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The Day of the Storm 

  On a cold winter's day, a baby was born in Colorado. This was an Indian baby, born in 

1868. He was born from a beautiful mother and father who were part of a large tribe. His mother 

was amazing at making pots and was beautiful, and the father--a gallant and brave warrior of the 

Council. His father was a big muscular man, with a big pronounced chin and squinty eyes that 

make you stop to wonder how well he could see. His nose was a big long nose that shadowed his 

mouth, which was like a frown and resembled an arrow. His eyebrows were the most prominent. 

They were like big rectangles on his forehead that you could only describe with “bushy”. He 

wore a stern face at almost all times, but he was nice--most of the time. He was really somewhat 

strict, and a man who gave orders, which is part of how he got put on the council, for being a 

leader. Being on the council was his dream since he was five, and being in the council meant 

everything to him. If anything happened to his reputation he would burst.  The council was made 

up of the high-ups who made big decisions as well as small, and were on the front lines of any 

event or situation. 

His mother’s face was beautiful like the mountains. Her eyes were like big teardrops and 

she had beautiful eyelashes. Her nose was small and slightly pointy like a small triangle where 

the point faced out, and her lips were like hearts which could form a beautiful smile. Finally, her 

eyebrows were small and were like a comet flying through the sky. Her pottery was always 

perfection and almost everyone in town had one or more of her pots and other creations. Pottery 

was her profession but she liked making clothing, and decorations for houses. Also, she was as 

sweet as she was beautiful and would almost always win an argument with his father with her 



charm. Their names where Miakoda(his mother) and Denali(his father) and ten years before the 

baby was born, a terrible thing had happened to his father and the tribe. Because of this disaster, 

there was an inhumane war between people of different tribes. A few days before this battle, 

while his father was sharpening an arrowhead along with his other weapons, he heard a sound 

piercing the silence. 

“The Lake!” a man screamed, “It's flooding!” 

Denali grabbed the cloth that covered the entrance to the hut and saw the inhabitants of 

the village running and pointing at the water that was rushing up towards them. 

“It’s heading straight for the crops!” someone else screamed! 

The flood not only smashed the crops and floated the food away, but many homes were 

destroyed. The flood gushed and exploded, and it sounded like some kind of bombing.  He heard 

the loud crashing all around them. Denali could hear screams and crying, and some were because 

their house had been destroyed. The flood had taken the straw, wood, and mud that helped create 

their houses and the flood had destroyed a bit of a home. It was like a tornado which tore and 

threw pieces of their village into the destruction. It was a devastating sight. He and the other 

villagers had to watch all their hard work destroyed--they watched their lives destroyed. Their 

lives were invested in the village and they were taken by surprise--no warning--and it destroyed 

their dear village. 

 The tribe had lost all its crops to a flood and they didn’t have much food. There was a 

dark atmosphere surrounding the Council Hut that his father was in. They had to figure out what 

they were going to have to do. 



“I assume that you all know what has happened today, and that we are all here to figure 

out what to do,” the Chieftain said in a dark tone. 

“There is no hope for crops now that they have been flooded, and the flooding scared 

away a lot of the hunt.” He stopped and sighed. 

 “Quite a few of our homes have been destroyed as well,” he said as a few faces turned 

grim. 

 “Thankfully that can be fixed easily with work.” He tried to be optimistic with that fact. 

 “Any suggestions?...” The room went silent. Then one after another they looked at each 

other and each face became even grimmer realizing the only solution. But no one was brave 

enough to say it.  

“I see…” said the Chieftain  

“I will give you until tomorrow to decide. We shall either raid our nearest tribe or 

possibly starve.”  

“You are dismissed.” 

The council stood, and one by one they walked out the door. Each headed to wherever 

they now resided after the flood, and in each of their minds they were scared; they were scared of 

what would happen in the time to come.  

Denali went home to his wife. The house was soaking wet and the ground was filled with 

10 inches of water. Denali saw Miakoda trying to light a small fire in the middle of the room, but 

it was especially hard even though she was doing it on a table because it was damp inside the 

room. She had 2 stocks of corn next to her. 



“I’m trying to get this fire going so we can roast some corn,” she said. “I was harvesting 

corn before the flood came.” 

Denali gave her a bit of a surprised look and tried to be polite. 

“But we need to use the least amount of corn we can,” he said quietly putting his hand on 

her shoulder. 

“I know, but we should have one last day of good food before we start starving. We have 

had a rough day.” 

Denali realized that he had had a rough day, and the optimism in her eyes soothed him. 

He thought about it and gave in to Miakoda. He leaned over the table and grabbed the tools that 

she was using to make the fire. 

