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For my children, and for Him who turned, 
and is turning, the world upside down.





HALA'S SPARK OF HOPE

1
Hala shot up in her bed, startled. 

As the dream began to fade, her feelings of 
dread did not. Her bad dream was not real, but her 
bad news was: her mother was still sick, her father 
was still gone, and her home was close to being 
taken. She wondered if going back to sleep was the 
only choice that made sense. Maybe if she kept her 
head under the pillow long enough everything 
would change.

Hope was also like a dream: unreal, hard to 
hold onto. If her family did not pay their taxes, the 
Coyote Kings would never allow them to stay in 
their nest. The Kings didn't care if her mother was 
ill. They only cared about their power and keeping 
the Desert Kingdom in line. Moreover, because 
Hala's father had long ago been branded a 
troublemaker, the Kings were especially bent on 
making an example of her family.

As she moved quietly through the nest, Hala 
noticed a candle burning in the next room. Peering 
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around the corner, she could see her mother looking 
intently at a small scrap of paper by the candle's 
light. Every half-minute, terrible coughing attacks 
shook her mother's body. Hala hated to see her 
suffer. Friends and family had tried everything to 
make her better, but her condition only seemed to 
worsen. 

As Hala crept outside into the warm night, her 
ears brushed against the door frame, and she looked 
up at the desert sky. The stars looked especially 
distant and dim, and she felt dragged down to the 
earth by a heavy heart. Everything seemed dark, 
inside and out.

But her thoughts were interrupted by the sound 
of footsteps. Someone was coming.
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2
Hala backed toward the nest. Who could be 

coming at this time of the night? As the sound of 
footsteps grew louder, she imagined the worst. But 
the sound of her name reassured her. 

“Hala?” The voice of her friend Opah was 
unmistakable. 

“Opah! What are you doing here?” The small 
Jack finally emerged from between the Creosote. 

“Hala, I have news for you. I came as soon as I 
heard it.” 

“Heard what?” Hala inquired. 
“My father was in Scrubtown tonight and he 

heard two squirrels talking. They had just come 
from the Citadel.” Hala's body grew tense.

 “The Citadel? Do they work for the Kings?” 
“I don't think so. Just traders. But they were 

talking about a mysterious owl who flew in several 
days before.” Hala was puzzled. 

“An owl? At the Citadel? I can't remember the 
last time that happened. Why was he there?” A smile 
came across Opah's face. 

“He said he had seen the Three Stars.”
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Hala's eyes widened. She stumbled over her words. 
“The...the Three Stars? Well...maybe he was 

just crazy.” 
“That's what I thought at first,” said Opah, 

“but father said the squirrels talked about how the 
Kings took the news very seriously.” Hala looked 
down, deep in thought. 

“But if it was the Three Stars, then that 
means...” Opah gently finished the thought. 

“Yes, the High Chief...he's coming.”

Hala's mind was racing now. The High Chief? 
Could it be? Most animals in the Kingdom had 
dismissed the foretellings that spoke of the High 
Chief. They said it was just an old legend; that there 
never would be a High Chief or the Three Stars to 
announce his coming.

But the Jacks and the Mice tended to hold on to 
the Old Words. Not all, but most believed, to one 
degree or another. And if the rumor was true, Hala 
concluded, then the High Chief could change things. 
He could help her mother. He could find her father. 
He could save her home.

Though Hala's fears argued, “You can't be 
sure!”, something was changing inside her. A spark 
of hope was beginning to flicker.

4



HALA'S SPARK OF HOPE

5



BRYCE MORGAN

6



HALA'S SPARK OF HOPE

3
As Opah scampered away, Hala was lost in her 

thoughts; in all the possibilities hope was inspiring 
inside her.

When she finally returned to the nest, her sister 
Ima met her at the door. Hala's sister and brother, 
twins, were older than Hala and regularly gave her a 
hard time, about everything it seemed. Tonight was 
no exception. 

“Who were you talking with...and at this 
hour?” her sister asked. 

“It was Opah. She just came to tell me 
something.” Her sister was not satisfied. 

“Tell you what?  What could be so important 
that she came out this late?” Hala hesitated. 

“It was... nothing.” 
“I'll be the judge of that,” her sister insisted. 

“Tell me or I'll tell mom you and Opah are up to no 
good.”

Hala didn't necessarily trust her sister, but hope 
was making her bolder. “She told me someone had 
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seen the Three Stars.” Ima laughed. 
“What? The Three Stars? And you believed 

her?” Hala tried not to back down. 
“It could be true. What if it is?” Ima was quick 

to respond, 
“True? Hala, don't you dare get all worked up 

about some silly myth. We have enough to worry 
about around here. We don't need to worry about 
you daydreaming.”

Just then, Hala's brother rounded the corner. 
“What's the problem out here? I'm trying to sleep.” 

“Hala thinks the High Chief is coming to save 
us. I'm trying to talk some sense into her,” answered 
Ima. 

“High Chief? Did you run into a cactus again, 
Hala? Pull the spines out of your head and go to 
bed.” But Hala was not giving up. 

“But what if it's true, Yava? We have to find 
out. What else can we do?” 

“I'll tell you what we can do,” Yava answered, 
“we can tie our little sister to her bed, right, Ima?”

Hala could feel the frustration boiling up inside 
her, but she waited to see if the twins would actually 
act on Yava's idea. As Yava stepped toward her, 
flashing a devious smile, the three siblings were 
startled by a crashing sound coming from down the 
hall. Hala spun around, anxious. “That came from 
Mama's room.”
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4
The three children ran toward their mother's 

room. Hala was the first to round the corner. She 
glanced this way and that, and finally saw her 
mother sitting on the floor, against the wall, 
surrounded by books and knick-knacks. “Mama,” 
cried Hala. 

“What happened?” asked a worried Ima. 
“I'm fine. I'm fine,” reassured their mother. “I 

was just trying to get something down off the highest 
shelf. Must have put too much weight on that lower 
one.”

The three young Jacks worked together to pull 
their mother up and back onto the bed. 

“What were you thinking, Mama?” blurted 
Yava, betraying his frustration. 

“Yava, Ima, give me a moment alone with your 
sister.” The clawing cough gripped her again as she 
finished her request. The twins looked at each other, 
miffed, but were soon gone.

“Hala, I heard you in the hallway,” her mother 
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said softly. Hala looked down, sheepishly, unsure 
what would happen next. “Don't worry, little one. I 
believe you.” 

