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T'anis wakes as the first light touches the
surface of Cold Lake, turning the water to a
shimmering silver. Grandmother is already by
the hearth, the soft scent of spruce needles and
morning tea filling the small, warm house with a

sense of peace.
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They eat together in a comfortable silence
that says more than words ever could. T'anis
watches Grandmother’'s steady hands as she
packs a small pouch of dried meat, learning the
rhythm of care and the quiet importance of

preparation for the day ahead.
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The walk to the village school is a lesson in
itself, with the crisp morning air carrying the
ancient messages of the wind. Every rustle in the
willow bushes and every distant call of the raven
is a greeting from the land that knows her name

and her family's history.
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The school house is a beautiful circle of
cedar and light, where the doors stay open to
the scent of the surrounding pines. There is no
rush here, only the gentle hum of children
gathering like birds returning to a familiar and

safe branch.
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An Elder sits in the center of the room, her
voice a low, steady river flowing through the
history of the stars and the seasons. T'anis
listens with her whole heart, understanding that
these stories are the living maps of who she is

and where her people come from.
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During the midday break, the children
gather around a long cedar table to practice the
art of patient hands. T'anis focuses on the
delicate work of sorting beads by color, feeling
the connection between her small fingers and
the patterns her ancestors once dreamed into

being.

Dénesylline Parents Léarn From Elder
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In the afternoon, the air is filled with the
musical rise and fall of the Dénesutiné language
spoken by young and old alike. T'dnis laughs
with her friends as they practice the names of
the plants that heal, their voices weaving a

tapestry of living breath and ancient sound.
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The classroom moves to the shore, where
the water laps against the stones in a steady,
comforting heartbeat. They learn to watch the
ripples and the shifting clouds, understanding
that the lake is a powerful teacher that requires

humility and a quiet spirit.
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As the sun begins to dip towards the trees,
T'anis walks home with a heart full of the day's
quiet wisdom. She sees her father returning
from the woods and they share a nod of
recognition, two parts of a whole family rooted

deeply in the same earth.
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Under the soft glow of the moon,
Grandmother tucks the blankets close and
whispers a prayer of gratitude to the spirits of
the land. T'anis drifts to sleep in the safety of
her home, knowing that tomorrow is another

day to grow, to listen, and to truly belong.
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