    “Let me show you how you do it,” he said with a smile, and like magic, he turned the 

wood so fast and there was a spark. He blew on it and twisted it some more, and finally, the fire 

started in merely minutes. They both laughed and put the corn on a stick and slowly roasted the 

corn over the fire. The sweet and delicious smell emitted from the corn and the roasted smell 

only made it better. Miakoda smelled the corn’s luscious aroma and smiled.  

After about  20 minutes of roasting and smelling each corn, they were good to eat. 

Miakoda got two wooden bowls and got the one piece of hide that was not soaked in the flood 

and laid it on the floor. The couple sat down with the corn in their laps and they said at the same 

time 

“To the God of Mountains!” 

And they feasted upon the corn. 



    That morning Denali thought that he would wake to a gorgeous morning, but he was 

greatly mistaken. He woke to a grey day equal to the pain of the villagers. 

    He woke up next to Miakoda and he saw her still asleep. He smiled and he walked 

quietly to the damp fabric covering the hut. He held the fabric to the side so he could see outside. 

There were not too many people and the people who were there, sharpening their weapons or 

making clothes in a workstation, weren’t very happy. Soon he would have to go back to the 

Council hut and vote for the final decision. 

    He sat down on a bench near his home and thought; the most obvious plan was to raid 

the nearest tribe for its food, but that would mean war. There would be no asking them for food 

since they couldn’t spare that much and they already had enemies. Even if they did ask, that 

would mean they would be able to get ready for the raid. War would mean their village was 

being attacked randomly, and the little food they had left stolen. It would also mean they would 

have to do the same to their village, and it would be hard to win the battle for good. The only 

way to win a battle against another tribe was to run them out of their village, kill all their 

warriors, make them surrender, or kill their chieftain which would only happen if they believed 

in the tradition of giving up once their chieftain was killed. 

    That tribe was a terrible tribe. They would constantly attack weak tribes, and would 

torture and kidnap people. Worst of all, some of them were cannibals. 

    What could they do to avoid war without much risk? He thought for a while. People 

walked by and people left and came into their shops with fewer items than they had ever had.  

Nearby there was a “white man’s village,” which was a town of men and women, 

farmers, salesmen, and cowboys. The Native Americans in their village sometimes went to trade 



at that village and they bartered with fish, berries, corn, meat, and other crops. Sometimes they 

would barter and get a gun, which was the ultimate weapon to them. The thing was, it was very 

expensive to get, and the ammo and powder were almost just as expensive.  

Honestly, they were a good source of food to that town. Too bad they had had this flood. 

    They didn’t barter with the horrid tribe that Denali’s tribe would have to probably 

raid--whose name is Apache, which was given to them by their many victims who named them 

“Enemy.” 

    The Apache tribe has been a tribe for a long time now, and they were a very 

prosperous tribe because of all that they stole. The only reason they could only attack the Apache 

was that any other tribe was either weak and small, or hit by the flood as well. Denali thought 

more, and he had an idea. The idea would still involve the Apache, but they would still be able to 

say they asked first. 

    He thought they would bring most of their finest warriors to go to the village and they 

would ask them if they would lend them the food, and if they didn’t, they would attack then and 

there. They wouldn’t want to raise suspicion with their weapons, so they would have to hide their 

soldiers somewhere they wouldn’t see. He concluded that he would discuss the plan with his 

fellow council members once the option was decided. 

    He stood and looked up. The sun was almost at its peak already, and the meeting was 

about to start. He put on a bit more formal clothing and headed for the council hut. As he was 

walking toward the hut, he saw one of his warriors on a horse slowly riding through the village. 

“Jalen!,” he called to him, “Any news about your scout around the forest?” 



He let out a sigh “We were right unfortunately, most of the animals are gone. Certainly 

there is not enough for the whole village.” 

Denali cursed through his clenched teeth and put his fingers between his eyes. He knew 

there was already no hope, but the confirmation was just worse.  

“Well, thank you for the report Jalen,” he said hiding his sadness. 

He then returned to walking towards the council hut. He arrived at the hut and arrived to 

meet the very same mood as he had entered the day before--sad. He sat down on a bench along 

with the others and waited for the Chief to start. He fidgeted with his hands as he looked at all 

the other Native Americans as they mirrored Denali's fidgets and worries. Then the chieftain, 

Ahtahkakoop, stepped into the room. All fidgeting stopped into a still twitchy silence. When he 

sat down he had a very unworried, wise expression--as a chief should. His arrow shaped mouth 

finally opened. 

“Welcome to the 2nd official meeting of the Flood. I hope everyone is here because today 

we are deciding the fate of our tribe due to the flood,” said Ahtahkakoop. People shook their 

heads as he spoke. 

“Hopefully someone has an idea that will bring food without the death of our people.” 

The people's hearts sank as they heard it, for they knew there was no way to bring food 

without the death of many. 

“I know you all want to make the decision as quickly as possible, so let's start.” said 

Ahtahkakoop, “Who believes they know the answer?” he asked nicely. 