“You do?” Hala asked excitedly. 
“I do. But whatever will a young hare like you 

do with this amazing news?” 
“I don't know, Mama. If I cry out, if we cry 

out, won't the High Chief hear us?”

Hala's mother looked at her, drawing in a deep 
breath as a smile formed behind her whiskers. “I 
don't think it will work like that, not yet at least. I 
think you might need to go and find him.” Hala 
looked worried. Her mind was racing. 

“Find him? Won't everyone just know when he 
comes?” Her mother looked to the side, pondering 
Hala's question. 

“I don't think so. But if it happens that way, it 
will make it easier for you, won't it?”

“But how will I find him, Mama? Where would 
I go?” Hala's mother smiled and pulled out a scrap 
of paper from under her blanket. 

“This is what I climbed up to get, Hala. It's the 
other half of an old scrap of writing.” 

“What does it say, Mama?” Hala's mother 
looked at her intently. 

“It tells us the town where the High Chief will 
arrive.”
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5
Hala could barely contain her amazement and 

delight. “You know where the High Chief will 
arrive? Wait...maybe he's already there, right now!” 
Hala's mother smiled. 

“Maybe he is. Wouldn't that be wonderful?” 
“But mama,” interrupted Hala, “how do you 

know that paper is correct? Where did it come 
from?”

“Hala, this scrap was given to me by my 
mother. And she received it from her mother. And 
before that, we don't know how long it has been 
passed down. I was told it came from a book of 
foretellings, something written long ago. But when 
the Coyote Kings came to our land, many of these 
books were destroyed. I believe this scrap survived 
that kind of ordeal. Unfortunately, even though I've 
been able to keep it safe, it was accidentally torn in 
half when I was younger. When I heard you outside 
my door, I just happened to be looking at the bottom 
half of that scrap.”

Hala was transfixed by this tale. “Mama?” 
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“Yes, little one?” 
“Why were you looking at just the bottom 

half?” Her mother held up the scrap in question and 
Hala could see a beautiful drawing spread out across 
most of the paper. Within a finely-detailed border, 
with a kind of green ink, someone had drawn a 
desert landscape, but one filled with wildflowers of 
every conceivable size and shape. Hala smiled and 
spoke, never taking her eyes off the paper. 

“I understand now, Mama.” 
“They say the High Chief will cause the desert 

to bloom in a way we can't even imagine now,” 
Hala's mother reminded her.

“So when you mentioned the High Chief, I 
knew I needed to find the other piece. It's the piece I 
keep tucked away, just to play it safe. Spies for the 
Kings come in all shapes and sizes, don't they?” 

“So where is it?” asked Hala. “Where will the 
High Chief arrive?” Before her mother could 
answer, Yava burst into the room. 

“They're coming! I saw them on the ridge.” 
“Who's coming?” asked Hala's mother. 
“The Scorpion Guard.”
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6
Hala's mother continued questioning her son. 

“How many did you see?” Yava was distracted, 
looking around the room for anything that needed to 
be hidden. “Yava! Son!” Yava turned back to her. 
“How many did you see?” 

“There were five, and they'll be here any 
minute, Mama.” he said anxiously. Hala's mother 
looked away, considering the number. 

“Five. That's a counting corps. The Kings must 
have decreed a Counting. They probably want to 
make sure everyone is exactly where they're 
supposed to be. They'll be locking down the whole 
town soon.” 

Hala grabbed her mother's paw. “Are they also 
looking for the High Chief?” Her mother looked 
into Hala's eyes. She could see how fear was trying 
to push hope out of her daughter's heart. 

“Maybe,” replied Hala's mother. “But you will 
find him first, and...” Another cough gripped her 
throat. 

“Mama!” Hala drew closer, concerned. 
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“You must leave now, Hala, before they arrive. 
You won't have another chance.”

Hala was frightened by the idea of leaving her 
home, but she knew there wasn't time to hesitate. 
She bounded to her room, grabbed her shawl and 
palo, then headed toward the back door. In her 
frenzied retreat, Hala's mother had to catch her 
before she got too far. 

“Hala! You can't leave without this.” Hala 
looked at her mother, then at the sacred scraps of 
paper in her hand. 

“Of course. How foolish of me,” confessed 
Hala. 

“And you can't leave without a kiss.” The idea 
immediately calmed Hala and she bowed her head 
slightly. Her mother gently kissed her between her 
eyes. “Follow the Southern Arroyo until you see the 
'silent army'. Look for the large mesquite.  Great 
Horn the owl is there. He will help you.”

Hala wasn't sure what all of it meant, but she 
knew where the Southern Arroyo was. She 
embraced her mother one last time, and hopped into 
the darkness. Behind her she could hear the Scorpion 
Guards pounding on the door at the front of the 
nest. Moving quickly around rocks and ridges, a 
short prayer filled her heart as she said goodbye to 
her home. Hala was grateful for the light of a full 
moon. 
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As Hala hopped down the the gradually sloping 

walls of a desert ravine, she cold feel the loose, small 
flats of rock give way under her determined feet. 
Only within the past few minutes had she begun to 
think about the fact she was not at home to be 
counted by the Coyote Kings' henchmen. She grew 
ever anxious of what that might mean for her 
family. Would they be harassed? Would they be 
hurt? Maybe one of the Scorpion Guards would 
simply chalk it up as an error in a previous 
Counting.

Hours later, Hala wearily sat down near the 
edge of the Southern Arroyo. Her heavy eyes and 
aching paws told her she had to rest. She had only 
been this far south on rare occasions. It was 
especially unfamiliar terrain at night. But she knew 
she needed to sleep. As she laid down under a nearby 
bush and closed her eyes, thoughts of her family 
filled her mind. She reassured herself that her 
leaving was their only hope.
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After what seemed like only a few minutes, Hala 
opened her eyes. In the east, a thin line of pinkish-
orange was creeping over the horizon. She had slept 
longer than she thought. The new day was almost 
here. As her mother instructed, she began to follow 
the Southern Arroyo to the west. At some points, 
river-smoothed rocks marked her path. At other 
times, she was forced to slog through currents of 
small gravel and sand. 

It wasn't long before the arroyo snaked around 
a looming hill. As she rounded the corner, Hala was 
startled by what appeared to be a large army 
gathered for war. She dove as quickly as she could 
behind a rock near the base of the hill. She nervously 
listened for the sound of marching or war cries. 
None came. She slowly peered around the left side of 
the rock, where a gap allowed her to see into the 
valley beyond. There the tall soldiers stood, perfectly 
still and perfectly quiet. This must be the 'silent 
army' her mother told her about. As the dawn's new 
light began to spread across the land, Hala realized 
this valley was not filled with soldiers, but tall 
cactuses.

