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Prelude
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For generations, the Wakasa people of the Navajo Nation have walked a careful path between tradition and progress.

While the world beyond their lands embraced advanced technology, interplanetary travel, and constant connection, the Wakasa chose a different approach. They welcomed innovation where it served their people, but never at the expense of the customs, beliefs, and ceremonies that had guided them for centuries.

Among their most sacred traditions for young adults is the vision quest.

Each year, a select number of young men and women who have reached the threshold of adulthood are chosen to enter the sacred canyon alone on a solo vision quest. For three days and three nights, they remain separated from family, community, and the distractions of daily life. With only the land around them and the thoughts they carry within, they are expected to listen, to endure, and to discover what the spirits may choose to reveal.

Some return with clarity.

Others return with more questions.

But none return unchanged.

For those chosen, the vision quest is more than a test of patience or survival. It is the first step toward understanding who they are, what they value, and the path they may one day follow.

For one young Navajo woman, that journey is about to begin.

This story occurs over ten years before she joins the Crimson Alliance in A Demon’s Rebellion.
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Character Premise
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Tala Redhawk had recently celebrated her fifteenth birthday, making her eligible for one of the most important traditions of the Wakasa people.

For years, she had listened to stories about the vision quest and watched older teens leave for the sacred canyon before returning changed in ways that were often difficult to explain. Among them was her ten-year older brother, Takoda, whose own journey eventually led him beyond the reservation and toward a life far different from the one they had shared as children.

Part of Tala looked forward to the possibility of being chosen. The vision quest was a great honor, and like many young people her age, she wanted the chance to discover what the spirits might reveal.

Yet another part of her carried a quiet uncertainty.

The canyon offered no guarantees. No one could say what she would experience, what the spirits might reveal, or how the journey might shape the path ahead.

As Tala stands on the threshold of adulthood, she finds herself caught between anticipation and apprehension, eager to begin the next stage of her life while wondering what waits for her beyond the canyon walls.
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The Trial of Spirits
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The Elders’ Council
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The desert of northern Arizona stretched for miles in every direction, a vast expanse of red earth, sandstone cliffs, and wind-carved canyons that had stood unchanged for centuries.

The land belonged to the Wakasa people, a proud Native American tribe whose roots traced back to the Navajo Nation. Though the world beyond had advanced far beyond what their ancestors could have imagined, the Wakasa had chosen their own path forward.

Their homes stood along the edge of a wide plateau overlooking a sacred canyon. From a distance, they appeared traditional. Stone, wood, and earth shaped each structure in ways that honored generations past.

But closer inspection revealed subtle differences.

Solar arrays rested on the flat roofs, angled to follow the sun without disrupting the natural beauty of the land. Small energy nodes stood quietly between homes, providing power without sound or excess light. Advanced materials reinforced certain structures, protecting them from erosion and heat while blending seamlessly into their surroundings.

Technology exists here. But it never led their lives.

At the center of the village stood a large ceremonial lodge constructed from stone, cedar beams, and packed earth.

No visible technology seemed to touch it.

Smoke from burning sage drifted through a small opening in the roof, carrying with it the scent of tradition and prayer. The air inside was warm, grounded, and alive in a way no system could replicate.

Inside, nine elders of the Wakasa tribe sat in a near circle, broken only by a small opening at one end. They ranged in age from their late forties to their upper seventies, each having earned their place through years of service, wisdom, and leadership.

Each of them wore clothing that reflected both heritage and purpose. Some wore traditional woven garments decorated with beadwork and feathers. Others wore simpler robes, their faces weathered by decades of life in the harsh desert climate. All of them carried the quiet authority of those who had spent their lives guiding their people.
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Chief Eshona
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The land belonged to the Wakasa people, a proud Native American tribe whose roots traced back to the Navajo Nation. Though the world beyond had advanced far beyond what their ancestors could have imagined, the Wakasa had chosen their own path forward.

Their homes stood along the edge of a wide plateau overlooking a sacred canyon. From a distance, they appeared traditional. Stone, wood, and earth shaped each structure in ways that honored generations past.

But closer inspection revealed subtle differences.

Solar arrays rested on the flat roofs, angled to follow the sun without disrupting the natural beauty of the land. Small energy nodes stood quietly between homes, providing power without sound or excess light. Advanced materials reinforced certain structures, protecting them from erosion and heat while blending seamlessly into their surroundings.

Technology exists here. But it never led their lives.

At the center of the village stood a large ceremonial lodge constructed from stone, cedar beams, and packed earth.

No visible technology seemed to touch it.

Smoke from burning sage drifted through a small opening in the roof, carrying with it the scent of tradition and prayer. The air inside was warm, grounded, and alive in a way no system could replicate.

Inside, nine elders of the Wakasa tribe sat in a near circle, broken only by a small opening at one end. They ranged in age from their late forties to their upper seventies, each having earned their place through years of service, wisdom, and leadership.

Each of them wore clothing that reflected both heritage and purpose. Some wore traditional woven garments decorated with beadwork and feathers. Others wore simpler robes, their faces weathered by decades of life in the harsh desert climate. All of them carried the quiet authority of those who had spent their lives guiding their people.

[image: ]

Tala Redhawk

AMONG THOSE WAITING outside stood a fifteen-year-old girl with long black hair tied into two thick braids that hung over her shoulders. A feather and small beads had been woven carefully into the braids, their colors shifting gently in the warm desert wind.

Her name was Tala Redhawk.

She stood slightly apart from the others; her dark eyes fixed on the ceremonial lodge.

Inside that building, the elders were deciding which of them would be chosen.

Her heartbeat remained steady, though she tried not to show it. 

This was a moment every young Wakasa both hoped for and feared.

To be chosen meant honor.

It also meant walking alone into the sacred canyon, where the spirits might reveal truths that could change the course of a person’s life forever.

Tala took a slow breath and lifted her eyes toward the canyon cliffs in the distance.

The wind moved across the desert in a long whisper.

Somewhere high above the canyon walls, a hawk circled in the fading light of the evening sky, but Tala barely noticed.
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The Chosen
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Tala kept her eyes on the ceremonial lodge, though her focus had already begun to drift.

She had stood in this same place once before, not as one of the chosen and not even close.

She had been younger then, about five or six years old, barely tall enough to see over the shoulders of those gathered in the clearing, and everything had felt larger, heavier, and far more important than she could understand at the time.

She remembered when her brother’s name had been called.

“Takoda Redhawk.”

The memory returned in pieces, shaped more by feeling than by detail. She remembered the way the crowd had shifted to let him pass and the steady way he had stepped forward without hesitation and without looking back. At the time, it had not stood out to her, because he had always carried himself with that same quiet certainty.

What stayed with her was what came after.

When he returned, something had changed.

It was not something she could have explained then, and even now she could not fully put it into words.

He still spoke, still listened, and still followed the same routines, but he no longer settled into them in the same way.

He asked questions he had never asked before and pushed back in ways that were not loud or defiant but were clearly no longer accepting.

There had been a restlessness with him, something just beneath the surface, as if the life around him was no longer
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