For a few moments no one spoke up, and finally, a stutter came from the back. 



“T-the only way, and so does everyone else believes here, or s-so I believe, we must 

attack the Apache as soon as possible, for they are the only ones that have enough food that we 

can t-take--though we will have to take it by force.” he slowly said. 

There was a loud sigh and anger as they heard what was destined to be said, but as soon 

as they did Denali spoke up. 

“But we do not have to go blindly without honor.” he said, and the room went back to 

silence. 

“I have an acceptable plan to attack, yet it's just an outline, so I need your help to 

construct it. We just can’t attack them randomly.” 

“Well?” someone asked. 

“I think we should go to the tribe with all our men.” Many grunted hearing this, “but we 

hide our men from the warriors until the decision is made to attack, or have them give some food 

to us.” 

“And how do you expect us to hide from an entire tribe?” said another council member. 

“That's to be decided,” Denali assured. “Shall we decide now?” looking at Ahtahkakoop. 

Ahtahkakoop nodded his head in approval.  The many members looked down and others 

put their hands to their chin, contemplating their plans. After about a minute or two, a hand was 

raised. 

“Yes, Tamaya?” asked Ahtahkakoop 

“Maybe we should just hide behind their wall?”  

“Of course not, there will definitely be archers you buffoon!” spoke Ahtahkakoop, and a 

moment went by. Another hand was raised: 



“Shall we stay behind a few logs behind in the forest?”  

Native Americans typically didn’t use meters and inches, they would use objects they 

saw every day like sticks and logs. 

“Hm,” murmured Ahtahkakoop, “Yes, we would have to have you all close, by so we can 

attack quickly before they realize what's happening, but how?.” 

Then the third hand was raised. 

“Yes?” 

“Perhaps we could use the trees in some manner?” 

“Could you specify?” asked Ahtahkakoop 

“Well we are in a large forest were the trees are large, the trees would probably be wide 

enough for us to hide behind” 

“Of course!,” cried Ahtahkakoop “But that would mean we would have to be on foot 

only.” 

“What for?” 

“Because of the horses of course!” 

“Oh!” he said realizing what he meant. 

Ahtahkakoop got up. 

“Let us pick our roles and our routes now,” said Ahtahkakoop “My staff? He asked a 

person standing by the entrance. He then hurried out, and moments later he had brought a sturdy 

stick that had one or two decorations on it. Ahtahkakoop proceeded to grab the stick and started 

to walk outside.  

“Follow, for I shall draw the plan out in the dirt,” he called out. 



And everyone sat up from their seats and in single file, walked out the door. By the time 

Denali had gotten outside, Ahtahkakoop had drawn a rough sketch of the area.  

“Alright, so we are here,” Ahtahkakoop said poking a circle in the dirt, “and they are 

here,” and poked the circle on the other side. 

“And we shall go somewhat to this side,” he said drawing a line that  was close to the 

opposite side of where the river was supposed to be, “to avoid as many huntsmen as possible.” 

“Then we shall quickly hide behind the trees somewhat near the Apache.”  

Then he pointed at which order from left to right each man should be, calling out names 

of members.  

“I shall tell the other warriors soon where they will be,” explained Ahtahkakoop. 

“So, we will have Denali, Zyana, Shikoba, and Wapasha go into the village and ask the 

Chieftain for food,” he said, as he looked at each that he had named, “and the signal for refusal, 

say lowcata!” he said, making up the word. 

“As soon as the rest of you hear the signal, just charge in, got it?”  

“Yes Chieftain.” everyone replied 

“Then I will gather our soldiers and tell them our plan and positions.” He stepped into the 

village stern as ever. 

Denali watched Ahtahkakoop walking down the slope as he said to Zyana grimly. 

“Get ready for war.” 

 

 

 



Enemy is the Apache  

After Ahtahkakoop had left and told the others about the plan, he told all of us that the 

attack would happen at sundown, and for all of us to gather our weapons and anything else we 

would need. He also added that we couldn’t bring anything that was too big, as in, something 

that you could see if you were hiding behind a tree. 

We had only 2 and a half hours ‘till sundown, and it created a kind of hustle around the 

village. Men and women walked hurriedly around the village getting the warriors ready. Denali 

jogged home to meet his wife with a worried look on her face. 

“Whats going on?” she cried. 

“No one told you?” 

“No!” she exclaimed. 

“We have to fight the Apache. They are the only ones with enough food that could feed 

our tribe.” 

“I thought you hated fighting!” she looked him in the eyes. 

“It’s not my choice, it's for the tribe’s sake!” 

Tears welled up in her eyes. She knew how ruthless the Apache was, and she walked 

hurriedly back into their home. 

“Miakoda!” he called, “Don’t be like this!” 

