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Cindylou Madison Rubel is a South African author whose work explores the juncture where psychology, spirituality, and everyday life intersect. Drawing from a background in Industrial Psychology and a curiosity about human behaviour, she writes stories that examine the hopes, fears, losses, and longings people often carry in their daily lives. Her fiction centres on characters navigating identity, belonging, resilience, grief, and the search for meaning. Through reflective storytelling and emotionally layered narratives, she invites readers to consider what it means to be human, to find connection, and to continue advancing even when faced with uncertainty. She lives in South Africa, where she continues to write stories inspired by the complexity, beauty, and resilience of the human experience.

Under a full moon’s silver light,

There are steps that dissolve from sight,

Trails erased by white.

Something ancient softly grows,

A mysterious truth she never knows,

She is the path on which she goes.
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The Birth of the Shaman
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In Northern America, it was the time when the trees stood bare and their branches carried the weight of winter snow. Wind threaded through the forest, carrying a chill that found its way into every crevice of the wooden cabin. The fire in the grate sent occasional sparks into the air, its warmth barely easing the dampness that clung to the walls. Smoke rose steadily from the chimney and disappeared into the grey sky above.

The cabin held a heavy tension, balanced delicately between life and death, between the living world and the unseen. The mother lay upon a pile of furs, clutching them tightly. Her face flushed with exertion, her hair tangled around her shoulders. Her cries echoed through the cabin and into the surrounding forest. Even the older woman tending her had stopped watching the sky outside, as though the passing of time no longer mattered. Nukka fought to remain present through the pain while exhaustion pulled at her from every direction. She wondered whether she possessed the strength to continue.

Then the feeling returned. Not a thought. Not a certainty. Only the faint sensation that she was not entirely alone in the room. It arrived and disappeared like a shadow. Each time it surfaced, it carried the same discomfort. She could not explain it. She only knew that despite the storm, despite the pain, and despite the growing exhaustion, this night felt unlike any other she had known.

Beyond the cabin, the village moved through another ordinary day. Women hung strips of fish and meat upon drying racks while others scraped hides stretched across wooden frames outside their homes. Children darted between cabins, their laughter rising above the rhythm of daily work before mothers called them back to their tasks. Men returned from the river carrying baskets of fish while hunters repaired traps and sharpened tools beside outdoor fires. Elderly villagers sat together near the gathering hall, stitching, carving, and watching the life of the village unfold around them. The sound of axes striking timber mixed with distant conversation, crackling fires, and the steady beating of hides.

At the edge of the forest, a fox stood watching. Snow gathered across its back and ears, it remained unmoving. One hunter noticed it while returning from the river. Foxes rarely lingered so close to people. The animal's stillness unsettled him more than a growl could have. It felt less like a fox standing in the trees and more as though the forest itself watched through the fox's eyes. A shiver travelled through him despite the warmth of his furs. He looked away. Some moments were best left unnamed. Once spoken aloud, they either dissolved into nothing or became impossible to ignore.

Inside the cabin, the older woman with streaks of grey in her hair remained calm. She had witnessed many births in her lifetime, this one carried a different quality. The energy surrounding it seemed to fill the room itself, resonating through the earth beneath it. Her hands remained ready to assist when needed. Her heart was steady. She trusted the child would arrive when the moment was right. She had lived long enough to understand that births were unpredictable, and this birth felt significant.

The days dragged on. Smoke continued rising from the chimney, thick and heavy against the sky. Outside, the world remained unchanged. Inside, expectancy lingered like a living thing.

The mother's cries softened into exhausted murmurs. The older woman knew the birth was near. Her eyes drifted briefly towards the door. She had not seen the fox for hours, she could still sense its watch over the cabin. The experience carried an unmistakably spiritual quality, as though the earth itself was preparing to welcome the child.

A final cry filled the room. Then silence. The air grew still, as though holding its breath. The child entered the world. Tiny, warm, and fragile, the infant emerged into the cold dampness of the cabin, there was already a strength about her that seemed impossible to explain. The older woman smiled and moved swiftly to clean the newborn before ushering her into life. The mother smiled through her exhaustion, sensing that this child would not be like the others. Then she closed her eyes to rest.

