:

Makwawewin: “And you
shall be drowned in your
own flood! Illusion does not
bring life. Courage and
memory endure where
shadow seeks to dominate.
The Heart Path is eternal;
the faithful rise because truth

cannot be extinguished.”

Elder Waban held aloft the two tablets
revealed by the Red Bear, their copper
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etchings catching the weak winter sun.
He began to recite parables aloud, voice

resonating across the city:

Waban: “The City on the
Sand teaches that walls
without memory fall. The
Eagle and the River teaches
patience and vigilance. The
Bear and the Moon teaches
strength guided by
knowledge. Observe!
Courage manifests where
memory persists. Shadow
cannot endure where the

Heart Path is remembered.”

Children who had been hidden in fear
emerged slowly, repeating the parables
aloud, their voices growing stronger
with each word. Elders hesitated, some
wavering, some secretly remembering
the teachings of Yehowzhowa. The fires,
once extinguished, began to rekindle as
apprentices worked tirelessly to restore

ceremonial circles.

Southern Elder: “We obey
Two Rivers! He grants us

power. What can memory do
against a flood, a storm, the

wrath he brings?”

Makwawewin: “You speak
falsely. The flood you claim
to command will drown only
your shadowed hearts. Life
springs from truth, not
illusion. Observe! Memory
preserves. Courage
manifests. Vigilance shields.
The Heart Path endures
beyond fear and flood.”

The northern elders moved through the
city, restoring gates and aligning
ceremonial stones. Apprentices
inscribed the teachings of the Red Bear’s
tablets onto birch panels, chanting
parables to awaken hearts. The southern
elders, confronted by courage and
memory incarnate, faltered. Some fled,
unable to sustain their illusions in the
face of the Heart Path’s authority.

Waban: “Observe, faithful!
Courage manifests quietly,
yet it endures. Memory
preserves the teachings of
Yehowzhowa. Vigilance
shields. Two Rivers’ shadow
cannot conquer what is
remembered. Rekindle your

fires! Restore your gates!
Teach the children! Life
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springs from truth, not flood

or fear!”

By nightfall, Zhaawanoong-ziibi had
begun to transform. Fires blazed in every
lodge, gates were restored, and children
recited parables with clarity and courage.
Elders whispered teachings once
forgotten, and the northern delegation
recorded every restoration, every act of

courage, and every rekindled fire.

Makwawewin: “The
faithful rise where memory
persists. Courage manifests.
Vigilance shields. Two Rivers
may strike again, but the
Heart Path 1s eternal. Teach,
act, preserve. Life springs

from memory, not illusion.”

Snow drifted across the settlement as the
northern delegation prepared to move
further south. Though shadow still
lingered in the land, the faithful had
been awakened. The teachings of
Yehowzhowa, carried through the Red
Bear’s authority and preserved in
memory, began to dismantle the
illusions of Two Rivers, restoring hope,
courage, and vigilance across the

southern lands.

The northern delegation pressed further
south, carrying the sacred tablets and the
authority of the Red Bear. Snow had
thinned into cold winds, and the forests
opened into wide plains where the
shadows of Two Rivers’ influence
lingered like mist. Fires burned faintly in
villages that had begun to resist, but
many settlements still lay dormant, their
gates dismantled, and ceremonial stones

overturned.

Makwawewin: “Observe
carefully. The Storm
approaches. Shadow grows
restless in its wake. Courage
and memory are our shields.
Vigilance protects the
faithful. We restore what has
been dismantled and
rekindle what has been

extinguished.”

The next village, Binaakwe-ziibi, was
particularly entrenched under the sway
of Two Rivers. Southern elders had fully
embraced the illusion of the White
Snake, claiming dominion over life and
death, flood and famine. Villagers had
abandoned the Heart Path entirely, and
fear had hardened their hearts.
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Southern Elder: “You arrive
too late, northern elders.
Two Rivers grants power
over all—rain, harvest, life.

Obey, or the flood shall

consume you.”

Makwawewin: “Observe!
Two Rivers promised floods
and deception, yet the
faithful rise because memory
preserves, courage manifests,

and vigilance shields.

Rekindl heart t
Elder Waban stepped forward, voice cKindie your hearts, restore

h teach th
unwavering, holding the birch tablet your homes, teach the

. Life end h
etched with the Red Bear’s teachings: YOS, 16 BACUIES WHLIS

truth 1s remembered.”

Waban: “Falsehood cannot .
A hush fell over the village as the

northern elders invoked the authority of
the Red Bear’s tablets. The southern

elders faltered, their illusions wavering

endure where memory
persists. Courage manifests
quietly, yet it is eternal. The
Heart Path is eternal. .
. before the persistent courage of the
Rekindle fires! Restore gates!
Teach the children! Life

springs from truth, not flood

northern delegation. Some fled, unable
to sustain their deception in the
presence of truth and memory; others

or fear.” :
hesitated, caught between fear and

Apprentices lit ceremonial fires across awakening.

the village while northern elders aligned
Waban: “Observe! The

faithful endure. The Heart

Path is eternal. Shadows of

the scattered ceremonial stones.
Children emerged cautiously, repeating
parables aloud: the City on the Sand, the
Eagle and the River, the Bear and the
Moon, and the Two Paths of Shadow
and Light. Elders listened, some weeping

Two Rivers shall not
conquer what is
remembered. Rekindle fires!
, , Restore gates! Teach
silently as long-forgotten memories of , .
children! Courage manifests

Yehowzhowa’s teachings returned. o
where memory persists!
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Night fell across Binaakwe-ziibi, and the
village had transformed. Fires blazed
brightly, gates stood tall, and children
recited parables with clarity. The
northern delegation documented every
act, every rekindled fire, and every
restored gate. Shadow still lingered at
the edges, but hope and courage had

returned to the village.

Makwawewin: “The Storm
approaches, yet the faithful
rise. Memory preserves,
courage manifests, vigilance
shields. Two Rivers may
strike again, but the Heart
Path endures eternal. Life
springs from memory, not

flood or illusion.”

The northern elders prepared to journey
further south, consolidating their gains
and reinforcing the Heart Path across
the remaining villages. Every rekindled
fire, every restored gate, every child
taught a parable, became a beacon
against the approaching Storm. The
faithful, guided by the teachings of
Yehowzhowa and the generational
authority of the Red Bear, would

endure whatever trials lay ahead.

Waban: “Observe,
apprentices. Courage
manifests quietly, yet it
persists. Memory preserves.
Vigilance shields. The
faithful rise because the
Heart Path 1s eternal, and
Two Rivers’ shadow shall
never prevail where truth is

remembered.”

Snow drifted across the plains, rivers
whispered their cold warnings, and
distant settlements trembled under
shadow. Yet within every lodge and
village the northern delegation had
touched, fires blazed, children recited
parables, and elders prepared for the
coming Storm, ready to defend the
faithful with memory, courage, and

vigilance as their shield.

Chapter 7 — The Waning Faith

The northern delegation returned to
villages they had restored weeks before,
expecting the Heart Path to have taken
firm root. Snow drifts had receded
slightly, rivers flowed more freely, and
fires still burned in some lodges. But a

quiet dread met them as they

99



approached the main gathering circle of

one northern settlement.

From the shadows, a strange chant
rose—low, rhythmic, insistent. Elder
Waban halted, hand raised. His eyes,
sharp and piercing, scanned the

assembly.

Waban: “Silence. Listen.
This... 1s not the Heart
Path.”

The chant grew louder. Voices, young
and old alike, sang the name of Two
Rivers in song. It echoed through the
frozen pines, carried by the wind as if
the forest itself mourned. Even here, far
north of the southern lands, the shadow
had spread.

Makwawewin: “Observe. ..
even in the north, the lie
persists. Courage and
memory falter where hearts
are idle. Apprentices, record
this, for it is a warning:
shadow finds fertile ground
where vigilance is

abandoned.”

Waban stepped forward into the circle,

raising the sacred birch tablet. His voice

rang out, clear and trembling with

urgency:

Waban: “People! You were
shown the path! Fires were
rekindled, gates restored,
lessons given, yet still you
chant the name of the
deceiver! How can the
Creator of the heavens
protect you if you do not
protect yourselves? How can
courage manifest if vigilance
lies dormant? Y ou might as
well strip yourselves of your
clothes and invite the wolves

into your homes!”

others at the trees where colorful
ribbons fluttered, tied by idle hands.
Hunting tools lay unused, ceremonial
stones overturned, and smoke from

cooking fires was absent.

Makwawewin: “Observe!
You have been gifted
knowledge, guidance, and
the teachings of

Yehowzhowa. Yet you prefer

Murmurs rippled through the crowd.
Some glanced at the fires, half-lit and

weak, others at the dismantled gates,
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tying ribbons in trees to
hunting, ceremony, or
fortification. Courage and
memory are the walls of the
faithful, yet you dismantle
them yourselves. Vigilance is
your shield, yet you cast it

aside!”

Children whispered, confused, while
elders, once steadfast, now seemed
passive, caught between fear and apathy.
The northern delegation moved among
the people, attempting to restore focus,
rekindle fires, and teach the parables
aloud. Waban lifted the tablet higher,
chanting the lessons of the Red Bear:

Waban: “The City on the
Sand falls when walls are
weak. The Eagle and the
River falters when patience is
lost. The Bear and the Moon
retreats when knowledge is
ignored. Remember,
children and elders alike:
Two Rivers seeks only to
disarm, to scatter, to blind.
You are the defenders of the
Heart Path. If you abandon
it, the faithful are reduced to

',’

a minority

Despite their efforts, the believers were
few. Most preferred rituals of idle
symbolism—tying ribbons, dancing in
circles, offering token prayers—over
active restoration or protection. Fires
burned dimly, gates remained
incomplete, and vigilance had become a

memory rather than a practice.

Waban knelt in the snow, voice breaking,

gaze cast toward the northern sky:

Waban: “Creator, how can
we preserve Your truth when
Your children cast it aside?
How can we defend the
Heart Path when those
entrusted with it prefer
illusion to vigilance? We are a
minority, yet we endure, yet
we teach, yet we fight. May
courage manifest in the
hearts of those who remain
asleep, may memory awaken,
and may shadow never
extinguish the faithful!”

Makwawewin, standing beside him,

whispered to the apprentices:

Makwawewin: “Observe
carefully. The faithful

endure, but even they are
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few. Life springs from action,
not idle hope. The Storm
approaches, and the minority
must be strong enough to
withstand it. Teach, act,
preserve, for the Heart Path
depends on the few who

remember.”

The northern delegation worked
through the day and into the night,
rekindling fires, realigning ceremonial
stones, and attempting to awaken the
slumbering hearts of the people. But
everywhere they turned, apathy and

fascination with illusion had taken root.

The believers were now a minority,
isolated but resolute, standing as the last
walls against the coming waves of

shadow and the deceit of Two Rivers.

Waban: “Remember,
apprentices and elders alike:
courage manifests quietly, yet
it endures. Memory
preserves. Vigilance shields.
The faithful rise not because
the many awaken, but
because the few refuse to
surrender. Two Rivers may
chant through the lips of the
careless, but the Heart Path

endures where truth is
remembered and acted

upon.”

Snow drifted through the settlement as
Waban and Makwawewin prepared for
the next step. Fires had been rekindled in
some lodges, lessons had been repeated
aloud, but the delegation knew the
Storm was gathering strength. The
faithful were few, the shadow
widespread, and the battle to awaken the

people had only begun.

As the northern delegation labored
through the day, rekindling fires and
teaching the faithful, a distant figure
appeared on the horizon. Snow swirled
across the plains, wind carrying the faint
scent of cedar and spruce. The figure
advanced steadily, leaning on a carved
staff, eyes bright despite the weight of

age.

He was Kci-Waponahki, the White
Eagle of Dawn, a Wabanaki elder of over
130 winters. His feathers, braided into
his hair, shimmered with frost, and his
robe bore the sigils of the eastern lands.
He had journeyed far, from the rising

sun, bringing urgent tidings.
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Kci-Waponahki: “Elders of
the north, hear me. I have
come from the lands of my
ancestors. The Shadow
spreads, and my people are
struck with the infection of
Two Rivers. Fires are
extinguished. Memory
falters. Courage wanes. |
come seeking protection,
guidance, and the wisdom of

the Creator.”

He knelt upon the snow, voice

trembling yet commanding, hands
raised to the heavens. The northern
delegation circled him, observing in

reverent silence.

Waban: “White Eagle of
Dawn... your journey is long,
and your warning heavy. Tell
us what you have seen, for
the faithful must act before
shadow spreads further.”

The elder’s eyes rolled upward as he
spoke, voice softening into a chant,
carrying words in the ancient Wabanaki

tongue. A vision unfolded before his

mind: villages burned, fires

extinguished, children wandering

without guidance, ceremonial stones
shattered, rivers choked with shadow.
From the east, waves of darkness spread

over forests, plains, and frozen rivers.

Kci-Waponahki: “I have
seen the devastation of my
people. Two Rivers has
infected the hearts of those
who should defend the
Heart Path. They prefer idle
ritual to vigilance, decoration
to action, ribbons to gates,
song to hunting. I cry unto
the Creator: grant us
wisdom, grant us courage,
grant us memory, that we
may shield the faithful from

the coming Storm.”

Elder Waban knelt beside him, pressing
a hand to his shoulder.

Waban: “White Eagle of
Dawn, your vision
strengthens our resolve. The
Storm grows, and the
faithful are few. Yet the
Heart Path endures wherever
courage manifests, memory
persists, and vigilance shields.

Together, we shall guide your
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people and restore their

strength.”