She was about to breathe a sigh of relief when 
suddenly she was jerked into the air by a flurry of 
feathers and talons. Was this to be her fate: breakfast 
for a bird of prey? She was afraid to open her eyes.
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Hala didn't try to fight. She knew that even if 

she could break free from the bird's grip, she was too 
high up in the air to escape with her life. But it 
couldn't end this way. Suddenly hope opened her 
mouth. “Where are you taking me, you...you...mean 
bird?” Hala was not only surprised by her words, 
but also by the response she received. 

“Mean bird? Hmmm,” questioned the bird. 
“Silly little Jack. If you weren't up here with me, you 
would definitely be in the stomach of that cougar.” 
Hala gasped. 

“Cougar?” 
“Yes, the one who was watching you from the 

top of the hill,” said the mysterious bird.

Hala felt both relief and skepticism. “And who 
can I thank for saving my life,” asked Hala 
somewhat sheepishly. 

“I'm Great Horn, Sage of the Southern 
Arroyo.” Hala started to wiggle with excitement. 

“Great Horn? The owl? You're the one I'm 
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looking for!” exclaimed Hala. 
“I am? And who are you to be looking for me?” 

asked the owl. 
“I'm Hala, daughter of Tuzi and Uma.” A long 

pause followed Hala's answer. Finally, Great Horn 
spoke. 

“It has been many, many seasons since I heard 
those names, little one. I am very pleased to meet 
you.”

Hala was finally able to wriggle around and 
look up at the majestic owl who carried her. His 
brown and white stripes and spots were lit by the 
burgeoning sunrise. Hala couldn't decide where to 
look: below to the newly lit cactus and canyons, or 
above to the strong bird who had rescued her. But 
her deliberations were cut short as she felt the owl 
suddenly drop towards a very large mesquite tree 
below. 

As they soared into its branches, Hala realized a 
sprawling nest was built inside, full of books and 
scrolls. As soon as Great Horn set her down, Hala 
remembered the sacred scraps of paper. She had not 
looked at them even once during the night. The old 
owl watched her as she dug them out of a pocket 
inside her shawl. “This is why I came,” Hala 
remarked. 

“What do we have here?” asked the owl 
curiously. Great Horn looked at the paper as Hala 
arranged it before him. “Ah. I see now,” the owl said 
contentedly. “You are looking for the High Chief, 
aren't you?”
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“Yes! Yes! I am looking for the High Chief!” 

Hala exclaimed. “How did you know?” 
“Because that is why these words were written,” 

replied Great Horn the owl. Hala looked down at 
the scraps. She recognized the bottom half and the 
beautiful drawing it contained. But when she finally 
saw the top half, the letters seemed foreign to her. 

“What does that say? I don't know those 
letters,” confessed Hala, frustrated. Great Horn 
reassured her. 

“Of course you don't. These are the Old Marks. 
They were used long before you or I came into the 
world. But thankfully some of us were taught those 
old ways. It says...”

When there the Three Stars shine, the lofty skies  
bow low; in broken branch, he will be welcomed;  
there the world will know.

Hala looked slowly up at the owl. “Broken 
Branch? Isn't that a town at the canyon's edge?” 
Great Horn stooped slightly to look her in the eye. 
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“It is indeed. This saying is why many have 
long believed that is where the High Chief will 
arrive. That's the old thinking, at least.” 

Hala was puzzled by the owl's response. “Old 
thinking? Does that mean there is also new 
thinking?” Hala wondered out loud. 

“Little one, I believe the High Chief is any or all 
of us,” replied Great Horn. Hala was confused. 

“What do you mean?” 
“I mean the High Chief is not one person, but 

an ideal; a way of thinking. When I say I believe the 
High Chief is coming, what I mean is that I trust 
that one day, all of us will finally understand what is 
good and true and right. In this way we will rescue 
ourselves.”

Hala had never heard anything like this. But 
even though she couldn't explain it, she knew deep 
down this was wrong. “I don't think that's right,” 
confessed Hala, still wearing a confused face. 

“Well, if you want to hold onto primitive 
ideas,” remarked the owl as he turned away, “that's 
your choice.” But as he began to shuffle off, Great 
Horn turned back once more. “But if you're really 
going to Broken Branch, you're running out of time. 
I'm guessing that road will be closed within the hour. 
In fact, it may already be too late.”
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Hala's eyes popped open, as wide as they could 

go. “What? What do you mean the road will be 
closed?” The owl grunted something as he shuffled 
through a pile of books. But within a few seconds, he 
responded intelligibly to Hala's dismay. 

“You may or may not know there is another 
Counting underway. The Scorpion Guards will close 
the Western Highway, the one that begins on the 
other side of the cactus field. They like to limit travel 
as much as they can.” Hala forgot all about these 
measures.

“I need to go then, right now!” exclaimed Hala, 
as she dropped down to collect the sacred scraps.

As she bounded toward the door, she suddenly 
stopped and turned back. “Thank you. Thank you 
for saving me and helping me.” Great Horn popped 
his head out from behind a rickety bookcase. 

“You're very welcome. It's not too late to 
reconsider. Your journey will not be easy,” suggested 
the owl. 
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“I can't not go, sir. He's my only hope,” 
declared Hala. 

“Then take that water skin by the door.” Hala 
nodded her head, picked up the skin, and hopped 
down the network of branches that formed a kind of 
staircase to the ground.

After getting her bearings, it wasn't long before 
she was racing through the ranks of the 'silent army'. 
Thankfully, the tall cactuses were spaced far enough 
apart to allow Hala to zig and zag in between. She 
finally made it to the edge, and after scanning the 
terrain from the top of a large rock, she found the 
beginning of the Western Highway. It was a broad 
path, hardened by centuries of travel. Once on the 
path, Hala's pace slowed a bit as she moved 
cautiously forward. She tried her best to scan the 
horizon for any sign of the Kings' henchmen. But 
two hours later, there was still no sign of a roadblock 
or patrol.

