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This book is dedicated to my mother for her sweet spirit
and her love of animals…
To my father for his courage to do and say what is true and
right—no matter the cost…
To the “Lenape Way” for the understanding that upon this
earth and in the heavens all is alive, connected, and sacred
within the heart of the Great Mystery.

Prologue
Some stories end. Many are lost. Some just fade—and die.
Other stories, a few, go on and on. Just when such a story
is about to die, it lives again, like the flame released from a
fading ember placed upon a bed of dry bark. Both story and
ember require a human heart to tend and nurture them—and the
deep need to honor and preserve what is true and right for those
who follow.
Both story and ember provide warmth, without which one
might perish in the cold.
This is one such story, a story of long ago, of this present
moment, and of times still to come. Three boys, in the dawn of
their manhood, live the story. They do not know each other, are
born and live in different times, different worlds. Yet, though
each travels his part of the story alone, all three love the same
Earth, honor what is sacred, and join hearts to carry the sacred
ember to a place of rest, and relight the fire.
~~~
This story begins not with a boy, or a fire, but with a stone,
a Great Stone as tall as two men. The broad surface is dark grey
under a clouded sky, but when seen beneath the sun or moon it
takes on a silver sheen. This stone is like no other in the valley,
though other massive stones rest near the river. Those stones
are soft, born of the crumbling ridgetops high above. This stone
is as hard as seared bone and smooth as skin. The People speak
of it as a stone warrior from a lost tribe, one who has journeyed
far. This stone is sacred to the People. They call him Ahsen.
Sacred, too, is the thin trail of water which falls upon
Ahsen. The water spills from a crack in a rock face which juts
out over the Great Stone. Like the stone, the water has
journeyed far, from the sky to the Earth, through soil and stone,
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then released once more to join the air and play in the sun. The
People speak of the waterfall as Ahsen’s ancient bride, long
separated, now ever-returning to the arms of her husband. She
is called Sukpehelak.
A shallow pool of crystal water swirls and shimmers at the
place where Ahsen receives Sukpehelak. And yet, as he
receives her, he releases, again and again, as her waters pass
through a notch in the stone and fall away. The People believe
the soft voice of the waterfall sings the words of Old Spirits.
The People call this place Sansun Mimens, the Cradle of Stone.
Here, if the heart is open, one hears in the whisper of the
water that which is true and right will never die, and true
actions, like waves on the water, move ever onward till they
reach the shore.
Just now a boy and his canoe journey through the night.
The stars and moon are hidden, and a cold spring rain falls
across the land. Nestled on his lap, the twin halves of a
freshwater clam shell enclose a fire seed, a single ember
sheltered in ash.
And so the new story, born of the old, begins.
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Part One

CHAPTER 1
NIGHT JOURNEY
He knew the way even in the darkness. The rain was cold,
and it had been falling steadily for a long time. Dipping his
paddle softly into the black water he made his silent way, like
some forgotten spirit of the night.
The rain hissed as it touched the river. He looked for
landmarks to judge distance traveled, but the darkness revealed
none of her secrets. Twice the canoe raked the bank as strong
currents twisted and doubled back. And, once a tree, undercut
by early spring floods, moved with him in the darkness,
brushing his arm with its outer branches. The boy slid his finger
along one thin branch and touched each swelling bud. He
whispered a prayer for the fallen tree and paddled on.
At last he reached a sharp bend in the river, a place he knew
well, and he drew close against the bank. Pulling the paddle
from the water, the boy placed it at his side, then set a warm
shell alongside a rawhide packet. He covered both with his
deerskin cloak and reached out to the roots and branches to pull
himself along. Then as he reached for his next handhold, he
found the opening. Here the current flowed against him,
pushing him back out into the river. He took hold of the paddle,
plunged it deep, and entered the narrow channel.
The darkness deepened. The current quickened, pushed
hard against him. Snags, twists in the channel, conspired with
the flow, but he fought his way until the push of water slowed
and he could catch his breath. He pulled hard on the paddle one
last time, and placed it across his lap. The darkness, like the
current, was softening. First the tip of the canoe, then the water
just ahead rose from the darkness. The rain was now but a
whisper on the water. The canoe drifted on until it came to rest
near a raft of cut willow saplings. For the first time on his night
journey, the boy smiled.