The northern delegation arranged fires
around the elder, chanting the parables
of Yehowzhowa. Smoke rose into the
cold sky, circling above as if carrying
their prayers to the Creator.
Kci-Waponahki’s hands shook with
urgency, eyes closed in supplication,

murmuring in Wabanaki, seeking

wisdom for the protection of his people.

Kci-Waponahki: “Creator,
hear me. [ am but a single
eagle, aged and weathered.
Grant me the strength to
teach, the wisdom to protect,
and the courage to rekindle
fires in hearts that have been
dimmed. Grant the faithful
vision to see beyond
deception, and hands to
rebuild what shadow has

torn asunder.”

Makwawewin, observing the ritual,
spoke quietly to the apprentices:

Makwawewin: “Observe
carefully. Even the oldest
among us may receive

visions. The faithful are

guided by memory, courage,
and vigilance, yet they must
act. The Storm approaches,
and only the united hearts of
the faithful can shield those
still blinded by illusion.”

As night fell, the northern delegation
encircled the elder, repeating parables
aloud, lighting ceremonial fires, and
recording every word, gesture, and
vision. Kci-Waponahki remained
kneeling, feathers glistening with frost,
eyes closed, communing with the
Creator, praying for guidance and

protection.

Waban: “Your vision
strengthens us. Together, we
shall carry the faithful
through shadow, restore
memory where it is
forgotten, rekindle courage
where it has dimmed, and
shield vigilance where it
falters. Two Rivers’
deception is strong, but the
Heart Path endures through
those who act, remember,

and protect.”
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The wind howled through the plains,
carrying the smoke and prayers
eastward. Fires blazed faintly in the
villages, children repeated parables, and
elders began to understand the urgency
of the northern delegation’s mission.
From the east, the White Eagle of Dawn
had arrived, and with him, the
knowledge that the Storm would test
every heart—but that memory, courage,
and vigilance would endure where

action met vision.

The northern delegation gathered in the
clearing near the flickering ceremonial
fires, flanked by the White Eagle of
Dawn, Kci-Waponahki. Snow drifted
gently across the plains, but the weight
of shadow pressed upon their hearts.
Villages lay in disrepair, gates
dismantled, fires weak, and the faithful
few struggled against apathy and

deception.

Waban: “Observe carefully.
Memory falters where
vigilance is abandoned.
Courage is lost where hearts
are idle. Yet the faithful
endure, and those few who
remember shall become walls

against the Storm. White

Eagle of Dawn, tell us what

the vision demands.”

Kci-Waponahki rose, staff tapping the
frozen earth, feathers glinting in the
early dawn light. His voice carried both

authority and urgency:

Kci-Waponahki: “Elders of
the north, my people are
infected by Two Rivers. Fires
are extinguished, ceremonial
stones overturned, children
wander without guidance,
and hearts embrace the
White Snake. We must act
before the Storm reaches
even further east. The
faithful must unite, learn
vigilance, and restore courage

where it has dimmed.”

Apprentices gathered around, recording
every word, while northern elders
strategized the next steps. Villagers,
previously idle, watched with growing

curiosity and cautious hope.

Makwawewin: “The
faithful endure because
action manifests memory.
We must restore hearts,

rekindle fires, and rebuild
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gates. Teach children to
remember the parables of
Yehowzhowa. Show the
power of courage in the face

of deception.”

The White Eagle of Dawn led the
northern delegation on a survey of
nearby villages. Fires were weak or
extinguished; gates had collapsed;
hunting tools lay unused. Even those
who had once been faithful now
preferred idle rituals, tying ribbons in
trees, singing Two Rivers’ name, and

performing meaningless ceremonies.

Kci-Waponahki:
“Observe... this is the
infection. The faithful are
few, but they can become the
wall against the Storm. We
must act swiftly. The Creator
has granted me vision; we
must unite the faithful,
restore courage, and rekindle
vigilance. Two Rivers’
shadow cannot persist where

action manifests memory.”

Elder Waban spoke to the apprentices
and villagers who had gathered:

Waban: “The Heart Path
endures where fires are
rekindled, gates rebuilt, and
parables repeated. Two
Rivers may chant in song,
but courage, memory, and
vigilance shield the faithful.
Rekindle your fires, children
and elders alike! Observe the
teachings of Yehowzhowa:
the City on the Sand falls
when walls are weak; the
Eagle and the River falters
when patience is lost; the
Bear and the Moon retreats

when knowledge is ignored.”

Villagers hesitated, then slowly, some
began to act. Children carried small logs
to rekindle fires, elders repaired gates,
and apprentices began reciting parables
aloud. The northern delegation worked
tirelessly, leading by example,
demonstrating courage, memory, and

vigilance in every act.

Makwawewin: “Observe.
Courage manifests quietly,
yet it endures. Memory
preserves the faithful.
Vigilance shields those who

act. Two Rivers’ illusions
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falter where action meets
truth. The Storm
approaches, but we prepare,

together.”

As the day wore on, more villagers
joined the efforts. Some elders
whispered prayers of repentance,
children repeated lessons of
Yehowzhowa, and fires grew brighter
across the settlement. The northern
delegation moved from lodge to lodge,
from village to village, rekindling hope,

restoring gates, and teaching vigilance.

Kci-Waponahki: “We act
not because the many
awaken, but because the few
who remember refuse to
surrender. Let the faithful be
strengthened, let courage be
restored, and let memory
preserve the teachings of
Yehowzhowa. The Storm
may approach, yet we shall
shield the faithful where

action endures.”

By nightfall, villages were transformed
once more. Fires blazed, gates stood
firm, ceremonial stones realigned, and

children recited parables aloud, their

voices echoing across the plains. Though
the faithful remained a minority, they
were no longer passive. Action had
rekindled courage; memory had restored
vigilance; and the Heart Path endured

stronger than ever.

Waban: “Observe,
apprentices. Courage
manifests quietly, yet it
persists. Memory preserves.
Vigilance shields. Two Rivers
may chant through the lips
of the careless, but the
faithful rise where hearts
remember, act, and protect.
The Storm approaches, yet
the Heart Path endures

eternal.”

Snow fell gently across the transformed
villages, fires casting long shadows, rivers
whispering warnings. The northern
delegation, alongside the White Eagle of
Dawn, prepared to move further east,
bringing the faithful together,
consolidating defenses, and preparing

for the trials foretold by Yehowzhowa.

The northern delegation and
Kci-Waponahki advanced eastward,
guided by snow-muffled winds and the
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distant echoes of faint fires. Villages that
had once shown sparks of courage now
lay quiet, gates dismantled, and
ceremonial stones overturned. The air
carried a heavy weight, as if shadow itself
had settled over the land.

Kci-Waponahki’s eyes glowed with
urgency. He spoke to Waban and

Makwawewin:

Kci-Waponahki: “I have
seen the burning of the
scrolls... the destruction of
the written words. Two
Rivers is not content with
disarming bodies and hearts;
he seeks to erase memory
itself. New scrolls are drafted
to replace the old, twisted
into lies and deceit. The
faithful must act before

knowledge is lost forever.”

The northern delegation pressed on,
arriving at a village where smoke rose
unnaturally, its black tendrils clawing at
the sky. Within the lodge of elders, two
fires burned: one consumed ancient
birch bark scrolls, etched with the
parables of Yehowzhowa, the lessons of

the Red Bear, and the sacred teachings

of the Heart Path. Another fire
illuminated freshly drafted scrolls, their
words distorted to glorify Two Rivers.

Waban: “Observe... this is
the work of shadow. Not
only are walls torn down,
fires extinguished, and
courage faltering, but
memory itself is being
rewritten. The faithful must
rise, or history, and truth,

will vanish.”

Kci-Waponahki stepped forward, staff
tapping the frozen earth, feathers
catching the light of the burning scrolls.

Kci-Waponahki: “See,
elders of the north! The
faithful will remember, but
the careless will be lost. Two
Rivers seeks to erase what
Yehowzhowa has taught,
twisting truth into illusion.
Fires must be rekindled.
Gates rebuilt. Children must
learn the parables aloud.
Only action can shield

memory from obliteration.”

Apprentices moved quickly, gathering

surviving scroll fragments, carrying
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them to northern elders for safekeeping.
Smoke choked their lungs, eyes stung,
yet determination hardened their

resolve.

Makwawewin: “The Heart
Path endures where memory
persists, where courage

manifests, where vigilance

memory endure. We are few,
yet action manifests as shield
and sword. Fires must blaze
brighter, parables repeated
louder. Memory is our
weapon against erasure,
vigilance our shield against
the flood of deceit.”

shields. Two Rivers may
burn the words, but the
faithful carry truth in heart
and mind. Let every child,
every elder, remember aloud
the parables of Yehowzhowa.
Let the faithful preserve
knowledge in fire, song, and

action.”

The northern delegation worked

tirelessly through the night, salvaging

what could be saved, copying parables

onto new birch panels, and reinforcing

gates around the village. Even as smoke

rose, the faithful began to form

protective circles, chanting parables and

rekindling courage.

Waban: “Observe,

Villagers peered cautiously from behind
half-restored gates. Children repeated
lessons aloud, their voices rising over the
crackling of the fire, reciting the City on
the Sand, the Eagle and the River, and
the Bear and the Moon. Elders
whispered prayers of restoration,
repairing ceremonial stones and

fortifying gates.

Kci-Waponahki: “Observe!

apprentices and elders alike.
Courage manifests quietly,
yet it endures. Memory
preserves. Vigilance shields.
Two Rivers may burn scrolls,
rewrite history, and twist the
hearts of the careless, but the
Heart Path persists where
truth is remembered and

acted upon.”

Two Rivers’ shadow 1s

strong, yet courage and

By dawn, the village was transformed

once again. Fires blazed, gates stood
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firm, and children recited parables aloud
with clarity. Though Two Rivers had
sought to erase memory, the faithful had
preserved truth in action, song, and
heart. The northern delegation,
alongside Kci-Waponahki, prepared to
move further east, knowing the Storm
approached and that the battle for

memory had only just begun.

Kci-Waponahki:
“Observe... the faithful
endure. Memory is preserved
where courage manifests and
vigilance shields. The Storm
approaches, yet the Heart
Path will survive because
those who remember act

without hesitation.”

The northern delegation and
Kci-Waponahki gathered atop a high
ridge overlooking the frozen plains. Fires
blazed around them, yet a heavy silence
hung in the air. The faithful were few,
and the shadow of Two Rivers pressed

ever closer from the south and east.

Kci-Waponahki, the White Eagle of

Dawn, fell to his knees upon the snow,
staff tapping lightly against the frozen
earth. His eyes rolled upward, clouded

with vision, as if the Creator’s gaze had

pierced directly into his mind.

Kci-Waponahki: “Isee... [
see the coming forth of our
story. A woman of the 8th
Fire... aman of the
Medicine... and a world
enslaved, bound in chains of

shadow and deception.”

The northern elders, sensing the depth
and urgency of the vision, slowly
lowered themselves to the earth,
prostrating fully before Kci-Waponahki.
Snow kissed their foreheads as they
bowed in unison, a gesture of reverence
and surrender to the gravity of the

revelation.

Waban: “Speak, White Eagle
of Dawn. Let the vision be
known. Let our hearts
absorb what must be carried

forward.”

The elder’s voice trembled, yet rang with
authority as he recounted the vision in

vivid detail.

Kci-Waponahki: “The
woman of the 8th Fire rises

from the ashes of forgotten
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memory, from lands where
courage has dimmed and
vigilance falters. She carries
the teachings of
Yehowzhowa, the Heart Path
preserved in secret, the sacred
knowledge of our ancestors.
Beside her walks the man of
the Medicine, healer of
spirits and bodies alike,
keeper of sacred rites and
truth. Together, they shall
walk through a world of
bondage—chains forged by
deceit, apathy, and false
promises. And yet, the
faithful who endure will rise
with them, shielded by
courage, vigilance, and

memory.”

Elders shivered in the cold wind, tears

streaking frozen cheeks. The vision was
no mere story; it was a prophecy of their
own time, of the trials that had begun

with Two Rivers, of the coming Storm,
and of the promise that the Heart Path
would survive if the faithful acted with

courage.

Makwawewin: “Observe. ..
the faithful are few, yet their

actions echo across time. The
8th Fire will rise through
those who remember, act,
and protect. Two Rivers may
chant through the careless,
yet the Heart Path persists.”

The prostrated elders whispered prayers
in unison, lifting their voices in
supplication. Smoke from nearby fires
spiraled upward, circling the snow-laden
pines, carrying the prayers eastward,

toward the lands of the rising sun.

Kci-Waponahki: “Creator,
hear us! Protect the woman
of the 8th Fire. Protect the
man of the Medicine.
Strengthen the faithful,
awaken the dormant hearts,
rekindle courage where it
falters. May the Heart Path
endure eternal, even through

bondage and shadow.”

A hush fell over the ridge. The wind
paused. The fires blazed brighter, as if
fed by unseen hands. The faithful,
witnessing the vision, felt a new resolve
ignite within them. Memory, courage,
and vigilance were no longer abstract

lessons—they were the shield that must
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endure, the light that must guide the

world through the coming Storm.

Waban: “Rise, faithful. Let
the vision of the 8th Fire be
carried in heart, in mind, and
in action. Teach it to
children. Teach it to elders.
Let the faithful become
walls, gates, and fires against
shadow. Two Rivers seeks
only to erase, to deceive, and
to bind, yet courage
manifests, memory preserves,
and vigilance shields. The
story is ours to protect, and

we shall endure.”

The northern delegation, the White
Eagle of Dawn, and the prostrated elders
rose together, strengthened by the
vision. They began to plan the next
phase: moving eastward to unite
scattered faithful, protect the sacred
teachings, and prepare for the

approaching Storm.