The desert road was quiet as the sun rose higher 
in the sky. Hala sat down for a drink and began to 
reassure herself. “You beat them, Hala. Probably 
slipped through right before 'em.” No sooner had 
the words slipped out of her mouth when two large 
pincers dropped down from over her shoulders and 
pierced the dirt in front of her. Hala sat paralyzed as 
a large scorpion rose up from the rocks behind her. 
She was trapped.
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Hala could feel the scorpion behind her, looking 

her over, his head moving to and fro just in back of 
hers. His mouth began to drip words. 

“Small, small jackrabbit, aren't you a little far 
from home.” Hala was afraid to turn her head, even 
slightly. She couldn't stand being called a rabbit 
(since Jacks are hares and not rabbits, and the 
scorpion clearly knew this), but she didn't dare react.

In a matter of seconds the scorpion had moved 
around her. Now, as much as she hated it, she was 
staring right at his hideous face. Like most of the 
Kings' guards, he was much larger than the typical 
scorpions one might find in the Desert Kingdom. As 
he continued to look her over, Hala mustered the 
courage to speak. 

“What...what are you and your troops going to 
do with me?” The scorpion suddenly laughed. 

“My troops? I have no troops. I was banished 
from the Kings' guard.” Hala was puzzled, but 
curious. 

“B-b-banished?” 
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“Yes, they couldn't stand all my talk about the 
High Chief.” Hala was shocked. 

“You believe in the High Chief?” From the 
scorpion's expression, Hala could tell he was 
becoming lost in his thoughts. 

“Of course I believe in the High Chief. And 
when he comes, I will be at his right hand as he 
conquers all his enemies. There are scoffers and 
mockers and pretenders to be punished, and the 
High Chief will pour out his wrath on all of them. 
Those Kings will suffer for what they did to me.” By 
this time, the scorpion was looking off into the 
distance, dreaming of the kind of world his words 
were painting.

From everything she understood about the High 
Chief, Hala was unsettled by the way the scorpion 
was describing him. She was taught the High Chief 
would set things right one day, and that he would be 
just and strong. But somehow the scorpion's vision 
seemed skewed. Hala couldn't help but think of the 
drawing on the scrap of paper she kept in her pocket. 
“But what about peace and joy and life?” asked 
Hala, cringing a bit. At this, the scorpion quickly 
fixed his gaze back on the young hare. The look on 
the scorpion's face confirmed he had very little 
tolerance for those who disagreed with him.

28



HALA'S SPARK OF HOPE

29



BRYCE MORGAN

30



HALA'S SPARK OF HOPE

12
The scorpion slowly inched his face toward 

Hala's. “Peace? Joy? Is that all you're interested in? 
Don't you care about the need for justice, for 
vengeance?” asked the scorpion. Hala wasn't sure 
how to respond. The scorpion was becoming 
frustrated with her silence. “I don't think a 
jackrabbit like you is ready to do what must be done 
to  prepare for the High Chief's coming. And if you 
can't be for him, then you must be against him. 
Know this: his enemies are my enemies.”

Hala realized there was nothing she could say to 
convince the scorpion that he was mistaken, both 
about her and the High Chief. The scorpion began 
to look off into the distance again and muse. “Hmm, 
what might be an appropriate fate for a creature like 
you?” Hala knew she needed to find a way out, and 
quickly. She scanned the area feverishly and soon 
spotted a small hole between several large rocks only 
feet to her left. Hala needed a distraction. 

“What about the Counting?” she blurted out. 
“Counting? What counting?” questioned the 

scorpion, puzzled. 
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“The one those guards over there are 
enforcing,” Hala bluffed. The scorpion took the 
bait. As he turned to look to his left, Hala sprang up 
and bounded to her left. She could hear the scorpion 
scrambling as he realized what happened. 

“Where are you going?” he barked. Hala could 
see the shadow of a pincer hovering over her as she 
made a final, desperate leap. She shot into the hole 
just as the scorpion's pincer crashed down behind 
her.

Try as he might, the scorpion could not squeeze 
into the hole, and his arms could not reach Hala. As 
she was backing into the darkness, she tried to catch 
her breath. She soon realized the hole went back 
farther than she thought. As minutes turned into 
hours, Hala knew she had to make a decision: she 
could either wait for the scorpion to leave, or follow 
the hole back into the darkness. Maybe, just maybe, 
it would lead to another exit.

It eventually dawned on her that the scorpion 
could pretend to leave and simply wait for her out of 
sight. So Hala decided to press into the inky 
blackness of the cave. Hope still drove her forward, 
but as she finally lost sight of the light, even the 
spark of hope within her struggled to pierce the 
darkness and the uncertainty that lay ahead.
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Hala moved slowly at first through the pitch 

blackness of the cave. Her small paws swept the air 
in front of her, gently bouncing off rocky walls to 
her left and right. She was thankful for the fact there 
were not, at least not yet, other passages or forks in 
the path. While there were places Hala had to 
squeeze through or twist around, the cave simply 
continued on and on. 

After what seemed like several hours, Hala was 
growing weary and fearful. “What if I never make it 
out of here?” she asked herself. “What if I fail to 
find the High Chief because I'm stuck miles inside 
some mountain?” Hala stopped and began to cry. 
As the tears ran down her furry face, she whispered a 
plea. “Please, High Chief, please help me. Please 
help me find my way to you.” As she sat quietly 
whimpering in the darkness, images raced through 
her mind. She imagined the Three Stars rising in the 
sky. She imagined her mother coughing beside her 
bed. She remembered the saying the owl translated 
and the ancient picture of the desert blooming with 
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abundance. As these pictures, and many more, 
swirled through her head, they began to weave a 
tapestry of promise within her heart. The embers of 
hope were being stirred once more.

After a few minutes, Hala wiped away the last 
tear and resumed her journey. To her surprise, it was 
less than half an hour later when she thought she 
caught sight of a tiny point of light up ahead. The 
thought of freedom energized her and her pace 
quickened. Within minutes the point of light was 
growing larger, and eventually Hala was able to 
push herself through another small opening and 
onto a large ledge overlooking a vast valley. The sun 
was dropping low in the western sky. It was almost 
evening. 

As she sat down to take another drink from the 
water skin, she began to consider where she would 
sleep for the night. Suddenly a low, slow voice 
interrupted her thoughts. 

“Never seen a Jack all the way up here.” 
Given her last sudden introduction, Hala was 

not eager to turn and find out to whom the voice 
belonged.
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Hala readied her palo and slowly turned to see 

the head of a tortoise peeking out from behind a 
large boulder that seemed to divide the ledge on 
which she sat. His face was kind, and his demeanor 
reminded her that she never met a tortoise she didn't 
like. Her grip on the the hopping stick began to 
loosen as she spoke. “Oh, hello. I hope I'm not 
somewhere I shouldn't be,” Hala said kindly. 