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“Temakwe! You are here, just as I hoped you would
be...Wanishi, my friend.”
And, though he spoke his thanks softly, the distant slap of
a broad tail on water spoke to him in greeting. All through the
journey no life had shown itself. Now here, at the entrance of
the Great Marsh, the beavers were out there, working in the
darkness.
The boy looked up to a sea of thinning clouds. The rain had
passed and the darkness unraveled enough to reveal a dim
island only a few boat-lengths ahead, a little island of wood.
The boy guided his canoe alongside, lay down his paddle, and
reached for the shell. Placing the seed of warmth gently in a
niche between sticks, he pulled himself from the boat and onto
the lodge of Temakwe. He climbed to the top, looked out over
the marsh and up to the lightening sky. He spread his arms wide
to the Four Directions, and his words flowed into the spring
night, to the Sky…the Water…the Earth.
“Manito, I thank you for holding fast to me on this dark
journey. I know you are here. As I know you have ever been
and ever will be.”
“Temakwe, my gratitude to you for granting me this place
of rest. I feel the presence of the little ones beneath me. They
hear me, and they stir from their sleep. Mother, tell them not to
fear, that I mean no harm and will soon be gone.”
He turned to face his village, now so far away.
“My old friend. My guide. My true father... I thank you for
your kindness, your wisdom, your love. I thank you for your
spirit, now too strong to be held by a body so old, so tired.
Though I would wish to be at your side through your last
journey, here, now, in the arms of my first journey, I know you
travel at my side. Your words have brought me here; your spirit
urges me on. I will be faithful to my promise.”
His hand moved in the direction of his eyes, as if to touch,
and then hold, the hand of another.
His body slumped and his arms dropped to his side. The
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boy was very tired, and to gather strength, he knelt and closed
his eyes. He breathed in the moist air, invited its life into him.
All around him were the beavers, the spring-wakened fish, the
turtles rising from the mud, and the faint twitter of night-flying
birds moving North.
“It is all here,” he whispered to the night, “and now it
begins again...”
When he opened his eyes he looked upon a far different
night. Through a veil of cloud the moon, a tipped cradle of light,
shone upon the Great Marsh. Before his eyes lay a sea of silvergray broken here and there with islands of flattened winter reeds
and shoals of floating mist.
“Kitakima Telemaskek,” he breathed. “I have returned.
And with the help of Weli Kishux, the sun of the night, I will
find the path through your heart to the place I seek.”
The Great Marsh lay silent. The moonlight brightened,
dimmed, then brightened again as narrow bands of clouds, like
the ribs of a deer, moved across the sky. The night was
warming, and swiftly, the little islands of mist grew, and
between these rose more. Once he had retrieved the shell,
boarded the canoe and pushed away with his paddle, his path
was gone, lost in the rising mist. After just a few strokes he
could see the bow of the canoe and no further.
“So, this is how you greet me, Telemaskek. I would hope
at least you would not oppose me. Now I find you have
swallowed me. I could rest here and await the dawn. But my
friend spoke the words…‘this night, under the moon, at the
sacred place…’ I cannot rest until I set my feet upon the stone.
I cannot rest even then...I must...” A rush of wings, the brush of
a feather across his cheek, then the cry, “Killdee! Killdee!
Killdee!” first at his ear, and on into the grey wall of mist.
He touched his face, then peered into the shrouded night.
“Kwuskwuti!” he called. “Have you returned alone? Where
is your wife?”
Again the call, shrill and urgent, “Killdee! Killdee!” Just
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above the boy and then again just ahead. He reached for the
paddle. Again on his bare arm he felt the touch of wings. With
the third call pointing the way he thrust the paddle deep into the
still water, then again, then once more.
He set the paddle across the canoe and held his breath.
Again the call, still ahead but a little to one side. He took
hold of the paddle and turned the canoe, brushing the twigs of
a button-bush, and then the call once more, now closer and to
his other side. In the heart of the Great Marsh, enmeshed in a
sea of mist, the boy’s ears were his eyes, and the killdeer was
his guiding star.
The canoe moved on toward the lonely cry that drew the
boy through meandering channels between islands of buttonbush and fallen reeds. The silence between the calls slowed his
pace, but he never stopped, and, again, then again, the call from
the unseen flier pierced the fog and pointed the way.