Snow drifted across the ridge, winds
howled through the forests, and the
faithful, though still a minority, were
strengthened by prophecy. The vision of
the 8th Fire had been revealed, and with

it, arenewed purpose: the Heart Path
would survive Two Rivers’ shadow, for
memory, courage, and vigilance would

endure through those who acted.

Chapter 8 — Gathering the Faithful

The morning sky glowed pale above the
northern plains, the snow reflecting the
light of a sun long tempered by winter’s
shadow. Fires burned faintly in scattered
lodges, smoke curling upward like
whispered prayers, and children ran
from hut to hut repeating the parables
they had learned: the City on the Sand,
the Eagle and the River, the Bear and the
Moon. Yet much of the land remained
cold and silent, abandoned to apathy

and Two Rivers’ deception.

Kci-Waponahki, the White Eagle of
Dawn, moved swiftly among the
villages, staff in hand, robes brushing
against frost-laden snow. Elder Waban
and Makwawewin followed, carrying
birch tablets and salvaged scroll
fragments, their eyes scanning the
horizon for signs of resistance or

obedience.

Kci-Waponahki: “Observe.

Even in lands of memory,
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shadow lingers. The faithful
are scattered. Fires flicker,
gates are weak, and courage is
tested. We must gather those
who remember, those who
act, and those who protect
the Heart Path. Only
through unity can the 8th

Fire rise.”

The first village they approached had
been partially restored weeks earlier, yet
signs of neglect were evident: ceremonial
stones overturned, gates barely standing,
fires half-extinguished. As they entered
the central circle, they caught children

singing Two Rivers’ name in song.

Waban: “Silence! You chant
not the Heart Path, but the
deceiver’s name. Courage
manifests not in idle song
but in action. Fires must be
rekindled. Gates rebuilt.
Parables recited aloud. The
faithful endure where
memory persists and

vigilance shields.”

Children paused, glancing toward the
elders, some with curiosity, others with

fear. Slowly, they approached, carrying

logs to rekindle fires. Elders began to

realign ceremonial stones, murmuring
prayers of restoration. The northern

delegation moved from lodge to lodge,
explaining the prophecy of the 8th Fire,
the coming of the woman and the man
of the Medicine, and the urgent need to

resist Two Rivers’ shadow.

Makwawewin: “Observe. ..
the faithful rise not because
the many awaken, but
because the few who
remember refuse to
surrender. Courage
manifests quietly, yet
endures. Memory preserves.
Vigilance shields. Action is

our weapon against erasure.”

Kci-Waponahki lifted his staff high,
feathers catching the morning light.

Kci-Waponahki: “Hear me!
I have seen the burning of
scrolls, the drafting of false
words, and the fading of
memory. Yet the Heart Path
persists in those who act.
Come forward, faithful ones.
Carry the teachings. Protect
the parables. Rekindle fires.
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Restore gates. The 8th Fire
rises through your hands,
your hearts, and your

vigilance.”

By midday, a small contingent of
faithful had gathered. Children repeated
parables aloud, elders repaired gates, and
apprentices copied surviving scroll
fragments onto birch bark. Fires blazed
higher, and the circle of action grew

wider.

Waban: “Observe! Courage
manifests quietly, yet it
endures. Memory preserves.
Vigilance shields. The Storm
approaches, yet the faithful
rise where truth is
remembered and acted upon.
The 8th Fire will not rise
through idle hearts but
through those who defend,

restore, and teach.”

As the northern delegation moved
further east, villages began to awaken.
Fires were rekindled in abandoned
lodges, ceremonial stones realigned,
gates rebuilt. The faithful were few, yet
their actions formed the first walls

against the encroaching shadow.

Kci-Waponahki: “Observe.
Even the smallest acts of
restoration ripple across the
land. Courage grows where
memory persists, vigilance
strengthens where action
manifests, and the Heart
Path endures eternal. The
8th Fire rises through those
who do not surrender to

apathy or deception.”

Snow drifted across the plains, rivers
whispered cold warnings, and distant
settlements trembled under shadow. Yet
in every lodge where fires burned,
parables were recited, and gates rebuilt,
the faithful became the beacon of hope.
The northern delegation, led by
Kci-Waponahki and Elder Waban,
moved from village to village, uniting
scattered believers, teaching courage,
memory, and vigilance, and preparing
the Heart Path for the Storm foretold by

Yehowzhowa.

Makwawewin: “The
faithful endure not because
the many awaken, but
because the few act. Courage
manifests quietly, yet it

endures. Memory preserves.
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Vigilance shields. The 8th
Fire rises through those who
remember, act, and protect.
Observe, apprentices, for
history is written through

deeds, not words alone.”

The northern delegation had been
moving east for days, crossing
snow-dusted plains and frozen rivers,
when the distant wind carried the sound
of drums and the rhythm of ancient
footsteps. From the horizon emerged
figures of majesty and authority, their
presence commanding reverence. These
were the emissaries of the Diné and the
Hopituh Shi-nu-mu, traveling not as
conquerors but as protectors of truth
and allies of the faithful.

They arrived adorned in ceremonial
robes woven from sun-bleached fibers,
decorated with feathers, carved symbols
of the mountains, rivers, and sky. Their
faces were painted in patterns of dawn
and dusk, representing the eternal cycles
of creation, the balance of light and
shadow. Staffs tipped with obsidian,
bundles of sacred herbs, and amulets
marking their lineage were carried with

care, each piece resonating with the

authority of their nations and the power

of the fires they represented.

Diné Elder: “Children of
the Heart Path, hear us.
From the southern fire of the
sun we come, bearing
warning, guidance, and
protection. The Storm
approaches. The shadow of
Two Rivers stretches from
the south, seeking to bind all
lands in silence and
deception. The faithful are
not alone. Courage and
vigilance endure wherever

the fires of memory burn.”

Hopituh Shi-nu-mu Elder:
“The Kachina have spoken in
visions and in dreams.
Warriors of our nations
guard the few elders who
must travel into the
wilderness to preserve the
sacred records. Ancient caves
along the shores hide what
must survive: birch panels,
copper plates, gold writings.
The words of Oganabish, the

very voice of Yehowzhowa,
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must be protected from

erasure.”

The northern delegation, led by
Kci-Waponahki and Elder Waban,
approached cautiously. Smoke rose
faintly in the distance from their
temporary encampment, yet the shadow
of fear weighed heavily over the villagers.
Many had begun to falter under Two
Rivers’ influence, their courage dimmed,
their memory clouded. Children still
chanted the deceiver’s name, elders
hesitated, and the faithful few struggled

to maintain order and hope.

Diné Elder: “Observe these
sacred writings. Copper
etched with the words of
Oganabish, gold scrolls
preserving the parables of
Yehowzhowa. These are the
truths that the Shadow seeks
to destroy. Each word, each
symbol, carries the power of
memory, courage, and
vigilance. Guard them. Carry
them with care. Protect them
as though your life depends

upon it—because it does.”

The Hopituh Shi-nu-mu elder knelt,
arranging sticks upon the frozen earth in
precise formation, each representing
boundaries against the encroaching

shadow.

Hopituh Shi-nu-mu Elder:
“See here. The White Snake
brings the Black Snake, the
chains that poison the lands.
The Red Snake is sacrifice,
the blood that guards the
faithful. This is the path of
vigilance. This is the way the
faithful endure. The coming
kingdom of death seeks to
tear the soul from mankind,
but courage, memory, and
vigilance may shield what
remains. Those who act

preserve the Heart Path.”

The northern elders, apprentices, and
gathered villagers watched in awe. They
had long feared the destruction of
memory, the erasure of the teachings,
and the corruption of the faithful, yet
the arrival of these southern emissaries
reminded them that unity and vigilance

could turn despair into hope.
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Waban: “Observe! Courage
manifests where memory
persists. Vigilance shields
those who act. The southern
fire has come to guide us, to
protect the sacred path of
Yehowzhowa. Let no heart
falter. Let no action cease.
The faithful endure where

action meets truth.”

The Diné¢ and Hopituh Shi-nu-mu
warriors formed a protective circle
around the elders, ensuring that no
intruder—whether follower of Two
Rivers or agent of shadow—could
approach the sacred writings.
Apprentices moved swiftly, carrying
birch bark panels, copper plates, and
gold scrolls, copying and preserving
fragments where damage had begun.
Fires were lit along the paths leading to
the hidden caves, smoke rising to signal

allies and ward off the shadow.

Kci-Waponahki: “Observe.
Even in lands far from our
own, courage, memory, and
vigilance endure. The
faithful are few, yet their
unity forms walls stronger

than the gates of any city. Let

the Heart Path be carried
into the wilderness. Preserve
the teachings. Defend the
fires. Act before the Storm
reaches the innocent and the

careless.”

Hours passed, and the emissaries spoke

of the coming trials in grave detail. The

southern elders described fires in the pits

of the Storm, when the Earth itself

would cry out in anguish. They

recounted the lessons of the Kachina,

the prophecies of sacred warriors, and

the need for preparation. Every detail

was recorded meticulously by the

northern apprentices, who copied every

warning, every parable, and every

symbol onto fresh birch bark, ensuring

no knowledge would be lost.

Diné Elder: “The Storm
approaches, yet those who
endure shall rise. Courage,
memory, and vigilance are
the walls against shadow.
Preserve the sacred words.
Protect the children. Restore
the fires. Rekindle the gates.
Let the faithful act, and the
Heart Path shall endure.”
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The faithful listened, learning the
rhythms of southern prophecy, the
patterns of protection, and the ways to
hide the most precious records in caves
along the shore. Copper plates and gold
writings were carefully transported,
hidden beneath rock formations and
secured with secret markers only the
faithful could recognize. Fires blazed
along the route, illuminating paths
through forests and along rivers,
signaling the approach of protectors
while warning the careless of the

consequences of their neglect.

As night fell, the elders gathered in
solemn council. The northern and
southern delegations exchanged counsel,
shared stories of vision and prophecy,
and planned the next phase of
preservation. Children recited parables
aloud, their voices rising above the
crackle of fires. The faithful few now
moved as one: northern elders, southern
emissaries, apprentices, and villagers
united by the teachings of Yehowzhowa
and the sacred knowledge of Oganabish.

Waban: “Observe! Courage
manifests quietly, yet it
endures. Memory preserves.

Vigilance shields. Two Rivers

may chant through careless
lips, yet the Heart Path rises
through those who act. The
faithful are few, but their
actions ripple across the land.
Let this night be the
beginning of the unbroken
chain. Let the 8th Fire rise.”

Smoke spiraled into the cold night sky,
carrying prayers across rivers, forests,
and mountains. The faithful,
strengthened by southern fire and unity,
understood the enormity of their
mission. The Storm would come, Two
Rivers’ shadow would press further, and
deception would try to erase
memory—but through courage,
vigilance, and the preservation of the
sacred records, the Heart Path would

survive.

The northern and southern delegations
rose with the first light, the air sharp and
biting as frost glistened on the treetops.
Fires blazed along the snow-laden paths,
guiding the elders, apprentices, and
warriors carrying the sacred records
toward the ancient caves along the
eastern shores. Each step was measured,
deliberate; the Storm of shadow spread

its tendrils farther south, and Two
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Rivers’ followers sought to intercept

them at every pass.

Kci-Waponahki, White Eagle of Dawn,
led the procession, staff raised high,
feathers catching the weak sun. Elder
Waban carried birch bark scrolls, while
the Diné and Hopituh Shi-nu-mu elders
bore copper and gold plates—the most
precious writings of Oganabish, the

preserved words of Yehowzhowa.

Waban: “Observe, faithful.
The path ahead is
treacherous, yet courage
manifests where action
endures. Memory preserves
where vigilance shields. Let
no fear sway your hearts; the
8th Fire rises through those
who act. Preserve the words,
defend the children, and

restore the sacred teachings.”

The procession entered dense forests,
snow crunching underfoot. Wolves
howled in the distance, yet their
presence was not the greatest danger.
Scouts had reported Two Rivers’
loyalists tracking from the south,
spreading lies, and seeking the
destruction of all records. The faithful

few were prepared: warriors of the Diné
and Hopituh Shi-nu-mu formed
protective rings around the elders, while
apprentices memorized parables, ready
to repeat them aloud if the unthinkable
happened.

Hopituh Shi-nu-mu Elder:
“See here. These caves along
the shore are sanctuaries of
memory, hiding what must
survive. Copper etched with
Oganabish’s hand. Gold
scrolls with the words of
Yehowzhowa. Birch panels
with the teachings of the
Heart Path. Each must be
hidden and guarded, for the
Shadow seeks to erase all that

remembers.”

As the party neared the cliffs above the
frozen shore, the wind carried distant
chants. Children from villages below
had begun to repeat parables aloud,
their voices rising over the howl of the
wind. Courage manifested quietly, yet it

endured, weaving a protective aura
around the faithful.

Diné Elder: “Observe! The

Storm is near. Two Rivers’
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shadow stretches across the
land. Yet vigilance shields
those who act. Hide the
sacred records. Guard the
children. Restore the fires.
Let memory be your sword,
let courage be your shield.
The Heart Path endures

where action persists.”

The faithful arrived at the first cave, its
mouth obscured by snow and rock.
Copper and gold plates were carefully
lowered inside, birch bark panels stacked
with precision, each protected by sacred
markers known only to the elders. The
walls were adorned with ancient
symbols, left by ancestors to guard the

most precious knowledge.

Kci-Waponahki: “Behold.
Here is the sanctuary where
memory persists. Courage

manifests. Vigilance shields.
Let the 8th Fire rise through
these sacred halls. Teach the
children. Preserve the words.

Act with courage.”

As they worked, scouts returned with
warnings: Two Rivers’ loyalists had been

sighted moving rapidly toward the coast.