The child remained silent for a moment. Her eyes were bright and clear, scanning the room with an awareness that felt far beyond that of a newborn. The older woman tightened the warm furs around her before carrying her to the mother. With practised care, she brushed damp hair from the younger woman's face and helped her lift the infant weakly against her chest for the first time. The child settled almost immediately, soothed by her mother's touch.

The older woman sat at the table and watched them while the fire burned behind her. The sharp tension that had gripped her body for days finally eased. Exhaustion settled deep into her bones. The danger had passed. The child no longer lingered upon the uncertain boundary between life and death.

The room felt different now. Not lighter. Changed. The relentless pressure that had surrounded the cabin throughout the labour had faded, leaving behind a calm she could not fully explain. She lowered her gaze to the infant resting against her mother's chest. The child slept peacefully.

The older woman had attended countless births through storms, droughts, harsh winters, and seasons of abundance, she could not shake the feeling that this birth was unusual. Outside, the fox rose slowly to its feet and stood watching the cabin for one final moment before disappearing into the darkness between the trees. The older woman found herself listening long after it had gone. Nothing more appeared. Only the wind moving through the forest and the crackling fire. The unease remained. Not fear. Not certainty. Only the sense that the world had shifted in some small but irreversible way.

Beyond the cabin, winter continued as it always had. The river remained frozen. The village settled into sleep. The night revealed nothing more. The answers would arrive years later.
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The Naming Ceremony
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The first rays of dawn cut through the thick winter fog that settled over the village. Warmth filled the wooden gathering hall where the community had assembled for the naming ceremony. Fire crackled within the central hearth while shadows flickered across the walls. Villagers waited patiently for the name that would bind the child to her place in the world.

The child showed no fear. Only trust. Only confidence in the world around her. The community had already begun noticing the signs. The difficult birth. The fox. The days of smoke rising from the chimney. Together they pointed towards a future connected not only to this world but also to the unseen.

The villagers gathered in a sacred circle, their faces illuminated by firelight and expectation. They were the keepers of tradition, guardians of the land, and protectors of the bond between people and spirit. The child remained unaware of the significance of the moment. She collected snowflakes in her hands and watched them melt away.

An elder woman stepped forward. Her hair was grey and her face carried the marks of countless winters. Her voice was soft and carried authority. “We name her Akika.” The elder's eyes never left the child. “Akika. Brave one.” The name chosen for its strength and for the unusual depth already visible within the child. “This name will carry her through the trials ahead. She will walk between worlds and serve as a bridge between our people and those unseen.” A murmur of agreement passed through the gathering. The name was more than a blessing. It was a promise. A vow between earth, spirit, and child that her future would not be ordinary.

As the ceremony concluded, the villagers watched her more carefully. Akika examined the world with an intensity that belied her age. Birds and small animals did not scatter when she approached. Instead, they paused. Waiting. Watching. Akika giggled and kicked her feet beneath the furs while the ceremony continued around her. Her attention wandered from the elders to the animals moving beyond the hall. She watched them with wide eyes and an open smile, almost wanting to reach out to them.

The sounds of drumming, voices, and crackling fires faded into the background as she followed their movements. Whatever importance the adults attached to the day remained beyond her understanding. The animals felt familiar. Welcoming. A bird tilted its head as though studying her in return.

Her mother was not surprised. What looked like play was preparation. Every interaction with the land formed part of the child's learning. Akika remained deeply attuned to her surroundings. She belonged naturally to the world around her, and the world seemed eager to teach her.

People watched with reverence. They sensed they were witnessing the beginning of a life that would become larger than itself. Akika was not merely playing. She was learning the language of the forest, the rhythm of the land, and the messages hidden within movement and silence. She turned her head slightly, acknowledging something only she seemed able to perceive. The forest spoke through scent, movement, shifting light, and the pauses between sounds.

Outside, snow rested heavily upon pine and cedar branches. Thin streams of smoke rose from chimneys and drifted into the pale winter sky. Villagers moved steadily between homes, carrying wood, tending fires, and checking drying racks. Life continued as it always had, many found themselves glancing back towards the gathering hall. Few spoke openly about the signs surrounding Akika's arrival. They kept such thoughts to themselves, as though speaking to them aloud might alter whatever had already begun.

