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G

randfather watched the campfire’s light flicker

across the children’s faces. “Precious ones, our Great

Creator has given us many gifts, like penwv (turkey) and
eco (deer) and all kinds of fish. Our rich soil grows many
foods.” He paused and smiled. “Always remember your
Muscogee heritage. Honor your parents and families.
Learn the ways of your ancestors and show respect
for those who have come before you. Now rest well.
Tomorrow is a special day.”

Joshua yawned and snuggled deep into his patchwork
quilt. Why is tomorrow so special?
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E

arly the next morning, sunlight peeked over the

horizon. Birds chittered and chirped in the trees.

Joshua’s uncle reached into the wagon and tickled him.
“Hesci (hello) sleepyhead! Get up! The fish won’t wait
all day.”

Joshua sat up, rubbed his eyes, and jumped out of the
wagon. He wanted to be just like his uncle when he
grew up.

The smell of breakfast cooking wafted from the river bank.
Joshua’s empty stomach growled.

“Cepane,” Grandmother   called    out,    “come   and   eat.”
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