“I guess that all depends on where you should 
be,” replied the tortoise. 

“Well, I should be on the Western Highway, 
headed toward Broken Branch.”

At this statement, the tortoise's smile began to 
widen. “Ah, Broken Branch. Could it be you saw the 
Three Stars?” asked the tortoise. 

“I didn't see them, but I was told they were 
seen,” Hala admitted excitedly. 

“Yes, yes. I saw them myself. The High Chief 
has come! Isn't it wonderful?” responded the 
tortoise, his eyes now closed with delight. 
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“It is wonderful. I'm Hala. What is your 
name?” 

“I am Chise, the son of Chiri,” replied the 
tortoise. 

“Chise, why are you still here? Why haven't you 
gone to Broken Branch?” asked Hala. 

Chise began to inch out even more from behind 
the large boulder and make his way toward Hala. 
“Oh, there's no need to go to him,” Chise explained. 
Hala was puzzled by his response. 

“What do you mean?” Chise finally stopped 
and dropped down onto his shell. 

“The High Chief will bring blessing to us. 
There's no need to seek it. He knows what I need, 
and he knows what you need. I believe the best thing 
to do is just carry on with my life. When the right 
time comes, he will come to me. As you might know, 
we tortoises don't believe anything is truly urgent. 
And he knows that about me, right?”

Hala's head was twisted slightly to the right as 
she tried to process what the tortoise was telling her. 
“I guess he knows that,” Hala replied, uncertain of 
her own words. “So there was no reason for me to 
leave home?” she asked. 

“Probably not,” declared the tortoise. “But if 
you hadn't, I would have never had the pleasure of 
your company,” he said grinning. 

While Hala certainly liked the tortoise, his 
answer left her heart feeling tangled up with 
questions.
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As Hala talked with the tortoise on the overlook, 

she noticed the light was fading fast. “Chise,” began 
Hala, “if you found a map that showed the way to a 
buried treasure, wouldn't you seek it? I feel that way 
about the High Chief.” Chise looked down at the 
dirt for a moment, pondering the young Jack's 
illustration. He finally opened his mouth. 

“Well, I think either way is fine. Go or stay. It 
makes no difference. What happens will happen.” 
As he spoke a smile never left his face, and his eyes 
looked dreamily content.

But like water on a flame, Hala felt as if the 
tortoise's words had brought the conversation to a 
dead end. She began to look around as concerns 
about her present situation returned to the forefront 
of her mind. “Might I ask you about a good place to 
sleep for the night?” she inquired. 

“I'd be happy to help, Hala,” replied the 
tortoise. “If you're trying to get to the Western 
Highway you will need to follow this ledge back 
around until you come to the Arid Arch. Pass 
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through and make your way down to a village called 
Burrow Gulch. The Highway is just south and west 
of there.” Hala was grateful but still concerned. 

“And is there a safe place to spend the night?” 
Chise slowly looked to his left, and then to his right. 

“I think this is as good a place as any, don't 
you? And the best part is, we're already here. Good 
night, Hala.”

To Hala's surprise, Chise pulled his head back 
into his shell and, within a matter of seconds, began 
to snore. As strange as his farewell was, Hala decided 
his suggestion was a good one. The ledge probably 
was the safest place to sleep. So she wrapped her 
shawl around her, pressed herself under a large rock, 
and with visions of the journey racing through her 
mind, she dozed off to sleep.

As the morning light began to creep over the 
valley below, Hala was awakened by a distant cry. 
She was groggy, but slowly made her way to the 
ledge and scanned the horizon. As she opened her 
mouth to ask the tortoise about the sound, she 
realized he was already gone. Hala decided to head 
down the path, concerned it might have been Chise's 
cry she heard. Within minutes, Hala realized the 
sound was not coming from below or ahead, but 
from above. As she looked back and up, she was 
paralyzed by the sight of a large hawk headed right 
for her.
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As the hawk swooped down, Hala flung herself 

against the rocks at the back of the ledge. 
Thankfully, the hawk did not have time to adjust 
and turned at the last second. But it was clear he was 
coming around for another try. Hala began to run. 
She knew this hawk. His name was Red Tail, and he 
often worked for the Scorpion Guard. But what was 
he doing out here? Could he be looking for her 
specifically? As Hala leapt at full speed down the 
ledge, she could see there were no cracks or crevices 
in which to find safety. She could hear Red Tail's 
hoarse cry above her, and the sound was closing in. 
She looked back to find he was almost on top of her 
again. She had no choice but to dive flat onto the 
path. As he zoomed by, one of the hawk's talons 
caught and tore her shawl, but it was not enough to 
lift her into the air. She was scared, but she knew she 
had to keep moving.

As Hala sped around the next bend in the ledge, 
she could see the Arid Arch the tortoise had 
described. It was sculpted from reddish-brown stone 
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and was as large as the front gate of the Citadel. If 
she could make it there, then maybe she could find 
safety in the town that lay beyond it. As she closed in 
on the arch, she knew Red Tail was again closing in 
on her. But she wasn't sure she could make it in time, 
and the hawk was certainly not going to miss again. 
Suddenly,  Hala could see the path drop off in front 
of her. It did not lead directly to the arch. With the 
shrill scream of the hawk right over her head, all she 
could do was let loose a silent prayer and jump over 
the edge of the cliff.

Hala's decision caught Red Tail by surprise. He 
quickly circled back and could see from a distance 
the steep drop over which she leapt. All that lay 
below were large boulders on which the Jack must 
have met her end. He would have flown down for a 
closer look, but out of the corner of his eye he 
happened to spot, beyond the arch, the town of 
Burrow Gulch. “Easy pickings,” he thought to 
himself, pleased about his prospects for a decent 
meal. He screeched again as he wheeled away to the 
west. 

But from the rocks below, no sound was heard.
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The palo was slipping. One end was fairly 

secure in a small notch at the top of a massive rock. 
But the other end was slipping back and forth on the 
smooth stone of an adjacent boulder. And in 
between the boulders hung Hala, desperately trying 
to hold on to her hopping stick as the slipping end 
shifted here and there. She knew the hawk might still 
be overhead, but she was beginning to lose her grip. 
She knew she had to risk a potential attack from 
above, or else she would find a very certain death 
below. As frightening as it was, Hala accepted her 
only hope was to swing, not less, but more. As her 
large hind legs kicked underneath, she tried to keep 
the stick straight above her. Finally, she had enough 
momentum to leap up and over to the craggier rock 
on her left, catching a cleft with her right paw and 
left leg. The sound of the palo bouncing off the rocks 
below echoed through the ravine.