But Miakoda came out the next instant with a beautiful spear, perfectly crafted. 

“Take this, for I knew you would have to fight one day. Take it and remember me when 

you look at it!” she cried. 



Tears, in turn, welled up in his eyes as he took the mighty spear, and thanked Midakoda. 

Denali gave Miakoda a kiss on the cheek and ran toward the hut where weapons had been made 

for these occasions, that had been laid out for the warriors. He took a battle ax and sheathed it to 

his side. Finally, he took a small bow and arrow and a quiver of seven arrows. He wouldn’t be 

able to have all of the weapons on him though, because it would make the attack obvious, so he 

would have someone there who would give him his weapons when the time came. Then he 

grabbed a jar of a red dust-like material and put on his face paint. 

With nothing left to do, he went to grab an apple and squatted down to where they were 

all supposed to meet up, and chomped away at his apple until the core was the only thing left. 

After about an hour, a lot of people were already there, eager to start, but Ahtahkakoop said, 

“I know you all want to start the plan and get it over with,” he spoke loudly, “but we can 

only start at around sundown, for we need the blanket of darkness to help us hide. 

“I recommend you all have a quick dinner before we leave, to prepare yourselves.” 

Slowly all of the warriors walked towards their home to eat or train. Denali went home 

and found Miakoda happy that she could spend more time before he left. Miakoda laid out some 

corn and water for them to eat and sat down next to Denali. 

“Denali, sometimes I think you love your council more than you love me,” she said sadly. 

 “My Koda, I love you very much!” he cried. 

“Why do you spend so much time doing chores for them? I feel like you are drifting 

away.” 

“I only do it because it is my duty,” he said sternly. 

 “Than today, swear to me that you will come back alive and give me love.” 



“I swear,” he said, then Miakoda kissed him on the cheek once again and they ate. 

The corn gave happy pops and crunches and though tasteful, it was always a nuisance for 

your teeth. Like a machine, Denali turned the corn through his teeth and mowed the kernels into 

his mouth; Then he washed the corn down with water and wiped his mouth with his hand.  

Meanwhile, the other Native Americans were also having dinner and wishing their loved 

ones goodbye. The battle with the Apache would kill some or more of them, for they were 

always ready for battle and they were about as big as their own village. Zyana was one of the 

warriors who went home to eat. He was a confident, sarcastic, and a great warrior, and was 

eating alone in his hut, for he had never found his partner because there weren’t too many to 

choose from, and none that could be his love. He sat there eating bread, feet on the table thinking 

about what would happen, and finally, he couldn’t think about all violence and started to practice 

with his ax. 

After an hour of eating and practice, it was time to move. Ahtahkakoop put everyone into 

groups: Group Mingan, Group Gavan--the group which Denali would talk with the Apache, and 

Group Yona.  Mingan, on the left side, Yona on the right side, and Gavan in the middle. Every 

group is slightly far out from another so that they weren’t seen or heard as well--as well as they 

were able to see farther and check for spies/scouts. Gavan included Zyana, Denali, Shikoba, 

Wapasha, and the Chieftain. Once they were in the right position, they started to talk about the 

plan and related matters. 

“So, we go in, and we ask, and we say, Gahada if it doesn’t work?” asked a slightly 

nervous Wapasha. 

“L-o-c-a-t-a,” Ahtahkakoop sounded out, “Not Gahada, other than that you're good.” 



“Ahtahkakoop?” asked Zyana. 

“Hm?”  

“I understand Apache means ‘Enemy’, and they were ‘given that name by their victims,’ 

but how did they come to be such a evil clan?” 

Ahtahkakoop looked a bit shocked, for he had forgotten not many people knew about the 

origins of the Apache. 

“I guess I haven’t told too many people have I?,” Ahtahkakoop thought. 

 “Well, it all started when our tribe wasn’t too much bigger than Beothuk {a small tribe}. 

They were also a small tribe, and we were allies. My father and the tribe would sometimes go 

fish and hunt together for food for our tribes, and things were ok. At that time, their name was 

the Innu. Their leader was Gaagii, a strong leader who loved the thrill of battle. He had a son, a 

very smart boy, who was also very mischievous. He liked to hide our bows and take our food 

when we weren’t looking. His father apparently did not let him eat too much of the soup and 

steak. One day, he told his father that there was a bear attacking a scout in the forest and he went 

outside to save whoever was in danger. His son took all of the steak, soup, and rice he loved and 

stored it in a secret place. What did he do with it? No one ever found out, but I think he ate it. 