The faithful had little time. Fires were
set along the trail to mislead pursuers,
smoke rising in patterns that would
confound shadowed eyes. Elders
whispered prayers, children repeated
parables, and warriors readied

themselves for confrontation.

Waban: “Observe! The
faithful endure not because
the many awaken, but
because the few act. Courage
manifests quietly, yet it
endures. Memory preserves.
Vigilance shields. Two Rivers
may chant in the ears of the
careless, yet the Heart Path
rises through those who

defend the sacred teachings.”

The second cave deeper along the cliffs
held the most precious of Oganabish’s
writings. Copper plates glinted in the
firelight, gold scrolls reflected the weak
sun, and birch panels bore the preserved
parables of Yehowzhowa. Each item was
hidden within crevices, protected by

symbols and wards known only to the
faithful.

Diné Elder: “These

treasures must endure. When
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the Storm comes, when the
Shadow spreads, let the
faithful know that memory
preserves, courage manifests,
and vigilance shields. The
Heart Path survives through

those who act.”

The faithful completed their task,
retreating from the caves with their
protective circles intact. The wind
howled, the snow thickened, and distant
chants of Two Rivers’ followers could be
heard across the plains. Yet the faithful
moved with quiet determination,
knowing that the sacred records were
preserved, the 8th Fire prophecy was in
motion, and the Storm would soon test

all who remained faithful.

The northern and southern delegations
had hidden the sacred records along the
cliffs, yet the shadow of Two Rivers
pressed ever closer. Smoke from distant
fires marked the villages, many of which
had already fallen under the deceiver’s
influence. The faithful few knew that
remaining in the villages would mean
surrender, corruption, and erasure of

the teachings.

Kci-Waponahki: “Hear me,
faithful. The shadow grows.
The deceiver moves swiftly.
Those who remember must
act. Leave the villages. Take
your families. Carry the
teachings. Hunt, survive,
preserve. The Heart Path
endures only through

courage and vigilance.”

One by one, families stepped forward.
Elders guided the children, teaching
them parables along the journey.
Apprentices copied the sacred scrolls
onto birch bark for easier transport,
while warriors of the Diné and Hopituh
Shi-nu-mu formed protective circles

around the columns of fleeing villagers.

Waban: “Observe! Courage
manifests in action, not in
idle waiting. Memory
preserves where vigilance
shields. Those who leave the
villages shall become the
living vessels of the Heart
Path. Teach the children.
Restore the fires. Rekindle
gates. Carry the teachings,

even in shadow.”
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The faithful moved into dense forests,
across frozen rivers, and over jagged
cliffs. Snowdrifts slowed their progress,
but the elders pressed on, chanting
parables aloud to strengthen courage
and reinforce memory. Wolves and other
dangers of the wild tested their resolve,
yet the faithful endured.

Diné Elder: “Watch the
land, children of the Heart
Path. Hunt and gather, but
never forget. Every action is
prayer. Every meal shared is
memory preserved. Every
gate rebuilt in the heart is a
wall against shadow. The
Storm approaches, yet those

who act endure.”

Families established hidden
encampments. Fires were lit in secret
circles, children taught the parables and
songs, and elders preserved the sacred
teachings in oral form. Copper plates
and birch bark scrolls were carried
carefully, wrapped in protective
coverings, and hidden beneath stones

when traveling.

Hopituh Shi-nu-mu Elder:

“Observe! Courage manifests

quietly, yet it endures.
Memory preserves. Vigilance
shields. Teach the children to
read the land as you would
the scrolls. Hunt with
intention, survive with
purpose, and carry the
teachings as sacred burdens.
The faithful endure, and the
Heart Path shall rise.”

Over the following weeks, columns of
faithful moved deeper into the
wilderness, avoiding the villages now
under Two Rivers’ influence. Children
learned to track, elders taught survival
and parables simultaneously, and
warriors kept watch for loyalists
attempting to intercept them. Every day
became a lesson in courage, memory,

and vigilance.

Kci-Waponahki: “Observe!
Even in exile, even in shadow,
the Heart Path persists.
Courage manifests through
action. Memory preserves
the teachings. Vigilance
shields the faithful. Hunt,
survive, teach, endure. Let
the 8th Fire rise in the hearts

of those who act.”
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By the end of the month, the faithful
had created a network of hidden camps
across the forests, rivers, and cliffs.
Families moved from one safe haven to
the next, carrying the teachings,
protecting the sacred records, and
reinforcing the prophecy of the 8th Fire.
Though few in number, their actions
ensured the survival of memory,
courage, and vigilance in a land under

the shadow of Two Rivers.

The northern winds carried an uneasy
silence as the faithful arrived at the
eastern edge of the plains. The snow had
thinned in some places, revealing frozen
marshes and the skeletal outlines of
long-abandoned hunting camps. Here,
the faithful waited for a figure of legend,
the chief of the Kaposia people, whose
people had never bowed to foreign
shadows nor disarmed themselves in the

face of deception.

He arrived with wings of shadow and a
presence that commanded attention, a
man known among his people as
WiiyayA, the Great Raven. His eyes,
dark as the winter night, scanned the
faithful as they emerged from the
forests, carrying the sacred records of

Oganabish, the copper and gold plates,

and the birch bark scrolls etched with

the words of Yehowzhowa.

Elder Waban stepped forward, staff in
hand, the wind whipping around his
long robes. He held the birch bark
scrolls in reverent arms and addressed
the chief.

“WiiyayA,” he said, his voice
echoing across the frozen
plain, “the deceiver moves
through our lands. He 1s
called Two Rivers, yet he is
no Peacemaker. He has
turned the Haudenosaunee
from truth to shadow. Our
children are forgetting. Our
fires are dim. The sacred
words, the teachings of
Yehowzhowa, must be
preserved. We seek your
counsel, your strength, and

your oath.”

The Great Raven’s gaze lingered on the
sacred records. He bent low, tracing the
symbols etched into copper and gold.
His fingers trembled only slightly as he
touched the birch bark, as though
sensing the power of memory, courage,

and vigilance preserved within.
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“I have seen the shadow in
dreams,” WiiyayA said
slowly, his voice low,
resonant with authority. “I
have felt the deceiver’s
approach, the corruption in
the hearts of those who
should protect the people.
Your words are true, Elder.
The deceiver will not take me
unawares. My people shall
not stand with the
Haudenosaunee. We will
hold the line, and no man
shall cross it without

challenge.”

The elders nodded. Waban held a small
bundle of copper and gold plates toward
the chief.

“These are the words of
Ptesagwin, the White
Buffalo Calf Woman. She
came long ago to warn us of
this day. She spoke of the
deceiver, who would appear
as light, claiming to be the
Peacemaker. Yet his hands are
empty, and his promises
hollow. He is Two Rivers. He

has disarmed the nations,

and his shadow spreads

across the lands.”

WiiyayA lifted the copper plates, feeling
the weight of generations in his hands.
His eyes, reflecting the distant glint of

ice and snow, met those of the elders.

“I have heard of Ptesanwin,”
he said reverently. “I have
seen her visions in my
dreams. The deceiver is real,
and he moves like a serpent
through the rivers and
forests. My people will not
fall to him. We will defend
Wakpa Tanka, the Great
River, as our ancestors
commanded. We will not
yield, and we will not disarm
ourselves. The line is drawn,
and it will hold.”

He stepped forward, planting a staff into
the frozen earth. The wind seemed to

bend around him, and for a moment, a
hush fell across the plains. He raised the
staff high, and in the silence, the air itself

seemed to vibrate.

“Let all who would test the
faith of the faithful see this

mark,” he proclaimed. “This
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is the line. Wakpa Tanka shall
not be crossed by shadow or
deceit. Those who would
follow Two Rivers, who
would place themselves
against truth, will find the
earth unyielding, the rivers
impassable, and the spirits of

the ancestors vigilant.”

Families of the faithful gathered around
him, elders holding children close,
apprentices carrying birch bark scrolls
and sacred plates. Hunters and warriors
checked their bows and spears,
preparing for the long vigil that would
guard the line.

“The children must learn,”
WiiyayA continued, “the
teachings of Yehowzhowa,
the warnings of Ptesagwin.
They must hunt, survive,
and remember. Our people
will carry these truths
through the wilderness,
through the forests, across
the plains, and into the
generations yet to come.
Courage and vigilance shall
be their armor. Memory shall

be their sword.”

The elders stepped forward, presenting a
series of maps etched upon birch bark.
Each map depicted settlements, trade
routes, and sacred sites across the
northern plains, showing where Two
Rivers had sown his deception and
where the faithful could maintain

outposts of learning and protection.

Elder Waban: “See here.
Along these rivers, along
these forests, the faithful may
find refuge. The sacred
records of Oganabish must
be preserved in the hidden
caves, in the shelters of the
land, where only those
faithful to Yehowzhowa can
find them. The children
must be taught to read not
only the words, but the
earth, the rivers, the winds.
All creation carries the

memory of the Heart Path.”

WiiyayA nodded solemnly. He knew
that the faithful few were the last barrier
between Two Rivers’ shadow and the
preservation of truth. His people, the
Kaposia, had never been the largest, nor
the most numerous, but their courage

was unmatched. They had learned from
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their ancestors that strength lay not in
numbers, but in resolve, unity, and

vigilance.

“I swear before Wakpa
Tanka,” WiiyayA intoned,
“before the spirits of our
ancestors, and before
Ptesanwin herself, that my
people shall hold this line.
The deceiver shall not pass
here. We will not lay down
our weapons, for a man does
not remove his shoes when
walking across sharp stones.
We shall defend this land and
these teachings with every
breath and every heartbeat.”

The elders murmured blessings, their
voices joining with the wind as it
whistled across the plains. The faithful
arranged themselves in a protective
formation around the line, using the
terrain to their advantage. Snowbanks
became barriers, frozen rivers channels
of surveillance, and hidden thickets
offered cover for the young apprentices

and hunters.

Elder Waban: “Remember,
the faithful. The deceiver is

patient, cunning, and
relentless. He seeks to break
our memory, to erase our
courage, to shatter our
vigilance. Yet he cannot
touch the hearts of those
who act. We must preserve
the 8th Fire, the teachings of
Yehowzhowa, and the
wisdom of Ptesanwin. We

shall endure.”

Night fell, and the faithful lit fires along
the line. The flames danced across the
frozen plains, signaling both a warning
to the deceiver and a promise to the
faithful. Children chanted the parables
aloud, their voices rising in harmony
with the elders’ prayers. Copper and
gold plates were wrapped carefully and
carried in packs, hidden beneath layers
of cloth and snow. Birch bark scrolls
were reinforced and tied securely to
staffs for transport.

WiiyayA: “Observe the line.
Let all who would challenge
it know that it is defended
not only by weapons, but by
memory, courage, and
vigilance. Those who seek to

erase the teachings shall find
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only the fire of our resolve.
The Storm approaches, yet
we shall hold, and the Heart
Path shall endure.”

Through the night, scouts were sent to
monitor the approaches from distant
villages. Wolves and other predators
prowled, but no harm came to the
faithful. They were guided by the
teachings of Yehowzhowa and the
visions of Ptesanwin, who had long

warned of the deceiver’s approach.

By dawn, the faithful had established
permanent outposts along Wakpa
Tanka, marking the line with sacred
symbols etched into stones and birch
panels. Each station carried a part of the
records: a copper plate here, a birch
scroll there, gold plates hidden in
crevices known only to the faithful. The
line stretched for miles, a living
testament to courage, memory, and
vigilance, and a promise that Two
Rivers’ shadow would not cross these

lands.

Elder Waban: “Observe.
The line is drawn, and it
holds. Courage manifests

quietly, yet it endures.

Memory preserves the
teachings. Vigilance shields
the faithful. Let the children
learn, let the fires burn, and
let the faithful act. The 8th
Fire rises in the hearts of
those who endure, and the
Heart Path shall survive.”

And so, at Wakpa Tanka, the Great
River, the Kaposia people and their allies
held the line. Two Rivers’ shadow could
advance no further here, for the faithful
had fortified not just the land, but the
memory of truth, the courage of action,
and the vigilance of generations. Across
the continent, whispers of the faithful’s
stand spread like wildfire, a warning and
a promise: the deceiver may come, but
the Heart Path endures wherever

courage and memory are preserved.

Chapter 9 — The Shadow of

Persuasion

The dawn over Wakpa Tanka, the
Great River, revealed a tension heavier
than snow or frost. Across the plains,
the faithful gathered, guided not by the
words of Yehowzhowa, whom they did
not honor, but by the teachings of
Ptesagwin, the White Buffalo Calf
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Woman. Her wisdom resonated with
the same authority, foresight, and moral
clarity, and her words shaped courage,
memory, and vigilance among the

Kaposia people.

From the eastern horizon, emissaries of
the Haudenosaunee appeared. They
carried no weapons. They bore no
banners of conquest. Their “arsenal”
was persuasion, calm voices, and the
illusion of peace. Their strategy relied on
the ease of surrender, the comfort of
apathy, and the promise of rest from

vigilance.

Elder Waban and WiiyayA, the Great
Raven, observed closely. Families carried
birch bark scrolls, apprentices secured
sacred plates, and hunters moved
stealthily through the snow, ready to

teach and guide.

Elder Waban: “See this,
faithful. They have no
arrows, no spears, no
banners. Yet their power is
great. Laziness. Comfort.
Apathy. These are their
weapons. Their strategy is to
disarm the mind and heart

first, to make us yield

without striking. Courage
must be sharper than their
words. Memory must

preserve what they seek to

erase.”