For several minutes, Hala could only sit in 
silence. She was trying to process what had just 
happened. What were the odds that her hopping 
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stick would catch like that as she fell? Moreover, the 
fact she landed between two boulders that sat in the 
shadow of an even larger boulder meant she was 
somewhat hidden from Red Tail's gaze high above. 
The only explanation that satisfied her was someone 
heard her prayer. It was not a lucky landing. It was 
directed, and she was protected. As she accepted this 
more fully, a smile crossed her face and the spark of 
hope within her began to burn even more brightly.

As she began to figure out a way down, she 
thought for a moment that she heard the hawk 
screech once more, but this time it came from much 
farther away. She couldn't be sure, but the 
possibility was enough of a motivation to move 
quickly. She scrambled down the far side of the 
craggy boulder, and retrieved her palo from the 
chasm floor. It was time to get to Burrow Gulch.

An hour later, Hala, all the while watching the 
sky, hopped into Burrow Gulch. She could tell 
immediately something was wrong. Ground 
squirrels seemed to be the primary citizens of the 
town, and many looked up nervously. Others were 
visibly upset. Still others seemed to be cleaning up 
debris that littered the streets. But very quickly all 
eyes were on Hala. Squirrels began to gather and a 
murmuring was moving through the crowd. Finally 
a serious looking squirrel with an ornate headdress 
pushed his way up to Hala and thrust out his finger. 

“There she is. That's her. She's the one 
responsible for our suffering. Seize her!”
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Ten large squirrels quickly surrounded Hala. 

First they took her palo, then tied up her hands and 
feet. She squirmed as they lifted her into the air. 
“What are you doing? I just arrived. I can't be the 
one you're looking for.” The serious squirrel who 
had accused her spoke again. 

“That cruel hawk who just attacked our city 
spoke of a young hare who was supposed to be his 
breakfast. For whatever reason, he came here 
instead.” Hala looked around. 

“I'm so sorry he attacked your town. But I 
didn't know he would come here. I was running for 
my life.” The squirrel was unmoved. 

“Save your pity and your excuses. You've 
broken the command.” Hala was confused. 

“What command did I break?” 
“Rule #15: 'You shall not endanger the colony 

in any way',” declared the squirrel. 

Hala realized it was pointless to argue about 
squirrel rules with a squirrel. She desperately tried 
another tactic. “But you have to let me go. I'm going 
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to find the High Chief.” At this, the murmuring 
crowd became quiet. The head squirrel squinted his 
eyes and slowly walked up to Hala, who was by this 
time hanging upside down. 

“You dare speak of the High Chief? What could 
an unclean, rule-breaking hare like you know about 
the High Chief?” 

“I know he has come or is coming to Broken 
Branch,” replied Hala confidently. But the squirrel 
simply laughed. 

“Yes, he might arrive at Broken Branch, but he 
will reign at Burrow Gulch. Don't you understand? 
We are his most devoted, disciplined, and deserving 
servants. This will certainly be his ultimate 
destination.”

Hala wasn't sure how to answer his confident 
claims about the squirrels of Burrow Gulch. She 
didn't doubt the abundance of their devotion, but 
their lack of compassion was equally clear. “Fine. 
How many days must I stay here as your prisoner,” 
asked Hala. The head squirrel, who had been 
walking away, stopped and turned abruptly. 

“Prisoner? Days? Don't you understand the 
seriousness of your actions? Because you've 
endangered our lives, you will lose yours.”

46



HALA'S SPARK OF HOPE

19
Hala's eyes grew wide as fear gripped her heart. 

“What? I have to die? That's what your rules say?” 
The head squirrel had turned away again. He spoke 
with his back to Hala. 

“Yes, that is what the rules state.” But Hala 
could not accept this. 

“You would take my life because I was trying to 
save it...from a common enemy?” The squirrel 
stopped and dropped his head below his shoulders. 

“There is to be no more discussion. Take her to 
the fire pit,” the head squirrel proclaimed, his voice 
racked by frustration.

The ten guards began to march deeper into the 
town as they headed toward the fire pit. Hala 
wiggled and strained against her bonds the entire 
time. She promised herself the stern and angry looks 
that surrounded her would not break her spirit. 
Somehow, she had to escape.

The fire pit was exactly what its name 
indicated: a wide, round hole about ten feet deep, 
lined with blackened stones. As Hala was brought to 
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its edge, she could see glowing hot embers covering 
the bottom of the pit. When the head squirrel began 
to address the crowd, two of the guards let go of 
Hala's feet and proceeded to ignite ceremonial 
torches that lay nearby. As they returned, she could 
feel the intense heat next to her legs.

Suddenly a cry arose from somewhere in the 
crowd. “The hawk! The hawk!” All the squirrels, 
including the guards, looked to the sky. Sure 
enough, Red Tail had returned. As he swooped 
down on the crowd, Hala saw her opportunity. She 
thrashed around even more violently, and the 
distracted guards eventually dropped her. 
Thankfully, they had also dropped the torches, and 
Hala swung her legs around to and over one of the 
flames. The fire began to singe her fur, but it also 
began to burn the ropes around her legs. Within 
seconds (even though it seemed like minutes because 
of the pain), she snapped the cords, leapt to her feet, 
grabbed her palo with her tied hands, and bounded 
through the chaotic crowd. As a wagon full of twigs 
raced by, Hala dove into the back. She wiggled her 
way into the woodpile, hoping Red Tail had not 
already seen her.

As that wagon, and many other wagons, raced 
out of town, the clamor began to fade. Every once in 
a while, she could just make out, through gaps in the 
twigs, the silhouette of the hawk as he circled out 
and began another dive. She felt for the town, but 
was thankful the bird seemed unaware of her second 
escape from his clutches.

48



HALA'S SPARK OF HOPE

20
Less than an hour later, the wagon had come to 

a stop. Hala could hear the javelina who pulled the 
wagon catching his breath. She could also hear two 
squirrels arguing up in the front. 

“Well, I say we head for Broken Branch. It isn't 
safe out here.” The other squirrel tried to reassure 
her. Hala guessed they were husband and wife. 