Inside, Akika's attention shifted once more. A small grey bird had settled upon a nearby beam. She watched it intently. The bird remained untroubled by the crowd below. It hopped once and tilted its head. Akika laughed softly in response. Villagers exchanged glances. Most children noticed animals. Few focused on them with such intensity.

The elder returned to her place beside the fire and continued watching the child. Over many winters she had learned to trust instincts that arrived without explanation. The feeling she carried now was familiar. Not certainty. Not prophecy. Only the growing conviction that this child would follow a different course from those around her.

Nukka held her daughter close and watched the gathering unfold. Fatigue from the labour still lingered within her body, but pride softened the exhaustion. The child rested comfortably against her chest. Nukka brushed a hand across the infant's cheek. Whatever future awaited her daughter would arrive in its own time. For now, she was simply a mother holding her child.

The ceremony gradually gave way to conversation and shared food. Bowls of steaming broth passed from hand to hand. The smell of cedar smoke, cooked fish, and fresh bread filled the hall. Children resumed their games while elders exchanged stories near the fire. Laughter returned to the room.

Akika listened to it all. Voices. Footsteps. Fire. Winter. Everything blended into a rhythm that settled naturally within her. Outside, at the edge of the forest, a fox stood among the trees. Snow gathered lightly across its back as it observed the village. After a few moments it turned away and disappeared into the forest. No one noticed.

Inside, the fire burned steadily, villagers continued their celebrations, and Akika rested peacefully in her mother's arms. Somewhere beyond the understanding of those gathered, the first threads of her story had already begun weaving themselves into the fabric of the world. The answers would reveal themselves slowly. Carried by the passing seasons. Hidden within the years still to come.
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Protection and Reverence from the Community
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The village watched Akika as she grew. Not because they feared her or because they worshipped her. To some she remained the little girl who raced through the clearing with muddy boots, followed animal tracks through fresh snow, and asked questions faster than anyone could answer them. To others she carried the same mystery that had surrounded her birth. The two truths existed comfortably beside one another. Women fussed over her when winter winds grew too harsh, wrapping extra furs around her shoulders before sending her back outside. Hunters kept a discreet watch whenever she wandered beyond the village boundaries. Elders listened carefully when she spoke, often allowing her questions to remain unanswered rather than rushing to explain the world for her. Their protection never felt restrictive. It felt patient. They understood there were lessons that could not be taught; understanding arrived only when its time had come.

Their responsibility was not to shape her into what they believed she should become but to create enough space for her to discover it herself. Akika knew nothing of these unspoken agreements. She moved through the village as she always had, driven by curiosity more than purpose. When the chores were finished and the day's expectations released her, her feet often carried her towards the river and the forest beyond. Increasingly, they carried her towards her grandmother's cabin. 

Few villagers visited the place anymore. Most saw little reason. The old medicine woman was gone. The teachings had faded into stories. The tools remained where they had last been placed. Time had slowly reclaimed the cabin, and the forest had begun drawing it back into itself. Akika felt pulled there by an instinct she could not explain. Whenever the questions inside her became too loud, whenever the strange sensations beneath her skin returned, whenever the village felt too crowded or the emptiness within her too large, she found herself following the narrow trail through the pines. The river moved steadily beside her, carrying fragments of broken ice downstream. Ravens watched from the branches overhead. Wind moved through the cedars. The scent of pine resin, damp earth, moss, and icy water filled the air. 

The cabin appeared gradually through the trees, weathered and leaning slightly. Moss climbed the walls. Small plants pushed through gaps in the logs. The sight of it stirred a deep recognition within her chest. Not sadness. Not longing. Recognition. As though part of her had arrived before she had. Akika stepped silently inside and paused just beyond the doorway. Dust drifted through shafts of sunlight cutting between the logs. 

The familiar scent met her immediately: cedar, smoke, dried plants, and time itself. The silence inside differed from the silence outside. It felt fuller somehow. The small wooden table still stood beside the hearth. Two chairs rested exactly where they had always been. A carved bowl remained upon the table. Clay cups sat nearby, their surfaces darkened by years of use. Along one wall hung bundles of sage, cedar, sweetgrass, and
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