When his father came back, confused, because he found no bear or scout being attacked, he 

realized there was no soup, or steak, or rice in storage! He asked his son who had just came out 

of the food storage hut, and his son saw him and he started acting very anxious. His father asked 

him what had happened and he told him ‘Oh father! A scout from the Wahpeton tribe stole all 

the food!’ said the lying son. The Chieftain believed him because he loved his son and that put 

hatred towards our tribe the Wahpeton. The Chieftain came to our tribe with 15 men and 



attacked our village. We lost many, and we had to move our entire tribe so they couldn’t 

constantly attack us. The chieftain's son, Ujarak, is now chief of the Apache today. Thankfully, 

they’ve had their revenge and they stopped after a while. That doesn’t mean they would let us 

work with them again. At that time, they needed food, and a lot of it. This is the point where they 

turned to raiding other villages--ultimately making their name the ‘Apache’.” 

There was some mumbles and exclamations at one another once Denali and the others 

heard the sad, sad, story. They were shocked and stunned, for after all, they thought that the 

Apache had always been a big, ruthless, warrior clan. They walked for another mile and talked 

about the story as well as asking questions. They almost felt bad for the Clan, yet their hatred 

towards the leader of the Apache leader grew. 

They knew they were close and stopped a little less than half a mile from the Fort. They 

waited for the rest of the tribe to meet up. Ahtahkakoop told them they were close and told them 

that on his signal to hide behind the tree that was closest to their position on the plan. They 

walked a little further and Ahtahkakoop gave them the hand signal and they spread out in a line 

formation behind the trees in front of them. 

Finally, the Gavan group walked forward past group Mingan and Yona, hiding behind the 

trees. The Chieftain stayed back though, in fear he would be targeted by the Apache. Through 

the trees, the Apache fort peaked through and slowly was completely revealed. The Fort exactly 

matched that of Ujarak. The walls were menacing and sharp like a spear at the end and it had 

sharpened sticks poking up from the ground below the walls. The fort even had a gate made of 

branches and logs held up by a rope, like in a castle. Right behind the wall, stood 2 roughly made 

towers, and on each tower stood a grimacing Archer.  



The Archers drew their arrows and yelled that there were intruders. Then he told them 

that there were only four, and the gate opened to reveal the fort, and yet more wild and frowning 

warriors who stared them down. One of the men who stood at the gate seemed as if he was trying 

to kill them with his stare. Next to him, another man stood and told them to come with him. Like 

the outside, the inside of the fort looked just as aggressive. Torches burned everywhere and 

weapons hung at every corner. It was almost as if they were preparing for war. Obviously, most 

of the people Denali, Zyana, and Wapasha walked by, did not look welcoming. They walked him 

towards a somewhat large hut in the back of the fort. Once they entered, they realized that it was 

the Chief’s hut, for Ujarak stood right in front of them.  

The warrior who walked them there said, that they found five “Didanasvhvsgi”, or, 

“Bandits” walking towards the gate. 

“We wanted to ask you a question,” Zyana corrected him. 

“But can we ask you outside?”  

“Why?” he inevitably asked 

He stuttered, “Because, I,” 

“He needs fresh air, we just got back from a long walk.” Denali finished. 

“Fine, we shall go outside.” 

    They walked outside of the hut to find quite a few people who were waiting for them 

to come out. Denali and the rest of Gavon felt a bit of pressure from all the peering eyes. 

Nevertheless, Zyana continued: 

“If you haven’t heard, we the Wahpeton have been hit by a flood and it has destroyed our 

crops.” 



“Go on,” Ujarak said in a dark tone 

“We need food and there isn’t anyone else who can give us enough food but you, so we 

are asking your tribe for food.” Then before Ujarak could speak he added, “We can pay you back 

if you are wondering.” 

“Why should I help you of all people?,”  he said with raised eyebrows, “After all, weren’t 

you the ones that destroyed our alliance in the first place?” 

“You know very well that you were the one who--!” Wapasha said before being stopped 

because Denali kicked him in the foot. 

“We don’t want to cause trouble--not yet,” he whispered through clenched teeth. 

“Like we said, we will give almost anything you ask us.”  

“Hm, what about, your women?” 

“What?” they gasped. 

“You see, as a warrior tribe, most of our tribe is men, and soon, we won’t be able to keep 

the population steady.” 

Thoughts burst in Denali’s head, he couldn’t give Miakoda up! What would they do with 

them? Horrible things, that's what.”What should I do” he wondered. 

“We can’t just let you enslave our wives!” Denali quickly said. 

“Well, I guess there is no deal, we already have everything. And I guess we will have to 

take them by for-”, Ujarak stopped and gave a extremely confused look at Denali-- he had just 

said the strangest word--locata. 

 

 



War Galore 

In the forest, the men were waiting, the stress making them sweat. They weren’t allowed 

to move from their spot until the Gavon squad came back or they heard “Locata”. The trees 

itched their backs and were very uncomfortable, meanwhile, two warriors were made climb high 

up in the trees to look for any hunters or scouts.  

    Soon the thing they were waiting for or hoped not to hear, echoed in their ears--locata. 