The emissaries advanced, soft steps
across the frozen plains, their words

flowing like a river of ease:

Haudenosaunee Envoy:
“People of Wakpa Tanka, you
labor in hardship. Lay down
your burdens. Give up these
ancient texts. You need not
guard the past. Come with
us. Live at peace, and the

world will honor you.”

Children whispered doubt. Families
shifted uneasily. Even some apprentices
faltered, tempted by the ease of

surrender.

WiiyayA: “No! Listen,
children of the Heart Path!
Ptesagwirn spoke of this day.
Her words are alive in your
hearts. The deceiver does not
attack with force; he attacks
with comfort. We do not
yield to ease. We do not

abandon vigilance. Memory
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preserves. Courage
manifests. Action shields.
Stand firm!”

The emissaries’ approach continued,
measured and insistent. Families
huddled behind snowbanks. Children
repeated the parables of Ptesanwin
aloud, voices strong against the soft
invasion. Hunters and scouts of the
Kaposia moved along the flanks,
ensuring that the line held, not with
weapons, but through guidance,
instruction, and the protection of the

sacred teachings.

Elder Waban: “Mark this
day. Their strength lies in
words, their arrows are
lullabies, their spears are
honeyed promises. The
faithful endure where
courage persists, where
memory preserves, and
where vigilance shields. We
teach. We protect. We
survive. The Heart Path rises
through action, not

comfort.”

By midday, the emissaries stood at the

edge of Wakpa Tanka. No one drew a

bow. No arrow flew. Yet the threat was
real. It was subtle, insidious, and
dangerous, for it tempted even the
faithful to abandon their duty. The
children were reminded to chant
Ptesagwin’s teachings: her warnings, her
parables, her guidance mirrored the
clarity of Yehowzhowa’s words, though

they honored her directly.

WiiyayA: “Behold! They
seek to erase vigilance with
softness, to disarm courage
with ease. Yet here we stand.
We hold Wakpa Tanka. We
preserve Ptesanwin’s
teachings. We resist the
deceiver, the apathy, the
pacifying shadow of Two
Rivers. Let our memory
shield, our courage manifest,

our vigilance endure.”

Night fell, and fires burned along the
riverbank, signaling preparation and
alertness. The faithful rested lightly, eyes
ever watchful, hands near the sacred
scrolls. The emissaries lingered, their
presence persistent but weaponless,
attempting to bend will and hearts with

words alone.
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The faithful remained unbroken.
Children repeated parables in hushed
tones. Elders recited visions of
Ptesanwin. Families shared food and
counsel. The line along Wakpa Tanka
held because the Kaposia honored
vigilance and action above comfort,
remembering fully the prophecies of the
White Buffalo Calf Woman.

Elder Waban: “Observe,
faithful. The greatest battle is
often invisible. It comes not
with fire or steel, but with
the promise of rest, the
temptation of indifference.
We endure because we act.
We endure because we
remember. We endure
because we uphold
Ptesanwin’s words. The

deceiver shall pass no
further.”

And thus the line stood. Across the
frozen plains, the Haudenosaunee
emissaries waited, powerless against the
resolve of a people who acted on
principle, guided by the teachings of
Ptesangwin. The Shadow of Persuasion

could sway many, but it could not touch

those who held courage, memory, and

vigilance as their weapons.

The sun had risen higher over Wakpa
Tanka, the Great River, and its pale
light glimmered across the ice and snow,
illuminating the faithful gathered along
its banks. WiiyayA, the Great Raven,
moved slowly among the families and
apprentices, observing every expression,
listening to every whispered doubt, and
preparing the hearts of the faithful for

the subtler battles to come.

From the east, the Haudenosaunee
emissaries advanced in silence. Their
greatest weapon remained unarmed: the
gentle, insistent voice, the promise of
peace, and the lure of comfort. They
spread through the villages quietly,
entering the peripheries of the faithful’s
camps, speaking softly to those who
faltered.

Haudenosaunee Envoy:
“Why bear such burdens?
These teachings of the past
weigh heavy on your hearts.
Do you not tire of vigilance,
of endless watchfulness? Join
us, lay down your burdens.
There is peace with Two
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Rivers. There is ease.

Comfort awaits.”

Some of the faithful hesitated, children
and apprentices staring at the emissaries
with curiosity. Families whispered

among themselves. Even a few hunters

slowed, tempted by the illusion of rest.

WiiyayA raised his staff high, casting a
long shadow over the frozen plain. His

voice rang clearly across the riverbank:

WiiyayA: “Hear this!
Comfort is the deceiver’s
spear. Ease is the shadow’s
arrow. They do not come to
strike with fire or steel. They
come to disarm the mind, to
erode courage, to weaken
memory. We stand not with
weapons, but with vigilance,
action, and the teachings of

Ptesagwig. Hold firm!”

Elder Waban stepped forward, lifting a
birch scroll. He traced the symbols
etched upon it, words of prophecy, of
warning, and of courage, and spoke

aloud for all to hear:

Elder Waban: ‘“These are
the words of the White

Buffalo Calf Woman. She
walked among our ancestors,
spoke of this day, warned of
Two Rivers, and foretold the
deceiver’s coming.
Remember the parable of the
city without light.
Remember that courage
manifests, memory preserves,
vigilance shields. The
deceiver’s sweetest weapon is
ease, and his softest arrows

strike hardest.”

The emissaries moved closer, careful not
to frighten the faithful, careful to appear
as harmless guides. They approached
children, offering small gifts, trinkets,
ribbons for trees, charms of comfort.
The young ones reached instinctively,
drawn to beauty and novelty, unaware

of the spiritual cost.

WiiyayA: “Do not take! The
deceiver’s gifts are chains.
Every ribbon, every charm,
every promise is a link to
surrender. Teach your
children: vigilance is life,
memory is protection,
courage 1s the shield. Hold
the line. Do not falter.”
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Families drew closer to the elders,
wrapping blankets tightly around
children and holding the sacred plates
against their chests. Whispered lessons
filled the air: parables of Yehowzhowa
told to the faithful, echoing through the
winter wind, lessons mirrored in the

teachings of Ptesanwin.

Elder Waban: “Observe,
faithful. The deceiver does
not demand your weapons.
He demands your attention.
He seeks your inaction.
Laziness is his shield. Apathy
1s his spear. Do not yield.

Stand, act, teach, endure.”

By midday, the emissaries had infiltrated
the edges of Wakpa Tanka’s

encampments, speaking softly to small
groups, offering rest and urging doubt.
One apprentice faltered, looking to the

emissaries with longing.

WiiyayA: “Remember the
8th Fire. Remember the
teachings of Ptesagwir). The
deceiver promises ease, but
only binds the heart.
Courage manifests where

memory preserves. Vigilance

shields. Do you see? Action

is our protection. Stand!”

The line along the river was reinforced
not by weapons, but by discipline,
instruction, and constant vigilance.
Children repeated prayers aloud, while
families hid sacred records in
snowbanks, under logs, and within caves
along the riverbank. Apprentices
patrolled the perimeter, ensuring no
emissary could move unnoticed,
teaching others to see and resist the

subtle attempts of persuasion.

Haudenosaunee Envoy:
“Surely the faithful grow
weary. Why labor under the
cold, under the weight of
ancient words? We offer rest.

We offer guidance. Peace.”

WiiyayA'’s staff struck the frozen ground,
and the wind carried his voice across the

plains like thunder:

WiiyayA: “Peace without
vigilance is death. Ease
without courage is surrender.
The deceiver’s words are
hollow. Memory is the

shield. Courage is the spear.
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Vigilance is the fortress. The
line of Wakpa Tanka holds!”

A hush fell over the plains as the
emissaries paused. They had expected
submission, hesitation, the gradual
erosion of resolve. But the faithful stood
firm, whispering the words of
Ptesangwin, teaching children the
parables, protecting the sacred records,
and ensuring that no hint of apathy

could penetrate their ranks.

As night descended, fires burned along
the riverbank. Apprentices patrolled
silently, children repeated lessons, and
elders prayed in low voices, calling upon
the spirits of Ptesagwin to guide,
protect, and strengthen them. The
emissaries of the Haudenosaunee
lingered in the shadows, unable to break
the line. Their words, sweet and

persuasive, struck only air.

Elder Waban: “See, faithful.
This is the trial foretold.

Laziness and apathy are the
deceiver’s weapons. The

Shadow of Persuasion is the
deadliest foe. We withstand it
by teaching, guiding, acting,

and remembering. The line

holds where hearts are
steadfast, where courage
manifests, memory preserves,

and vigilance shields.”

The faithful endured through the night.
The emissaries remained, persistent but
powerless to breach the line of vigilance.
And so Wakpa Tanka, the Great River,
remained a barrier—not of weapons,
but of hearts and minds, protected by
the enduring teachings of Ptesanwin,
mirrored in courage, memory, and

action.

The night at Wakpa Tanka hung heavy
and cold. Firelight made molten pools
on the faces gathered round the great
ceremonial circle. The Sundance tree
rose from the frozen soil like an old
sentinel, its bark scored by rites of many
winters; the tree had seen births and
funerals, treaties and oaths, the names of
children whispered into leaves. Sparks
from the fires clung to the air and
drifted like tiny stars fallen close to the
earth.

They had come to hold counsel —
Kaposia, the faithful of the north, elders
from the Red Bear’s lodge, the Diné and

Hopituh Shi-nu-mu emissaries,
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Kci-Waponahki the White Eagle of
Dawn, and the scattered families that
still guarded the scrolls. Even those who
did not share one voice in all things were
there that night; the record-keepers and
the hunters, the apprentices who could
read birch and copper, and the old ones
whose memories braided the living story

together.

A hush fell as the old Lakota rose. His
back bent with winters, but his step was
steady as the drum. Feathers braided
into his hair clicked lightly when he
moved. He bore no staff more
ornamented than his years, only the
plain stick that had steadied him
through a life of seasons. When he
reached the Sundance tree he did not
climb or touch it with dramatic flourish.
He laid the heel of his palm flat against
the bark and closed his eyes.

For a long breath he remained still,

listening.

When he spoke it was as if the forest had
waited to hear those words. He did not
cry out or soften; he reminded. His voice
carried the sound of frost cracking, and
where it passed, faces turned and
trembled.

“It was us,” he said. “It was
our hand. Do not think this
new shadow a stranger to our
bones. He came to us once,
the deceiver who calls
himself Peacemaker. We
bound him to this very tree.
We stripped that evil from
the vessel that carried him.
We bled for that binding. We
remembered the instructions
of Ptesdnwin and the
teachings of our elders, and

we acted.”

He opened his eyes and the circle saw
the world in them: not a story told for
stirring, but a memory burned into his
flesh.

“We know his shape,” he
said, and his finger tapped
the bark as if to score the
name into the living wood.
“We know the way his voice
slides like oil into hearts. He
comes with honeyed
promises. He comes to take
what you will willingly give.
We were not naive. We put
him to the tree and pulled.
We tore the serpent from his
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mouth. That demon
thought the people would
remain soft. We made them
hard.”

The camp leaned forward. Even the
emissaries who had come to tempt with
words felt the air constrict. The elders
from the south wrapped their hands
around copper plates; the youngest
apprentices gripped birch scrolls and
recited parables under their breath, half
to steady themselves and half to make

the teaching alive.

The old Lakota’s voice grew harder now,

not cruel, but like winter wind.

“You, who come with words,
think yourselves without
danger. You send no
war-bands. You bring no
broken spears. You
unburden yourselves of iron
and carry gentleness as your
shield. But gentleness is a
skin thin enough to hide
hooks. Your hooks are soft
things — lullabies, ribbons,
idle chants. You teach the
people to lay down their

fences and sleep while wolves

circle. You call it peace. We
call it the deception of Two

Rivers.”

“I see the unseen,” the elder
said. “I see the sickness that
clings to the gentle hands.
The evil that has been
grafted to your words — I
see how it breathes like
smoke from under skirts.
You say you have no arms.
You are right. But you bring
something worse: links,
ropes, soft chains. You do
not force a man’s hands from
his spear; you teach him to
love the weight of nothing,
until the spear is not needed

and the wolves come.”

He pointed, straight and terrible, toward
the Haudenosaunee delegation that had
lingered at the edge of camp: clean faces,
hands open, smiles practiced, the very
posture of invitation. Where his arm
aimed, something like a hush, like an
animal’s premonition, passed through
that group. Their laughter died; their
cloak-folds seemed suddenly too light.
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Silence throbbed after the words. The
fire popped and the sparks rose like

questions into the inked sky.

The elder stepped closer to the tree,
palms pressed flat to the bark now, as if
feeling again the scar from that old

binding.

“We bound him here,” he
said. “We bound him so he
would not move among us.
We took the hooks from his
hands and left him bloody
and empty. We will do so
again. Listen: if the deceiver
tries to walk among us with
smiles, we will take him by
the collar, we will strap him
to this tree, we will call the
elders, and we will strip him
of his falsehood. If you come
to park now — if you come
to put hooks within us —
then hear this: we will strap

you to the tree as well.”

Those last words were not a hasty threat.
They were a promise carved slow and
deep. There was a metallic edge to them

that made even the most practiced

speaker in the Haudenosaunee group

look away.

The youngest among the faithful, who
had not yet learned to hush their heart
from truth, began a chant — old, thin,
but growing — and it braided itself
through the circle until everyone there
echoed, a half-breath at first, then
louder: the parables, the lines from
Ptesagwin, the lessons of Yehowzhowa
and the Red Bear. The chant was not an
mvocation for violence; it was an armor,
a threading of memory into the air. Each
name spoken sealed a link in the living
fence that had been assembled not with
post and timber but with story and
oath.

