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INTRODUCTION
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My Children so you will remember that the world listens when you listen to it. So you will know that wisdom grows slowly, like roots finding water. So you will never be afraid of quiet, or fire, or the truth of your own hearts. This story is yours now. 

Carry it gently. 

Your Mother:

This is a story my mother told me. She said it was older than names and younger than breath, and that it did not belong to her alone. She told it softly, leaving space for listening. Before the woman learned the names of things, she learned their rhythms. The world spoke to her in pulses—the river’s breath, the hush of wind in pine needles, the long-held silence that waits to be noticed. Animals recognized her before people did. The elders watched. Her calling came slowly, like roots finding water.
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DEDICATION
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For my children, so you will remember that the world listens when you listen to it. So you will know that. 

Wisdom grows slowly, like roots finding water.



So that you will never be afraid of quiet, or fire, or the truth of your own hearts. This story is yours now. Carry it gently. —

Your Mother 
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Part I:
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The Calling




Before she learned the names of things, she learned their rhythms. The forest taught her first. Wind through pine needles spoke in pulses, not words. The river marked time with its steady, patient drumming against stone. Even silence had a beat, a long breath held between moments. She was a child when she understood this, small enough that the world still moved through her rather than around her. The elders noticed because the animals did. A deer would pause when she approached. Birds did not scatter. The old dog, blind in one eye and mean to everyone else, slept at her feet as if guarding a fire only he could see. These were signs that could not be taught, only recognized. On the night of her first dream, the drum came to her. It was not an object yet, only a sound, a slow, steady sound, like a heart pulse beneath the earth. She dreamed she followed it down a winding red path that glowed faintly, as if lit from beneath the soil. At the end of the path sat an old woman whose hair fell like frost over her shoulders. 

The woman struck a drum once, and the child woke, breathless, palms tingling. The next morning, the elders began watching. She was not chosen all at once. That is not how shamanic paths open.

She was tested by time, by grief, by boredom, long hours of listening when nothing seemed to happen. 

The spirits, the elders said, are patient. They wait to see if you can be too. 



















THE DRUM


[image: Shaman's drum | National Museum of the American Indian]

Beat the drum slowly and watch the flames dance. 



Her first drum was made the old way. 

The hide came from an animal that had offered itself, taken cleanly, and thanked properly. She was taught the words of gratitude before she was taught how to stretch the skin.

“If you cannot speak to the life that gave this,” her teacher said, “the drum will never speak back to you.”

They soaked the hide together, hands wrinkling in cold water, and bent the wooden frame while the fire crackled nearby. Every step was done in silence. Not because silence was sacred, but because attention was when the drum dried. 


She felt it before she heard it. A pull in her chest.  Warmth in her palms. Her fingers moved as if beating a rhythm.

The teacher nodded. “Good,” she said. “Now you must learn how not to use it.” For many moons, the drum stayed wrapped in cloth. The girl carried it but did not strike it. She learned that power is not urgency. That medicine ripens. When at last she was allowed to play, it was only one beat. Not a rhythm, a heartbeat. ‘Thump.’

She struck it again only after her breath settled. ‘Thump.’

“This is how you travel,” her teacher said. “Not fast. Not loud. True.” 

The drum did not summon visions at first. It summoned honesty.

Memories surfaced, she recognised, Fear. Anger. Old grief she had not known she carried. This was the first healing, her own, because no one may guide another through fire they have not walked themselves. 



A dream brought the drum. 

The drum taught her truth. She healed by inviting wholeness, not by forcing change. She journeyed between worlds. 

With care and returned grounded. She guided the soul’s home with gentleness. Wisdom marked her body and softened.

Her voice. She taught others how to listen. She knew when her work was complete. When she left her body, the world did not grow empty. It grew wider. The fire still burned. The drumbeat carried on. They say the forest forgot her first. 

Long before names were written or paths were cut, the shaman sat where roots braided into memory. Animals gathered without fear. The owl watched her thoughts. The wolf guarded her silence. The moon crowned her not as ruler, but as witness

. She healed without asking to be remembered. She listened longer than she spoke. When the people learned to build walls and pray to louder gods, they left her there, cross-legged among moss and bone, tending fires no one returned to warm them by. Time thinned her name until even she let it go.

Still, when the forest dreams, it dreams of her. Every lost traveller who survives the night does so because an old woman stirred the embers. Every child who wakes from a nightmare carries a feather she placed gently in their breath. Forgotten does not mean gone. It only means she belongs to the world again.  
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The Fire


The fire came later, and with more caution. Fire is alive, the elders taught. It listens. It remembers. You do not command it. You feed it. Her first fire ritual was for illness. A woman lay pale and shaking, breath shallow, spirit loosened from her body like a knot coming undone. The shaman—now no longer a child—prepared the space carefully. No sudden movements. No sharp words. The fire was built in layers, each stick placed with intention. Cedar for cleansing. Birch for renewal. A single piece of oak for strength. Nothing was burned that had not agreed to be burned. As the fire caught, she began to drum. Not loudly. Never loudly. Healing does not require force. 

The rhythm matched the woman’s breath, slow and uneven at first. As the flames warmed the air, the rhythm steadied. The shaman sang then, not from memory but from listening. The song came through her, old as bone and simple as hunger. She did not pull the sickness out. She invited the woman back in. 

“Return,” she sang. 

“Your body is waiting.”

“The fire remembers you.” 

When the ritual ended, the woman slept for a full day and night. When she woke, the shaking had eased. Not gone but eased.

Healing is a path, not a moment. The elders smiled. Not because the ritual worked, but because the shaman had not tried to be greater than it.



















Wisdom of the Path




Years passed like seasons do, quietly and all at once. She learned that spirits are not decorations. They are relationships. You listen more than you ask. You offer 

More than you take. You do not demand answers when silence is the teaching. She learned that ceremony is not performance. If it impresses others, it has already failed. She learned that wisdom does not make you untouchable. It makes you porous. Grief still came. Loss still came. The difference was that she no longer turned away from them.

She sat with them, fed them to the fire, and let the drum carry her through. And slowly, without ever deciding to, she became the one others watched. Children lingered near her. Animals rested close. The forest leaned in when she walked its paths.

The drum sounded beneath her hands like a second heart. 
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