Everyone immediately looked at Ahtahkakoop for confirmation, Ahtahkakoop nodded and the 

warriors rushed like a roaring bull. Spears and bows in hand, warriors were soaring like arrows, 

quickly. They reached the fort to meet four very surprised archers and a few warriors had already 

started bashing the gate before they even shot, two were quickly shot dead by their archers and 

the other two fled. 

Ujarak heard strange banging behind him, and suddenly, he looked behind himself in 

fear, for he saw the gate being destroyed and two archers dead on the ground. When he looked 

back with horror on his face, he came to all three of the Gavon Squad, pointing spears they had 

gotten from a rack close by.  

“Now, now, no need to get hasty,” and Ujarak stopped and threw his staff in their faces and ran 

for his life. 

As he ran down the path he yelled “Get your weapons! Get ready!” 

Denali, Zyana, and Wapasha charged the unsuspecting Apache warriors from behind 

while the Gate had finally flown down, crushing some warriors and scaring the rest away for a 



second. The regathered warriors were soon after bashed to the ground from the rushing 

Wahpeton warriors.  

Though they had gained the advantage in the ambush, it was still quite an even match, the 

Apache fought every day making them very skilled in combat. The battle raged and cried into the 

dark orange sky. It would soon become night, and it would become an even harder match in the 

darkness, Denali became anxious. He searched for Ujarak, who he had constantly called under 

his breath, “the gosh darn coward”. 

He encountered many warriors and then he was finally overcome by a ruthless Apache 

and was heavily cut in the arm, making him let go of his sword, but he regathered his thoughts 

and headbutted the man straight in the head. He limped towards the nearest dwelling and sat on a 

bed to rest with a knife in his hand for an emergency. He used a piece of cloth in his bag to stop 

the bleeding using his mouth and his good arm, and after about 25 minutes he grabbed his spear 

and walked stealthily out of the home. It was night and there seemed to be dark clouds drifting 

towards the fort. He fought like a warrior should and reached the gate, where he took the 

wounded to the trees right outside the fort to rest. Minutes later 15 Apache Warriors arrived from 

a raid on a small tribe, turning the tide. Now the fight was on Apache’s side. He knew the fight 

would end soon. It started to rain. 

“What do we do?” he asked Zyana 

“We have to kill Ujarak, it’s the only thing that could help.” 

“But what if they keep fighting?” 

“They will be shocked, and that will be just enough.” 



This time both of them scrambled to find Ujarak, looking in every home, every den, and 

corner. They couldn’t find him fighting anywhere! They walked into the Chieftain's hut. 

“We have to stop looking, if we aren’t fighting we will lose.” sighed Zyana. 

 “Where are you coward!” cried Denali 

Suddenly Denali noticed Ujarak pointing a spear towards their heads then Zyana saw. He 

looked wide-eyed and sweating as if he saw a ghost, and he looked almost scared of them. 

“S-surrender now, or d-die,” he said loudly. 

 Denali and Zyana slowly put their hands up. They had put their weapons on the table, 

not expecting him to actually come out. But then, Zyana noticed how scared and sweaty he was, 

and knew if he attacked now, it would surprise him. Zyana stepped to the side, grabbed the spear, 

and disarmed him, and Ujarak quickly put his hands up. Denali and Zyana brought Ujarak to the 

middle of the fighting and cried 

“Waive!” (give up in Native American) 

Then, like a wave, the warriors turned their heads and sadly yelled, “I Surrender” in their 

language. The Wahpeton warriors hugged each other and embraced their victory. They entered 

their storage and took most of their food, but left some in respect of them surrendering when 

their leader was captured. 

The happy warriors walked home telling each other jokes and telling of how they fought. 

Ahtahkakoop was also very happy when he heard of their Victory and of Zyana and Denali. 

Denali felt like he didn’t do much and said that Zyana was the guy who defeated him, but 

Ahtahkakoop created a feast in their honor and the victory. 



Meanwhile, Ujarak was executed, for he was defeated and cost the Apache all their food. It was a 

horrible way for him to go down. The new Chief was chosen--and this man hated Wahpeton, for 

his son was killed in the battle. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 



The Warrior Boy 

  “Ow.” 

Fast forward 25 years later. Denali and Miakoda lived peacefully and their baby was 

named Chayton, which meant Falcon in their language. He grew up in a good tribe and lived in a 

well built hut made of wood and straw. 

Their clan praised the mountain god whom they named Bemola. He oversaw everything 

everyone did in the tribe, and would gift them with good crops that year or something else 

well--or if he was mad, horrible things.. 

 But now, he had hit his head on the floor of one of the most peculiar of places. He 

opened his eyes. 

He saw nothing but white space, and he had to blink a few times before he got up. When 

he finally got up, he saw more of the white nothingness. Where the heck was he? Why is there 

nothing? He was completely paralyzed until he heard something. 