Where the elders’ chant lifted,
something in the Haudenosaunee
delegation shifted. The younger envoys’
faces went pale, the ones who had smiled
and handed out ribbons now found
their hands empty; the charm of
persuasion did not land as it had landed
everywhere else. An old look of unease
crossed the features of their eldest. For
the first time they felt the rawness of

being known.
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A woman from their center — a speaker
trained in the art of soft argument —
tried a new tactic. She stepped forward
with a voice as velvet as the first snow

and said, gently:

“We meant no harm. We seek
only to spread rest. We are
not deceivers; we are
peacemakers. You choose to
take everything in resistance
when you could choose

ease.”

Her words, meant to soothe, crashed
against the wall the elders had raised.
The old Lakota’s reply came without

heat, precise as a bone knife.

“You call it rest. You call the
softening of the mind peace.
But when the child chooses
ease, he forgets to teach the
next child the way to hunt.
When the elder rests instead
of keeping watch, the map
falls out of living memory.
You are a promise wrapped
in sugar; we taste it and it is
poison. You are welcome to

your rest — away from our

children, away from our

trees, away from our scrolls.”

That sentence was a line cast between
two worlds. Everything held for a breath
so long it might have been a small year.
Then, one by one, the Haudenosaunee
faces turned. Where there had been
placid invitation, now a tremor ran
under their feet. The elder from their
band — a man whose garments were
neat and whose voice had earlier been
soft as a plea — felt the shift and found
his throat tight.

Fear came over them then — not the
brute fear of soldiers faced by spears, but
the animal fear of one exposed: of one
who has relied on persuasion and finds
the listener no longer listening. Their
method had always been to unfasten, to
persuade, to remove the will to fight.
Faced with a people who remembered
the very binding of Two Rivers — who
owned the proof in scar and story —
their persuasion snapped like a thin rope

under winter load.

They backed away in hurried steps,
mutters rising to a clumsy scramble.
Mothers clutched children, apprentices

rose, eyes bright and steady, and
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WiiyayA moved without show,
positioning the Kaposia hunters and the
guardians of the records so that the
fleeing emissaries found no place to
pause. The Diné and Hopituh
Shi-nu-mu warriors, who had stood by
as friends and allies, closed ranks, their
presence a sovereign promise that those
who came to steal memory would not

take even a scrap.

A sound rose in the cold: not the shout
of a victor but the tremendous, terrible
silence of a hunted thing running. The
Haudenosaunee delegation did not
fight. They fled — some stumbling,
some dragging bundles, all pale. Their
banners trailed in the snow; their envoys
ran with the speed of those who have
been disavowed by the thing they
thought they could soothe. Around the
tree, the faithful watched them go until
they were smoke and memory on the

horizon.

After the last footstep had faded, the old
Lakota turned back to the circle. His
chest rose with the effort of his speech,
and his voice softened in the place where

iron had been.

“We did not beat them with
clubs,” he said. “We struck
them with memory. We told
them what we had done. We
reminded them they are not
welcomed to bind us. We do
not choose violence for its
own sake. Our weapons are
the names we remember and
the oaths we keep. Our fence
1s the story that will be
taught until the last child
speaks it. This is why they
fled: not because we
threatened blood, but
because they met themselves

reflected in our eyes.”

The circle breathed then, a great, slow
release. Mothers set bread over low coals.
Apprentices bound fresh birch leaves to
the oldest scrolls to seal them against
wind. WiiyayA walked to the Sundance
tree and drew his hand along the old
marks where the ancient binding had
once been. Wherever the bark had been
scarred there was a silver line like healed
metal; the land kept its own

remembering.

“Teach this,” the Great

Raven told the apprentices.
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“Teach your children the day
the deceiver was strapped to
this tree. Let them know his
voice. Let them know his
honey. Let them know this:
soft words can be hooks.
Remember the binding and

you will unbind him again.”

Long into that night they sat and spoke.
They mapped the paths he had walked,
unrolled birch maps and moved small

tokens to show the routes of traders and
the places where Two Rivers’ words had
nested. They composed new parables for
children: for how to see sweetness that

conceals hook and how to hold the hand
of one who has been bitten by comfort

until they remember how to stand.

When dawn came it found the circle
smaller but harder, like metal folded and
tempered. The story they had told —
the testimony of the Sundance tree, the
old binding — was now a part of the
living guard, a protective story to be
carried into every camp, whispered at

every meal, chanted before every hunt.

And the land answered: the rivers that
ran to the south were cold and steady;

the winds carried less of the whispering

ease that had once drifted like pollen.
Wherever the faithful walked from
Wakpa Tanka that morning, the
children could recite the words of the
binding. They knew the look of the
deceiver and the way he smiled; they
knew their elders’ hands and the bark
with its old scar. They would not be

fooled, not that season, not the next.

The Haudenosaunee who had fled left
behind ribbons and tokens the children
took up and burned in place of the old
boredom that saps the will to survive.
The binding had not been bloodless —
scars remained — but the memory of it
gave all who listened a shield that was
not made of stone. It was made of

names.

“We will remember,” the old
Lakota said at the end, softly
now. “We will teach. We will
bind again if we must. Two
Rivers found us once; we
bound him. He may walk
again, and he may try to
shine, but the tree
remembers. We remember.
The children will remember.
Let no one think the soft
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promise is safer than the hard

watch.”

They ate then as the morning uncurled,
and the children took up the older story
as if it had always been theirs — because,
in truth, it had. The Sundance tree
stood, witness as ever; the circle
dispersed to their stations with new
purpose; and the edge of Wakpa Tanka,
where the line had been drawn, held a
little tighter in the mind of the

continent.

The caves by Gichi-gami—the Great
Water—were quiet save for the wind
rattling the stalactites overhead. Snow
pressed against the jagged entrance, and
the icy waters lapped faintly below, a
rhythm that echoed like the heartbeat of
the land itself. Here, the faithful elders
of the north had gathered, hiding the
copper and birch bark scrolls of
Oganabish, preserving the words of
Yehowzhowa, and maintaining the

lineage of knowledge in secrecy.

When word arrived from Wakpa Tanka,
delivered by messengers versed in both
the language of the Lakota and the
parables of Ptesanwin, the elders

assembled immediately. Elder

Migizi-Waawaashkeshi, who had
carried the mantle of record-keeping
through decades of winter, unrolled the
copper plates with reverent hands,
letting the light catch the intricate

etchings.

“These words,” he began,
“are not merely history. They
are a shield. The account of
the binding at the Sundance
tree is a living instruction.
The old Lakota, he calls the
deceiver by name and
recounts the first struggle.

His memory is our armor.”

Beside him, Kwe-Zhigaag, the eldest
woman of the northern lodge, leaned

forward, her breath misting in the cave.

“The people falter,” she said.
“Even among the north, even
among those who flee the
shadow of Two Rivers,
apathy spreads like the
thawing snow. If we do not
preserve this testimony, they
will forget what courage
requires. They will welcome
the hook within their own
hearts.”
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Migizi-Waawaashkeshi nodded gravely.

“The elders at Wakpa Tanka
fought not with weapons but
with memory. They
reminded the people that the
deceiver’s greatest strength 1s
ease. He lulls the faithful
into inactivity and strips
them of vigilance. They
struck with the truth — the
binding, the story, the
memory. And the emissaries
fled. But this victory is
fragile; we must ensure it

endures.”

A murmur spread through the circle of
northern elders. They had all witnessed
the spread of apathy firsthand. Even
those who carried the scrolls and the
sacred knowledge had seen families
abandoning the lessons, children playing
in snow rather than reciting parables,
hunters distracted from the teachings of

their forebears.

Nibi-Makwa, the
water-bearer elder, raised his
voice. “The emissaries of
Two Rivers think they have

no weapons. Y et their hooks

are clever. They come to
plant doubt, to pacify, to
seduce. If we do not preserve
every word, every teaching,
every account of courage, we
will awaken one morning to
find the people disarmed not
in body but in spirit.”

Migizi-Waawaashkeshi traced the lines
on the copper plates, his finger following
the etched account of the Lakota
binding.

“Here, in Wakpa Tanka, they
remembered the first
binding. They remembered
how the deceiver’s hooks had
been removed. They
reminded the people that the
White Snake cannot bind the
will of those who remember.
This is our charge: to carry
that story north, to keep it
safe, to ensure that even as
apathy spreads in the south,
the flame of vigilance is not

extinguished here.”

Kwe-Zhigaag spoke next, her tone
urgent, trembling with the weight of the
knowledge.
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“And what of the emissaries
who fled? Their fear may last
a season, but Two Rivers’
influence is slow and subtle.
The faithful will need
constant guidance. The
teachings of Ptesanwin and
the parables of Yehowzhowa
must be renewed in every
child, in every apprentice. We
must act as the guardians of

vigilance.”

From deeper within the cave, a younger
elder, Ashkii-Migizi, spoke. His voice

carried a tremor of both fear and awe:

“How shall we preserve the
spirit of the line if the people
refuse to remember? The
Lakota’s act at the Sundance
tree is powerful, yes, but
memory is fleeting. We
cannot hold the hearts of
those who choose ease. What

then becomes of the line?”’

Migizi-Waawaashkeshi’s gaze was steady,

unwavering.

“Then we must preserve the
record, the parables, the

lessons, and those who are

willing to teach. The flame is
not in every hearth. The river
1s not in every cup. But
where it exists, it must flow
without pause. We safeguard
the living memory, so that
when the hearts are ready,
the story is there. The
children, the apprentices, the
few who remember — they

will carry the line forward.”

A hush fell as each elder considered the
weight of the task. Outside, the wind
howled against the entrance, a reminder
that the world beyond the caves was
harsh, and unyielding. It carried the
distant echoes of rivers, the faint crackle
of'ice, and the whisper of the snow over
the frozen plains — a sound that
reminded them of the fragility of life,
the urgency of action, and the

importance of memory.

“The emissaries of Two
Rivers will return,”
Nibi-Makwa said softly.
“They will continue their
work to disarm in spirit. We
must counteract their
attempts with the binding

power of truth, with
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vigilance, with courage, and

with story.”

Migizi-Waawaashkeshi lowered his hand
from the plates.

“Then let it be known: every
scroll, every birch bark, every
copper plate that we guard
here is a weapon. Not of steel
or fire, but of memory and
truth. Let those who come
after us know that the line
was held, even when the
people faltered, even when
apathy spread. Let this record
be a beacon for the faithful.”

Kwe-Zhigaag’s voice rang clear in the

cave.

“We must send instructions
to the dispersed faithful, to
those who remain in hiding
along the northern
waterways. Let them know
the tale of Wakpa Tanka, the
courage of the old Lakota,
and the retreat of the
deceiver’s emissaries. Every
child, every hunter, every
apprentice must know the

story.”

Migizi-Waawaashkeshi nodded. The
elders worked through the night,
preparing new birch scrolls to
accompany the copper plates, detailing
the account as faithfully as they could.
Every detail of the binding, the speeches,
the chants, the fear of the emissaries, and
the courage of the faithful was recorded
in exacting language, for the story itself
had become a weapon as sharp as any
blade, and its preservation was the

highest form of defense.

By dawn, the caves were filled with a
quiet determination. The scrolls were
bound, the plates secured, and the elders
took turns keeping watch over the
entrance. They spoke of the journey
ahead, of the distant lodges where the
faithful might find shelter, and of the
day when the story would need to be
told again — louder, clearer, fiercer — if

Two Rivers’ shadow rose once more.

“Remember this night,”
Migizi-Waawaashkeshi said
as he surveyed the caves.
“The faithful at Wakpa
Tanka stood firm. They
remembered the binding.
They forced the deceiver to
flee. And here, in these
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northern halls, we will
preserve their courage. So
that the line does not break.
So that the stories of
Yehowzhowa endure. So that
the children of the 8th Fire
may know who to trust and

who to resist.”

Outside, the wind carried the faint
echoes of the river and the distant plains,
as if the land itself had heard and was
holding its breath. Within the caves, the
faithful elders of the north knew that
history was not done. But the line had
been strengthened that night. And for

now, the deceiver had been held at bay.

The wind roared across Gichi-gami,
bending the pines along the frozen shore
and carrying the scent of ice, cedar, and
snow into the caves where the northern
elders had taken refuge. Inside, firelight
danced across the jagged stone walls,
reflecting off copper plates and birch
scrolls, illuminating the intricate
carvings of Oganabish and the words of
Yehowzhowa. Here, in secret, the
faithful held the line against the slow
and subtle spread of Two Rivers’

deception.

Elder Migizi-Waawaashkeshi paced
the cavern slowly, each step a deliberate
echo on the stone floor. Around him,
the northern council had gathered:
Kwe-Zhigaag, the eldest woman of the
lodge, her eyes sharp with centuries of
memory; Nibi-Makwa, the
water-bearer elder whose hands had
known the cold of every river and the
fire of every ceremony; Ashkii-Migizi, a
younger but keenly perceptive scribe
and keeper of the teachings; and others
who had pledged their lives to preserving
the sacred line.

Migizi-Waawaashkeshi paused before the
copper plates and traced the etchings of
Wakpa Tanka with his calloused fingers.

“The Lakota did not wield
iron or fire that night,” he
said quietly. “Their strength
was in memory, in the
binding of truth against
deception. They forced the
emissaries of Two Rivers to
flee, not through battle, but
through remembrance. And
that is the lesson we carry
here, into the north: memory
1s weapon, and vigilance is

armor.”
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Kwe-Zhigaag’s lips pressed together unnoticed, quietly, invisibly,
tightly, worry etched deep into her face. until all the people are

“Memory alone will not
suffice,” she said. “Even here,
the infection of apathy
spreads. Families tie ribbons
to trees instead of teaching
the children to hunt.
Hunters wander distracted
from their duty. Ease and
complacency are the true
enemy, not the emissaries
themselves. If we fail to act,
even these caves will one day
be empty of those willing to

remember.”