“Yes, dear. I know it isn't safe. But if we go to 
Broken Branch, we might not make it back in time 
for the the harvest. I'd rather head back to the 
mountains. That way we can see what the hawk is 
going to do, but from a safe distance.” There was 
silence for half a minute before the wife responded. 

“Fine. We'll go south. But we're not staying 
with your cousins in Pebble Patch.”

Hearing this, Hala realized she needed to get off 
the wagon before it started going the opposite 
direction from where she was headed. She waited 
until the wagon started moving again, and then 
wiggled her way backwards. Soon half of her body 
was hanging off the end. As she tried to figure out a 
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quiet way to slip off, two of the wheels hit a broad 
rut in the road. Hala (along with a few twigs) 
bounced up and then down onto the road with a 
thud. With one eye open, Hala could see the 
squirrels were oblivious to her presence on the road. 
They continued chattering away until the wagon 
disappeared over the horizon.

Slowly, Hala got to her feet. The intensity of the 
last two hours was now catching up with her 
physically. She was tired and sore. Just off the road 
she found a wide, flat stone on which to sit, and a 
smaller, sharp-edged stone with which to cut the 
ropes that still bound her front paws. With the stone 
between her teeth, Hala finally freed herself. 

It was the middle of the day and, even though 
she was exhausted, Hala knew she had to get moving 
if she hoped to make it to Broken Branch by 
sundown. As she stood up, a sound suddenly filled 
her ears and fear filled her heart. Off to her right, the 
sound of a rattle grew louder as an enemy drew 
closer.
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Hala knew the sound all too well. Her village 

had driven off a fearsome rattlesnake only a year 
ago. With those memories racing through her mind, 
Hala gripped her hopping stick and slowly turned to 
see a large snake, seven to eight feet away, rising up 
from the dirt. To her surprise, his rattle suddenly 
stopped and his mouth opened. “Good day, young 
lady. Are you lost?” Hala kept her guard up. 

“No, I'm not lost. But thank you for asking. I 
was just about to head out.” The snake smiled and 
slowly slithered between Hala and the highway. 

“Oh, what a shame. I have so few visitors out 
this way.” 

Backing up a bit, Hala was desperate to find out 
what the snake was really up to. “Okay, enough 
chit-chat. Are you going to eat me?” Except for 
twisting his head slightly, the snake seemed 
unphased by her question. 

“Ah, I appreciate your directness. On any other 
day, I might just do that. But today I've already had 
three mice and two birds, so I'm a bit stuffed.” Hala 
tried to hide her disgust. 
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“Then can you please let me go? I need to get to 
Broken Branch by sundown.” The snake's smile 
widened. 

“Broken Branch? Why there, might I ask?” 
“I'm going to meet the High Chief,” Hala 

proudly declared. 
“Yes, yes. I had heard rumors of his coming,” 

confessed the snake. 

He continued to speak as the rest of his body 
slowly moved to the left. “If he is there, then I can 
only imagine the kind of feasting that will take place. 
Ah, the celebration. The earthly delights. Such 
pleasures. It will be wonderful, won't it?” Hala was 
thinking about the snake's words, even as her eyes 
darted back and forth between his head and tail. 

“I think he will be more concerned with 
establishing peace than throwing a party,” suggested 
Hala. The snake stared at her, his eyes half shut. 

“But my dear, the reason there is no peace is 
because people must fight over earthly pleasures. 
Once the High Chief brings us everything we want, 
that will all change.”

Hala knew something was wrong with the 
snake's slippery words. But in the moment, she didn't 
know how to respond, and she was looking for a way 
out of the conversation. “Well, why don't we go 
together,” Hala suggested. “If you're correct, no one 
would want to miss that kind of celebration, right?” 
The snake eyed her suspiciously. 

“I'm not sure the game you're playing, little 
Jack, but I gladly accept your invitation.”
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The snake carefully moved onto the road, 

making sure to always stay close to Hala, his tail to 
her left and his head to her right. She tried to keep a 
measured pace and pretend it was normal for a 
jackhare and a rattlesnake to take an afternoon stroll. 
“I wonder how far it is to Broken Branch?” asked 
Hala, doing her best to devise a way of escape. 

“Oh, a little less than a half a day from here,” 
answered the snake. “There are also some wonderful 
hunting areas along the way. I'm excited to show 
them to you.” Hala could feel the snake flashing a 
smug smile just over her shoulder. She knew it would 
only be a matter of time before he stopped playing 
their little game.

As the sun shone brightly overhead, Hala and 
the snake both stopped and looked at each other. 
They were hearing the same thing: a low rumbling 
coming from the east. Something or someone was 
coming down the highway, and fast. As the snake 
moved his head, trying to smell and sense changes in 
the temperature, Hala could tell he was nervous. 
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“It's time to get off the road, my dear.” Hala 
remained still. She knew staying on the road was her 
only chance. “I said off the road...now!” Hala began 
to tremble but kept her feet planted firmly in the 
same spot. The frustrated snake rose up and opened 
his mouth, revealing two large, curved fangs. Hala 
closed her eyes.

Just then a large contingency of the Scorpion 
Guard came marching quickly around the bend. It 
was clear the snake was not interested in meeting the 
scorpions, and escaping undetected would leave no 
time for another meal. In an instant the snake was 
gone. But Hala recognized she was still not safe. She 
knew if she ran, in any direction, the scorpions 
would see her. So instead of dashing she dropped, 
straight to the ground, wiping her face in the dirt. As 
the Scorpion Guards approached her, one of the 
soldiers stepped forward to investigate. As he nudged 
her with his pincers, Hala did her best to stay limp. 

“Just a carcass. Throw it with the others.” 
Hala tried to remain calm as she was tossed into 

a wagon of lifeless animals. Her stomach began to 
twist, and her heart began to beat even faster. But 
she managed to conceal her true condition, even as 
the wagon eventually pulled into Broken Branch.
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The sun was beginning to set as the scorpions 

stepped away from the wagon to confer with some 
local officials in Broken Branch. The group spoke in 
hushed tones, but from the little Hala could 
overhear, she learned this group of the Scorpion 
Guard represented several counting corps. But as the 
conversation continued, Hala knew their mission 
included an even darker assignment. They spoke of 
males, young or old, who met “certain 
requirements”. They spoke of “mass arrests”. They 
spoke of “candidates” who would need to be 
“eliminated”. She began to quiver as she realized the 
other bodies in the wagon might be earlier victims of 
this same agenda.