“Killdee! Killdee-e-e-e”
He turned his head to the ghostly call and his words held
wonder.
“Are you my Helping Spirit?”
His paddle made no sound as it touched the water.
“Or are you just a little bird, tired and alone—lost—like
me?”
A quick flurry of cries, “Killdee-e-e-e! Killdee! Killdee!
Killdee-e-e-e-e!”
Then silence. Then the faint, deep beating of a distant
drum.
“There is no village near,” he whispered. “The Old Ones.
They are here. They know I am coming, my friend, just as you
said they would.”
Another sound, like rain upon a faraway forest. The sound
was a distant sigh, the breath of the Earth.
“Sukpehelak!”
Once again, the boy smiled. The bird was gone somewhere
in the mist. No more cries, for now there was no need. Looking
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to the sky, he spoke to Kwuskwutis.“We are alone. We are weary. But, my friend, I was wrong.
We are not lost. May you find your mate. May you both find
your home. Wanishi!”
He paddled slowly. The slow beat of the drum, like that of
an ancient heart, faded, as the voice of the falling water rose.
The rich marsh smell gave way to that of wet stone as out of the
mist loomed Ahsen. The boy bowed his head in gratitude.
Having directed the canoe to a secure cove near the stone, his
hands reached down to hold the shell, still warm and dry.
He lifted his cape and wrapped it around the shell and
rawhide packet. The food pouch he slung over his shoulder. His
hand touched the knife and tinder-horn at his side, then quickly
up to the medicine bag beneath his tunic, close to his heart. To
the side of the great stone lay the remains of a tree top blown
down by a summer storm. The twigs snapped sharply in the
moist air. Opening the cape, the boy placed these alongside the
shell, and enclosed them deep in the folds.
The boy had been here only once before and had found
there was no easy path to the crown of the stone. The one that
he knew he took now, along the rear of the stone where it met
the steep upslope. The climb had been hard on a day when the
ground was dry, but now, on slippery ground in the darkness of
the moon-shadow, he twice lost his foothold and fell back. This
time he tore off his moccasins and threw them up to the top of
the stone. Digging his toes and fingers deep in the soft earth the
boy crawled his way to the place where earth and stone parted.
He reached to place the cape and food pouch on the stone shelf
above him, found a handhold and pulled himself to the top.
Here the mist was thinner, the moonlight stronger. His
breath slowed as he gathered himself. He opened his ears to
Sukpehelak, knelt and touched the face of Ahsen, and turned
his eyes to Sansum Mimens. The trembling pool at his side
caught and broke the moon into shards of soft silver. The
waterfall whispered secrets of The Old Ones. Ahsen grew warm
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beneath his hand.
He reached down to the tinder horn, opened it and
withdrew a small handful of shredded elm bark; the inner bark
was dry and soft as skin. Of this he formed a cup. The stone
beneath his other hand was now warm and dry, and here he
placed the little nest. Above the nest, twig by twig, the boy
fashioned a tepee in which he left an opening. Reaching for the
warm shell, he lifted it from the deerskin and placed it at his
side. A cool breeze flowed down the ridge and he pulled the
empty cape over his shoulders and drew it tight around him.
“My friend, I am here. I have prepared the fire-house. For
the rest, I will await a sign from you that it is time.”
The boy drew up his legs and wrapped his arms around his
knees. Already the moon had passed its highest point, and now
the bright crescent joined the river of stars flowing across the
Western sky. The Great Marsh below him, still cloaked in mist,
spoke to him with many voices. The distant call of the killdeer,
now paired with another, told the boy the little bird had found
his mate. The splashes from the spawning fish, the child-like
voices of otter pups as they followed their mother, the chuckle
of the wood frogs as they awaited their brides—he heard them
all.
He looked in the direction of the distant village, and his
eyes filled with tears. An old man’s heart, on this vibrant spring
night, was fading.
“Why must you go? I have no wish to be alone again.”
His eyes searched the sky until they rested on a little point
of light just above the moon, and his heart found a home among
the stars. And, just as he had done on so many nights, alone and
troubled, he whispered to the distant light.
“I am called Alonqua—just as you are. Stay with me a little
while. The night is old, so I won’t be long.”
Alonqua lifted the shell and placed it under his cape, close
to his heart.
“I will tell you the story of my name.”
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