“Yá'át'ééh!” said a deep echoing voice from behind him, which meant “hello” in Navajo. 

For a few seconds, he didn’t even look around because he didn’t believe it, and finally he jerked 

around. Again, he was paralyzed by the face of a thing, it was not quite human and it couldn’t 

have possibly existed. It was an Indian no doubt, but he was made completely out of rock. 

But then it hit him, that thing was the God of Mountains. 

 



He was in a squatting pose staring intently at the boy and his head jerked from side to 

side like a hyperactive child. His eyes glowed a light green color and his face was the mask he 

wore. He was fairly small for a mountain god-- a little taller than the boy. 

“I see you are confused,” he echoed. 

The boy stayed paralyzed. 

“Come.” 

A flicker of light occurred beneath the god, and grass popped out of the white 

nothingness. The grass spread quickly throughout the white nothingness. More and more grass 

was created, and then came trees, hills, and mountains. Finally, the sky turned into a blue tint 

color, like it should be.  

The boy was staring up and he heard the snap of a twig and he looked back down--he 

barely caught the mountain god--who was running at super natural speeds. 

“Wait!” He yelled 

Then he sprinted after him; jumping over logs, branches and around trees. He ran harder 

and harder until his foot caught a tree root and he tripped. He saw the God go out of sight in an 

instance. 

“No,” He cried, “Wait!” 

He got back up and started running in the direction he thought was the direction the god 

was going. He ran and ran with the pain in his toe, even though it ached horribly. He ran over 

more branches, roots, and he ran over hills; he ran for what seemed like ages and he finally 

collapsed from exhaustion. He felt defeated, but then he looked up. 

“Chayton?” A familiar voice asked “Chayton!”  



The boy woke up 

“Father?” Chayton asked. 

“Get up!” 

“Why?”  

“Don’t you remember?” he exclaimed, “It's Powwow day!” 

Chayton felt like an idiot, Powwow day was one of the most important celebrations, 

where they danced and honored all the traditions of their ancestors. 

“Of course!” he said after realizing his mistake. 

He got out of bed and put on his traditional costume on which were a lot of feathers and 

cloth patterns, and it took a while to put on. Then put his face paint on, yet he always hated the 

face paint--he didn’t know why, but it just irritated him, maybe he was allergic. 

He stepped out of his hut and he saw all the children and warriors with big smiles on their 

faces while they got ready for the ceremony. It made him feel proud to be in this tribe. Then his 

father caught up to him, 

“Say, why did you sleep so long?” He asked 

“I had a dream, I think I may have seen the Mountain God” He whispered. 

“The Mountain God?” 

“I think at least.” 

“Well I hope you didn’t, the sight of a god either means something really good, or really 

bad,” He told him “But don’t worry now, let's just enjoy the ceremony.” He assured him. 

He looked at all the young children who hoped one day to be a proud warrior and at the 

elders stricken with pride and wisdom. He himself has already been initiated in the ceremony of 



Manhood since the age to do that is 15 and he was 15 and many moons. That initiation meant he 

could work as a crafter--which meant you make good weapons, or clothing, or pots, a 

farmer--which means you grow crops, and what he chose was being a warrior, which is also 

self-explanatory. 

He walked to the drum stand to fancy himself some drums. He was pretty good at drums, 

and he wasn’t very good with his feet, so he said he would play instead for the ceremony. He 

was kind of passionate about music too, he was known for making something close to a banjo, 

but it wasn’t very good at making loud sounds like a drum, and so he couldn’t use it for the 

ceremony. 

His friend Ahuitzotl, whose name, unfortunately, meant “watering dog”, walked to the 

stand and sat down next to him. 

“This year is gonna be the best!” 

“Yeah!” he said excitedly back. 

“Remember last year you tried to dance?” He chuckled. 

“Oh gosh…” 

“You tripped 3 people!” He exclaimed and started laughing hysterically, and Chayton 

joined him. 

“So, are you going to play with me in the ceremony?” Chayton said. 

“Heck yeah!,” he said like that was not even a question, “We are gonna make the ground 

shake!” 

“Hey you hoodlums, keep it down!” said Chayton trying to imitate the mountain god.  

They both laughed. 



Then Ahuitzotl proceeded to get his Drum and started to decorate it. Then Chayton had 

an idea. 

“Hey Ahuitzotl, I’m gonna fiddle with my stringed instrument” and he went to get his 

banjo like instrument. 

He went back to his tent and got it from the corner and came back to Ahuitzotl. 

“How can you make this louder?” he exclaimed, “Don’t you want this year’s music to 

shake up a bit?” 

“Sure, but I have no idea how that would work,” he said 

Chayton sighed. 

“Well, I guess I’ll have to stick with my drums for a bit. 