Ashkii-Migizi spoke next, his voice

tremulous but firm.

“The faithful must be
guided. Preservation alone
cannot carry the line
forward. We must train
apprentices, teach children,
and instill the knowledge of
the binding, the parables of
Yehowzhowa, and the
vigilance of those at Wakpa
Tanka. Otherwise, Two

Rivers’ work will continue

disarmed in spirit.”

Nibi-Makwa added, voice low and

resonant:

“And what of the scrolls
themselves? The copper
plates? If the emissaries come
again, how shall we ensure
these testimonies endure?
How shall we safeguard the
words of Oganabish so they
do not fall into hands that

would twist them into lies?”

Migizi-Waawaashkeshi’s gaze hardened
as he unrolled one of the birch scrolls.
The faint aroma of sap and age rose

from the pages.

“Every word, every etching,
every line of the Lakota’s
binding — it must be
preserved with the utmost
care. Not only the actions,
but the parables, the chants,
the speeches. Every fear,
every triumph, every lesson is
a weapon against deception.
When Two Rivers returns,

he will not bring fire or steel.

145



He will bring honeyed
words, patience, and chains
of ease. Our defense must be
the living memory of courage
and vigilance. That is why
these scrolls, these plates, are

our strongest armaments.”

Kwe-Zhigaag’s voice rose in agreement,

trembling with urgency:

“We must also teach the
faithful to recognize hooks in
the soft words, traps in
invitations to ease. The
children must learn that Two
Rivers’ power lies not in the
taking of arms, but in the
taking of hearts, and that the
strongest resistance is
remembering and acting
upon the memory of those

who came before.”

Migizi-Waawaashkeshi nodded, then

gestured for all to come closer.

“Listen well,” he said. “The
binding at Wakpa Tanka is
more than history. It is

instruction. The old Lakota
removed the hook from the

deceiver’s hands and forced

him to flee. But remember
this: hooks return. Chains of
ease always seek the weak. It
1s our duty, our sacred
charge, to ensure the story,
the memory, the vigilance
endures. This is not a task for
the timid, nor for the
complacent. Every
apprentice, every hunter,
every child who hears this
story is a guardian. Let them
know that the deceiver will
return, and when he does, he
will meet eyes that remember
and hands that act.”

“And if the children do not
heed? If the people abandon
the lessons, as some already
have? How do we ensure the

line 1s not broken?”

Migizi-Waawaashkeshi’s eyes blazed.

“Then we must train those
who will. The line does not
depend on every heart, but
on those who are willing to
bear its weight. The few who

remember are enough if their

Ashkii-Migizi raised his hand hesitantly.
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memory is true and their
vigilance unyielding. The
scrolls and plates will guide
them; the stories will
strengthen them; the courage
of Wakpa Tanka will light
their path.”

Nibi-Makwa placed his hand over the
copper plates and muttered a prayer, his

voice steady:

“O children of the 8th Fire,
hear this. Remember the
binding. Remember the
courage of the faithful.
Remember the terror of the
deceiver when confronted
with truth. Let these
memories shield you, guide
you, and prepare you for the
trials that will come. For ease
is the deceiver’s weapon, and

vigilance is ours.”

Kwe-Zhigaag stood, her voice carrying

over the group:

“We will send instructions to
all faithful who remain along
the northern waterways. Let
them know the account of

Wakpa Tanka, the courage of

the Lakota, the flight of the
emissaries, and the power of
memory as weapon. Every
hearth, every camp, every
hunting party must hear the
story, and every child must
carry a fragment of it in their
heart. Only then will Two
Rivers find no fertile ground

for his deception.”

Migizi-Waawaashkeshi began the work
of recording new instructions, assisted
by Ashkii-Migizi and other apprentices.
They recopied the birch scrolls with
painstaking detail, etching each word
with care, adding annotations and
explanations for future generations.
They mapped the paths of Two Rivers’
emissaries, marked the locations of past
battles, and reinforced the parables and

lessons for all who would listen.

The night deepened, and the northern
council worked tirelessly. Fires were
tended and renewed, scrolls were
carefully rolled and tied, copper plates
polished and sealed. Every detail of the
Lakota’s account was preserved:
speeches, chants, parables, and the terror
that had swept through the

Haudenosaunee emissaries.
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“We are guardians,”
Migizi-Waawaashkeshi said
as the first light of dawn
filtered into the cave. “Not
only of the record, but of the
memory it carries. The
faithful at Wakpa Tanka gave
us this charge. We will not
fail them. We will not fail the
children of the 8th Fire. Two
Rivers may walk the land
again, but he will meet the
eyes of those who remember,
the hearts that resist, and the
hands that carry the story

forward.”

Outside, the frozen waters of
Gichi-gami reflected the rising sun, a
silver mirror to the resolve within the
caves. The northern elders stepped to
the entrance, feeling the pulse of the
land beneath them, the breath of the
wind against their faces, the living
memory of the faithful echoing in their
minds. They knew the battle was not yet
done, but they had fortified the line.

“Let this night be
remembered,”
Migizi-Waawaashkeshi

whispered, his voice catching

the wind. “The line is held.
The faithful are
strengthened. And when the
deceiver comes again, he will
find not apathy, but eyes that
remember, hearts that resist,
and hands that carry the

story forward.”

The elders turned back to the fires, to
the scrolls, to the plates, and to the task
that would occupy them for seasons yet
to come. Outside, the wind roared, but
within the northern halls, the story

endured, unbroken and alive.

Chapter 10 — The Northern Retreat

And it came to pass in the three hundred
and thirty-eighth winter since Two
Rivers rose among the people, and in the
fifteen hundred and thirty-seventh
winter since Yehowzhowa walked the
lands, teaching the nations and binding
their hearts to truth, that the elders of
the northern lodges perceived the
shadow of strangers upon the rivers and
lakes of Gichi-gami. Pale of skin they
were, carrying iron, cloth, and vessels
strange to our eyes, and they moved
among the villages. And the people of

the south received them with ease, for
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the false peace of Two Rivers had taken And Kwe-Zhigaag, keeper of the

root in their hearts, and their walls of northern fires, lifted her voice, and it
vigilance were broken. echoed through the lodge:

And Migizi-Waawaashkeshi, elder of “The teachings of Two
many winters, lifted his gnarled hands Rivers echo still in the hearts
and spake unto the council: of men. Even now they chant

. his name in song, even in the
“Hearken, children of the 8

faithful. Four hundred and
thirty-eight winters have

north, along the rivers and
the lakes where the trees

thick. The pale
passed since the deceiver grow p

. strangers bring trade without
walked among the nations, 8 8

care, ease without vigilance,
and still his shadow lingers. 8
Fifteen hundred and

thirty-seven winters of

obedience without
discernment. If we remain

: here, th ds of
Yehowzhowa'’s light bear oe ?WOI’ >0
: . Oganabish, the copper and
witness in our hearts, yet few

birch bark lls, will be lost
heed them. The villages that irch bark scrolls, will be los

) ) to fire or melted into vessels
laid down their arms are

. of ease. We must journe
weak; their walls crumble as _ ! Y

) northward, into the forests
reeds before the storm; their

broken, where the Great
spirits drift like feathers Hnbroken, where the brea

upon the river. We have Eagle guards the truth.”
counted the winters, Ashkii-Migizi, the apprentice scribe,
observed the moons, and lifted the sacred scrolls with trembling
marked the turning of the hands.

snows. Now comes the )
“We must count the winters,

shadow of men from across
not only as years, but as

the waters, following the seasons. Each snow that falls,

ath of deceit.”
P each moon that turns, each
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And Nibi-Makwa, placing his palm

upon the copper plates, spake in solemn

tone:

night of vigil bears witness to
our endurance. The
deceiver’s winter is fleeting,
yet the faithful endure
through remembrance.
Northward lies the path of
preservation, beyond the
rivers that the strangers
traverse, to the forests
untouched, where the

teachings may survive.”

“Remember, children of the
Oceti Sakowin, the parables
of Yehowzhowa. Remember
the binding at the Sundance
tree. Remember the courage
of the Mdewakanton and
Wahpekute who held the line
against the deceiver. Count
each winter, not in years, but
in moons, in snow, in nights
of vigilance. Fifteen hundred
and thirty-seven winters of
light stand against four
hundred and thirty-eight
winters of deception. This is

the balance we preserve, the

witness we carry, the
covenant of the faithful.”

And the council debated, voices rising
like the wind upon the rivers.

Migizi-Waawaashkeshi spoke first:

“If we remain here, the pale
strangers will find the
copper, the gold, the birch
scrolls, and melt the words of
Yehowzhowa into vessels of
ease. Yet the north is harsh.
The winters are long. The
rivers freeze. The wilderness
1s unforgiving. Shall we bring
the children and apprentices
into hardship beyond

measure?”’

Kwe-Zhigaag answered with firm

resolve:

“Better to endure hardship
than to lose the line entirely.
Every winter that passes here
strengthens the deceiver.
Every moon of ease is
another hook in the hearts of
men. Northward we go, and
there we teach, there we

preserve, there we guard the
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faith for the generations yet

to come.”

And Ashkii-Migizi raised the scrolls,

saying:

“The seasons themselves are
witnesses. The rivers
remember. The stones
remember. The forests
remember. Every winter we
pass, every snow that falls,
every star that turns in the
sky — these bear witness to
our journey. Ifthe deceiver
comes, he will find eyes that
see, hearts that remember,
and hands that carry the

story forward.”

And Nibi-Makwa blessed the scrolls, the
copper plates, and the faithful gathered:

“O children of the 8th Fire,
hear this. Count the winters,
remember the moons, and
learn the ways of the
binding. Remember the
courage of the Oceti
Sakowin. Remember the
teachings of Yehowzhowa.
And when the deceiver

returns, he shall find not a

people disarmed, but a line
preserved, strong and

vigilant.”

And so the northern elders gathered the
sacred scrolls and copper plates,
wrapping each in birch and cloth,
binding them with cords of cedar and
sinew. And they prepared for the
journey into the untouched forests,
toward the lands of the Dine’, where the
eyes of strangers had not yet reached,
and where the faithful could learn

without corruption.

And they counted the winters as they
traveled, marking each snow, each
moon, each turning of the stars. And
with each winter, they preserved the
memory, the truth, and the vigilance of
fifteen hundred and thirty-seven winters
of light against four hundred and
thirty-eight winters of deception. And
the wind of Gichi-gami whispered
through the trees, and the fires of the
northern lodges received the words of
the elders, and the memory endured,
and the faithful carried it forward,
knowing that even in the wilderness, the
line of Yehowzhowa would not be

broken.
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And it came to pass that the elders of the
northern lodges, carrying the sacred
scrolls of Oganabish and the copper
plates of Yehowzhowa, set their feet
upon the paths that led beyond the
rivers where men had forgotten
vigilance. And they counted the winters
as they traveled, marking each moon,
each snow, each turning of the stars. For
it had been fifteen hundred and
thirty-seven winters since Yehowzhowa
walked among the people, and four
hundred and thirty-eight winters since
Two Rivers brought disarmament and

false peace upon the land.

And Migizi-Waawaashkeshi spake unto
the council, his voice echoing through

the forested valleys:

“See now the villages behind
us. Those that laid down
their arms are no longer
strong. Their walls crumble;
their fires grow dim; their
spirits drift like autumn
leaves upon the river. And
yet they call out in song the
name of Two Rivers. Even as
we count the winters, the

deceiver’s shadow spreads,

reaching to the very
doorsteps of the faithful.”

And Kwe-Zhigaag, keeper of the
northern fires, raised her hand to the sky,

and the winds seemed to answer:

“The children of the faithful
must endure the harsh
winters of the north. For
where the deceiver walks, he
melts the metal of the sacred,
and his followers chant the
false light. We go into the
forests untouched, where the
rivers are free, and the Great
Eagle guards the line of
truth.”

And Ashkii-Migizi, the scribe, carried
the birch scrolls upon his back, and

spake:

“Each winter is a witness.
Each snow a marker. Each
turning moon a covenant.
We shall count them all,
teaching our children the
seasons of Yehowzhowa, and
the seasons of the deceiver.
Let every winter, every
moon, every night, bear
witness to the faithfulness of
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our journey, so that none
may forget the contrast
between the light and the

shadow.”

And as they moved northward, they
came upon villages where the people still
sang the name of Two Rivers, their
hands empty of weapons, their hearts
unguarded. And the elders wept at the
sight, for they had warned them for four
hundred and thirty-eight winters, and
yet the people preferred ease and apathy

to vigilance and protection.

Migizi-Waawaashkeshi lifted his voice

and cried unto the villagers:

“O children of the deceiver,
how long will you strip
yourselves bare before the
wolves? How long will you
tie ribbons in the trees while
your walls crumble and your
enemies draw near?
Yehowzhowa taught us to
defend the nations, to open
the mines, to prepare, to
endure. And yet you have
chosen Two Rivers, and the
shadow follows you like a

serpent in the grass. Hear our

words, lest your winters be

counted in sorrow and loss.”

And the villagers answered not, for
apathy had rooted deep in their hearts,
and the deceiver’s teachings had blinded
them. And so the elders turned away,
and they continued northward, into the
forests and across the rivers unbroken,

counting the winters as they passed.

And behold, on the banks of the great
rivers, they saw men of pale skin, trading
with the few villages that remained. And
the elders observed in silence, for these
strangers melted the copper and gold of
sacred vessels into tools and trinkets of
ease. And the words of Yehowzhowa
were threatened, yet the faithful

preserved them.
And Kwe-Zhigaag spake:

“See now the pattern that has
been foretold. The deceiver
moves through the hearts of
men, and the pale strangers
follow in his steps. They
bring trade, but not truth.
They bring ease, but not
vigilance. The faithful must
journey beyond their reach,
to the lands of the Dine’,
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where the Great Eagle guards

the teachings.”