He finished his drum and looked at his guitar, he grabbed it and started fiddling with it 

while he thought. He was looking into the forest while fiddling, then he thought he saw a mask. 

Startled, he immediately sat up and peered into the woods. Then he saw it again: a mask, with a 

green light emitting from it. He realized that that was a lot like how the mountain god’s mask 

was in his dream!(...) 

“Oh my gosh?” he whispered and threw the guitar upon the ground, and ran towards the 

woods. 

He did not notice people looking at him as he ran. He ran into the woods, just like last 

night. He felt the wind and the leaves prickling him. He had to find the Mountain God and find 

out what was wrong, especially after what his dad told him. He sprinted through the jungle like 

woods and squeezed through trees until he didn’t know where he was. 

He panted and huffed. 



“But, but…” 

“Again?...” he sighed. 

He looked to the right and he saw a cave. He looked around, but he still didn't know 

where he was, and he looked at the mountain that was part of the cave. He was nervous. He 

wondered if he might encounter a wild animal, or he came this far out for nothing. He reluctantly 

stepped to the mouth of the cave, squinted inside, and saw a green light. His eyes widened. 

He got ready to step inside when his dad called 

“Chayton!,” he yelled “Chayton?” 

He turned around and saw his dad. 

“Coming!” 

He looked back at the cave to find the light was gone, and he left. He found his dad angry 

and sweating. 

“Chayton!” he said loud and firmly 

“Why, and I say why, did you leave the village?” 

“I thought I saw--” 

“No,” interrupted his dad, “No excuses, you are not supposed to leave the village without 

permission!” 

“But I’m a warrior now! And I had a ceremony to prove it!” 

“Listen Chayton, please, never leave the village unless the chieftain says to leave. Don’t 

you want to be a great warrior? 

“Yeah…” 

“Then obey your leader’s rules!” he exclaimed. 



He looked away and nodded, but as he did he couldn’t help thinking about going back to 

see what was there.  

Thanks to his dad’s knowledge of the woods they headed back to the village. Not only 

was he a warrior, he was also high in the council of their tribe.  

It was a very awkward walk through the forest mostly because his dad was obviously 

mad. Denali didn’t even look at him. His face had a “I’ve been disgraced” tint. And when they 

got home almost everyone was looking. He didn’t even pay attention to it. 

“Chayton.” 

“Yes?” 

“No drumming for the ceremony.” he said without emotion. 

“But all I did was go outside the village!” he raged. 

“Yes! And that means you broke a rule!,” he said in a muffled but angry way, “And on 

Powwow day!” 

“What?” he screamed. 

“I’ll let you be in the ceremony, but no dancing or playing instruments.” 

As soon as they reached the hut he became free of his father’s grasp to go inside the hut 

to yell into his crude bed.  

He was so mad at his father, but he knew better than to get mad, his father has gotten mad 

at him many times before. He grabbed his guitar and started to play to calm himself. Soon, his 

mother walked in. 

“I saw what happened.” 

Chayton said nothing. 



“It’s not a good idea to go running outside the village.” 

“I’ve already had this talk…” he groaned 

She sat beside his bed. 

“I know you think it’s ‘dumb’, but your father made it a rule, he says there is many 

dangerous things outside the village.” 

“Like what?” 

She went silent for a moment, 

“Please just forgive your father, he just loves you too much, next time just obey his--”, 

but she was interrupted by Chayton. 

“I’m a warrior! I don’t need to be safe! I need to be brave and conquer!” 

“I see” then Miakoda walked slowly out of the room. 

He loved his father, Denali, but he’s been protecting him for years, and he thought he 

would be let go after his ceremony. He got up, and tried to play his guitar but he realized how 

hard it was to play it while he stood. He put the guitar down and went outside. He looked around 

and saw Ituha, a women who traded her husband's leather for other materials, and went back 

inside to get a loaf of bread. Then he ran back out to give her the loaf, and he gave him the 

amount of leather that the loaf was worth. Inside his home once again, he put the guitar on the 

place he felt comfortable and cut his leather accordingly. He realized he needed something to 

hold it on and gathered two sticks and with his trusty knife, carved it into a cone shaped and 

hammered it in with a piece of rock right outside his door. Happy with his invention, he walked 

outside playing with it. 



Lots of people complimented him on it, but not too many because no one could hear his 

guitar over the buzz of hammering and talking. He ran to his friend Ahuitzotl with his guitar in 

his hand.  

“Hey, that was pretty rough a while ago” Ahuitzotl said when he saw him 

“Nevermind that, look at this!” Chayton said and put it on. 

“Cool! But you still need to make it louder.” 

“Yeah, I know.” He said irritatedly 

“So, legend has it that you ran to cave?” 

“How do you know?” 

“I overheard the story in the Council hut”  

 

 