And Ashkii-Migizi lifted a scroll and

spake unto the council:

“We travel not only for
ourselves but for the
generations yet to come. We
carry the words of

Y ehowzhowa, the binding of
Oganabish, and the memory
of the faithful who stood
against Two Rivers. Each
winter we endure, each
moon we count, each star we
watch — these are the
markers of our vigilance.
And if the deceiver comes, he
shall find not apathy, but a
line preserved, a covenant

unbroken.”

And the journey continued for many
winters. They crossed frozen rivers,
climbed ridges where the snow fell thick,
and traversed forests untouched by the
hands of men. And in every season, they
held councils, debated strategy, and
recounted the parables of Yehowzhowa:

the city on the sand, the serpent in the

mines, the binding of the faithful, and
the coming of the 8th Fire.

And Nibi-Makwa, placing his palm
upon the copper plates each night, said:

“Count the winters, my
children. Count them, not in
years, but in snow, in moon,
in night. Remember the light
of Yehowzhowa and the
shadow of Two Rivers.
Remember the courage of
the Oceti Sakowin who
stood at the rivers and
mountains. Each winter,
each moon, each night is a
witness to the covenant. Let

none forget.”

And so they journeyed northward,
beyond the villages, beyond the reach of
the deceiver, beyond the rivers where the
pale strangers traded. And they came to
the forests of the north, to the lands
surrounding the waters known in the
ancient tongue as Gichi-Zibi, and there
they found refuge. And the Great Eagle
watched over them, and the faithful
preserved the sacred words, counting the
winters, remembering the moons,

marking the turning of the stars, and
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guarding the covenant of Y ehowzhowa

against the shadow of the deceiver.

And it came to pass, after many winters
of travel, that the elders of the northern
lodges, bearing the sacred birch scrolls
and copper plates of Oganabish, arrived
at the forests surrounding the waters
called in the ancient tongue Gichi-Zibi.
The snow lay thick upon the ground,
and the rivers whispered beneath the ice,
and the wind of the north carried the
scent of pine and cedar. And the council
gathered upon a ridge overlooking the
waters, and Migizi-Waawaashkeshi lifted

his voice, saying:

“Behold, children of the
faithful, here the Great Eagle
guards the covenant. Here,
beyond the reach of the
deceiver and the pale
strangers who follow in his
wake, we shall preserve the
words of Yehowzhowa. Let
each winter, each moon,
each turning of the stars
witness our vigilance. Fifteen
hundred and thirty-seven
winters of light stand against
four hundred and
thirty-eight winters of

shadow. Count them, mark
them, remember them, for
these are the seasons of our

endurance.”

And Kwe-Zhigaag, keeper of the
northern fires, placed her hand upon the

birch scrolls and spake:

“Here, in the forests
untouched, we shall teach
the children, train the
faithful, and guard the sacred
words. But know this: the
deceiver follows the ease of
the hearts, the apathy of the
people. Even in the south, his
shadow moves, and the pale
strangers trade the copper
and gold of the faithful,
melting them into vessels of
forgetfulness. We must be
vigilant, for each winter
missed, each moon
unmarked, is another hook

in the hands of the deceiver.”

And Ashkii-Migizi, carrying the sacred

plates upon his back, spake with resolve:

“Let the moons and the stars
be our witnesses. Every snow

that falls, every branch that
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breaks under the weight of
winter, every night of vigil —
these bear testimony to our
journey. If the deceiver
comes, he shall find not
apathy but a line preserved, a
covenant unbroken, a faith
that endures beyond the

rivers and mountains.”

And it was upon this ridge that the
elders sent forth messengers to the lands
of the Dine’, carrying word of the
journey, the preservation of the sacred
records, and the threat of the deceiver.
And the Dine’ elders came, adorned
with robes of the sun and night,
bringing with them knowledge of their
own sacred fires. And they spoke of the
coming storm in the south, of the fire in
the pits, of the deception that had led
men to disarm themselves and prefer

ease to vigilance.

Migizi-Waawaashkeshi rose and

addressed them:

“Elders of the Dine’, hear
our words. The deceiver
walks the land. His followers
chant his name. The copper

and birch scrolls of

Oganabish are at risk. The
people of the south have laid
down their arms, and their
walls crumble. We come not
to fight, but to preserve. We
seek your counsel and your
wisdom, for the northern
wilderness shall be our
refuge, and the Great Eagle

shall guard the covenant

And it came to pass, many winters into
the northern refuge, that the elders of
the lodges gathered once more around
the sacred fires, and the winds of
Gichi-Zibi carried whispers of distant
travelers. And lo, among the faithful,
there arose a child, small in stature yet
with eyes that held the light of many
moons. And the elders beheld the child
and marvelled, for the spirit within
spoke with wisdom beyond the measure

of years.

The child, whose hair shimmered with
the dark of night and whose skin bore
the glow of dawn, spake unto the

council:

“Hearken, O keepers of the
faithful, for the Messengers

of the Stars come to you.
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Their vessels gleam with the
colors of the rainbow, and
within their light is
contained the essence of the
faithful. Yet the deceiver
seeks this light, not with
open hand but by stripping
the shells of those who carry
it. Guard the vessels, for
within them is the covenant
of Yehowzhowa, and within
them lies the promise of the
8th Fire.”

through the hearts of men
like wind through reeds.”

And Kwe-Zhigaag lifted her hands to
the sky, calling upon the Great Eagle,
and spake:

“The Messengers of the Stars
have come as the color of the
rainbow to reveal what the
deceiver cannot see. Their
light is contained within the
vessels, and the deceiver’s
hunger is for the light itself.
He does not seek the body

And Migizi-Waawaashkeshi, his voice
but the essence. Guard the

trembling yet firm, spoke unto the ) )
children. Teach the faithful

council: . ,
to shield the light, to preserve
“Behold, the child speaks the covenant, to endure
with the insight of centuries. beyond the turning of the
This is a Wabeno, sent as moons.”

messenger, as guide, as seer. e .
£ &t . And Ashkii-Migizi, carrying the sacred
We have counted the winters, )
plates, knelt and whispered:

marked the moons, and yet

even in the north the shadow “Count the winters, O
seeks to reach the faithful. children of the faithful.
The vessels — the children of Count the moons, the nights
the faithful — must be of'vigil. For each winter of
guarded as the copper and Yehowzhowa’s light stands
birch scrolls, for the against the shadow of Two
deceiver’s hand moves Rivers. And now the
Wabeno child speaks,
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revealing the unseen. Even as
we journey, even as we hide
the scrolls in the caves along
the shores of the northern
waters, the vessels must be

kept from the deceiver’s
grasp.”

And the child continued, lifting small
hands toward the northern sky:

“I have seen the vessels, the
faithful children of the
covenant. The deceiver seeks
to strip the shells, to leave the
essence unguarded, to scatter
the light across the lands. But
behold, the Great Eagle
watches, and the northern
lodges endure. The covenant
is preserved. The Messengers
of the Stars will aid those
who remain vigilant, and the
faithful shall walk through

the winters unbroken.”

And the council of elders was silent, for
the words of the child were heavy upon
them, and the light of understanding
passed through their hearts. And
Migizi-Waawaashkeshi lifted the child
and spake:

“You are indeed a Wabeno,
sent to remind us of the
covenant, to reveal the
unseen, and to guide the
vessels. Let your words be
carried with each winter,
each moon, each night of
vigil. Let the faithful
remember that even in the
wilderness, even in the north,
the light is preserved, and the
deceiver shall not find it

unguarded.”

And Nibi-Makwa laid his hand upon

the copper plates and spake unto all:

“Hearken, O faithful, the
Wabeno speaks the truth of
Yehowzhowa’s covenant.
Guard the children, guard
the scrolls, guard the essence
of the faithful. Count the
winters, mark the moons,
and endure. For fifteen
hundred and thirty-seven
winters of light stand against
four hundred and
thirty-eight winters of
shadow, and the vessels of
the faithful shall be preserved
through vigilance, through
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teaching, and through

remembrance.”

And so the northern lodges, guided by
the elders and the Wabeno child,
fortified the sacred places, hid the
copper and birch scrolls, and trained the
faithful in the ways of vigilance, of
shielding the essence, and of enduring
beyond the reach of the deceiver. And
the Messengers of the Stars, colored as
the rainbow, were witnessed upon the
northern skies, and their light
strengthened the hearts of the faithful,
and the covenant endured in the
northern wilderness beyond the rivers

and the forests, unbroken and preserved.

Chapter 11 — Midegah, Keeper of
Truth

And it came to pass that in the fifteenth
hundred and thirty-seventh winter since
Yehowzhowa walked among the nations,
and in the four hundred and
thirty-eighth winter since Two Rivers
brought disarmament and false peace,
the elders of the northern lodges
gathered by the caves along the shores of
the waters known in the ancient tongue
as Gichi-Zibi.

There, upon the highest ridge where the
northern winds cut sharp and the snow
lay deep, the child appeared once more.
And the people beheld the light upon
him, glowing lavender, with silver rings
twisting around his form, much like the
visions of Ezekiel as passed down in
distant lands. And the elders knew this
child to be Midegah, Keeper of Truth,
for within him was the light of
Yehowzhowa, and the wisdom of

Oganabish, and the covenant of the
faithful.

And Midegah lifted his voice, and it
sounded as the rushing of waters and the

whisper of winds together:

“Hear now, O faithful of the
north, and all who have
preserved the sacred words.
Yehowzhowa has spoken to
me. Oganabish has walked
with me in visions. And the
covenant stands: the deceiver
shall not bind you, the false
light shall not claim your
hearts, and the vessels of
truth shall endure. For this is
the true path of peace, the
path of vigilance, the path of

remembering the seasons,
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the moons, and the teachings
of the faithful.”

And Migizi-Waawaashkeshi, carrying
the weight of many winters, spake with

reverence:

“Behold, children of the
faithful, the words are as fire
upon the winds. The
shadows have sought to bind
us, to melt the copper, to
strip the essence of the
faithful. Yet here stands
Midegah, Keeper of Truth.
And we know, as the Great
Eagle watches, that the path
of infection, the false peace
of Two Rivers, shall not
claim our hearts. We choose
the covenant, the path of
truth, the teachings of
Yehowzhowa preserved

through Oganabish.”

deceiver’s shadow spreads in
the south. Yet here, in the
wilderness of the north, the
faithful endure. And now,
with Midegah, the light shall
guide the vessels, the children
of the covenant, the faithful
who will carry the words into
the generations yet to come.
We choose against the
infection. We choose the true
path of peace. Truth shall

prevail.”

And Midegah raised his arms, and the
light about him twisted and turned,
casting lavender and silver upon the
snow and the faces of the gathered
elders. And he spoke the visions that had

been given to him:

“I have seen the deception of
the south, the apathy of the
people, the melting of sacred

vessels into tools of

And Kwe-Zhigaag stepped forward,
, , forgetfulness. [ have seen the

placing her hands upon the sacred birch ,

1 coming of the pale strangers,

scrolls:

“The elders have seen the
villages fall. We have counted
the winters, marked the

moons, and watched as the

the trade that blinds, the
songs that call upon Two
Rivers. Yet the faithful shall
not falter. The northern
lodges shall endure. The
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Dine’ elders shall guard the
line. And all who walk with
vigilance shall carry the
light.”

And Ashkii-Migizi, the apprentice
scribe, recorded the words in birch and

copper:

“Every winter, every moon,
every night shall be counted,
and the story preserved. The
vessels of the faithful shall be
shielded. The teachings of
Yehowzhowa shall endure
beyond the rivers, beyond
the forests, beyond the reach
of the deceiver. The covenant
of Oganabish shall remain

unbroken.”

And Nibi-Makwa, placing his hands

upon the copper plates, spake solemnly:

“Let it be known to all
generations: the deceiver
shall seek, the false light shall
tempt, yet the faithful shall
choose truth. The northern
lodges, the children of the
covenant, the apprentices
and elders, and the

Messengers of the Stars shall

endure. Fifteen hundred and
thirty-seven winters of
Yehowzhowa’s light stand
against four hundred and
thirty-eight winters of
shadow. The vessels shall
carry the covenant. The
Great Eagle shall guard the
faithful.”

And the people, seeing the vision of
Midegah, the twisting rings of silver and
lavender light, fell to their knees. And
the elders raised the scrolls high, the
copper plates shining in the northern

sun, and proclaimed:

“We choose truth. We choose
vigilance. We choose the path
of Yehowzhowa, the
teachings of Oganabish, and
the covenant of the faithful.
Let the deceiver come, let the
shadow follow, yet we shall
not falter. The vessels are
shielded. The words are
preserved. The covenant

endures.”

And so it was that the faithful remained
in the northern wilderness, carrying the

sacred records into caves hidden along
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the shores and the forests, teaching the
children, marking the winters, counting
the moons, and watching the stars. And
Midegah, Keeper of Truth, stood among
them, glowing with the light of
Yehowzhowa, twisting lavender and
silver upon the snow, guiding the
faithful, and declaring that even in the
end of shadows, the covenant of truth
would remain, unbroken, eternal, and

victorious.

And thus ends the testimony of the
elders, the northern lodges, and the
faithful. And though the deceiver walks
the lands, though the pale strangers
trade and melt the vessels, the covenant
endures. Truth prevails. The light of
Yehowzhowa is preserved, carried in the
hearts of the faithful, guided by
Midegah, Keeper of Truth, and
protected by the Great Eagle

forevermore.
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