As the evening deepened and the town grew 
darker, Hala knew it was time to slip out. Her body 
still trembling with fear, disgust, and sadness, Hala 
crept over the side of the wagon opposite of where 
the soldiers talked. She quietly disappeared between 
the houses and made her way through the streets of 
Broken Branch. “Somewhere, somehow, someone 
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must know something about the High Chief,” she 
thought to herself. But doors were closed. The streets 
were mostly empty. Animals who saw her pass by, 
who saw her looking in window after window, 
would quickly draw their curtains with expressions 
of fear on their faces. It seemed the town also knew 
something about the arrival of the Scorpion Guard.

Hala tried to makes sense of what she was 
seeing. “But if the High Chief has really come, 
shouldn't things be different, especially here?” After 
hours of searching, Hala finally made her way to the 
edge of town, to a scrap heap, a dump where all 
sorts of old and broken items formed piles here and 
there. She sat down, exhausted physically and 
emotionally. She could no longer fight back the 
tears. “Where are you?” she softly whispered.

To her surprise, a broken crate piled next to her 
shoulder slowly began to move. Hala could see a 
small mouse lifting up one of the sides. “Oh, hello. 
I'm sorry if I disturbed you,” she said tearfully. 

“And I'm sorry you are so sad,” replied the 
mouse. “Did you lose something? Did you come 
here to find it?” Hala looked up to the stars, 
pondering the questions. 

“Hope. I think I've lost my hope,” answered 
Hala. “If only the High Chief was really here.” The 
mouse moved closer, placing his small hand on her 
shoulder. 

“But he was here. In fact this is where he was 
born.”
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Hala spun around so fast the mouse was almost 

knocked off the dilapidated crates on which he 
stood. “Whoa! Easy, little Jack.” A flood of 
questions poured out of Hala as she wiped away her 
tears. 

“He was here? When? Where is he now? Born? 
He's just a youngling? How can that be?” Hala was 
looking around frantically, as if answers were 
floating in the air nearby. The mouse tried to 
reassure her. 

“Listen, he was born here yesterday. But his 
parents had to flee. They knew the Scorpion Guard 
were coming.” Hala had finally fixed her eyes on the 
mouse. 

“Do you know where they went?” The mouse 
took a deep breath and looked away slightly. 

“Yes. They went to the Dark Mesa.” Now Hala 
was thoroughly confused. 

“The Dark Mesa? Why? They are no friends of 
ours. He must know how they once enslaved us.” 
The mouse raised his hands in front of his chest and 
moved them slowly up and down. 

“Hold on. Hold on. He only went there because 
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it would be the last place the Kings would look.”

Hala was encouraged that her quest was not 
over, but she was concerned about going to the Dark 
Mesa. She knew the Black Canyon would have to be 
crossed, and that unknown dangers would surely 
find her in that strange land. “If you are going, you 
will need this,” said the mouse, offering her a small 
coin. “It is for the flight across.” As Hala stood up to 
say goodbye, the mouse spoke again. “Don't worry, 
little one. I've seen the High Chief. Everything will 
be okay. I promise.” Hala smiled. 

Moments later, Hala was speeding toward the 
canyon's edge, and not long after that, she was 
soaring over the deep, dark canyon, carried by an 
old crow who now made his living hauling people 
and goods across. As soon as Hala landed, she knew 
immediately that the Dark Mesa was a dangerous 
place. She tried to stick to the shadows as she 
searched the area, but was eventually spotted by a 
rowdy group of javelinas who seemed to be looking 
for trouble. “Aren't you a little far from home, 'long 
ears'?” Hala realized there was nowhere to run. 
But as they approached her, a hooded figure 
dropped down onto the street, right between her and 
the javelinas. A red palo spun through the air, 
knocking one of the javelinas to the ground. As the 
surprised peccary scrambled to his feet, the others 
quickly turned and ran. Hala stepped back as the 
hooded figure turned to face her. 

“Hala?” The voice was unmistakable. Hala's 
eyes widened and filled with tears. 

“Papa?”
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As her father embraced her, she couldn't believe 

he was really here. “I thought I saw a young 
jackhare sneaking around here,” said Tuzi, her 
father. “But how could I have guessed it was you? 
What are you doing here?” Hala grabbed his hand. 

“I've come looking for the High Chief, Papa. 
Mama's condition is getting worse, and the Kings 
want to take our nest. I knew he was our only hope.” 
Tuzi smiled with pride. 

“My brave little Hala.” Hala smiled, but her joy 
was quickly replaced by confusion. 

“Why are you here, Papa? Where have you 
been?” 

Her father looked around and then moved them 
both deeper into the shadows. “I've been running 
the whole time, Hala. The Kings have not stopped 
looking for me. I knew if I ever tried to see or reach 
out to all of you, I would put you in more danger. 
But then I heard about the Three Stars. When I 
found out about Broken Branch, I located the High 
Chief and his parents. I helped them escape before 
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the Scorpion Guard arrived.” Hala clasped her paws 
and pulled them close to her chest, 

“You know where the High Chief is? You've 
seen him?” Tuzi reached out slowly and took her 
paws. 

“I do, and I have. Come with me.”

Even though it was late, the night didn't seem so 
dark as Hala and her father wove their way through 
the strange streets of the Dark Mesa. Tuzi finally 
brought Hala to a house with a dark red door, and 
knocked with a pattern that was clearly some kind of 
code. An older squirrel opened the door slowly. 
“Tuzi! Come in. Come in, quickly.” 

As Hala stepped into the warm glow of the 
house, she saw nothing but a table, a stove, and a 
small bed. But her father touched her shoulder, 
encouraging her to turn around. “Hala, this is Tuc 
and his wife, Maric. And that is their son, the High 
Chief.” At first, Hala was stunned by what she saw. 
There, in a corner behind the door, were two worms. 
She could see the mother holding a young worm, 
cradling him with her body. He was wrapped in 
what looked like a small piece of fabric. As she stared 
at the tiny worm, slowly wriggling in his mother's 
embrace, she tried to make sense of her thoughts and 
feelings. 

Her father could see she was wrestling inside. 
He gently knelt down close to her ears. “I know what 
you're asking yourself, Hala. 'How can someone like 
this really help us?'” Hala looked back at her father 
with eyes that confirmed his guess. “Hala, he has 
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come to change the way we think about strength. He 
has come to change the way we think about peace 
and safety. He has come to change the way we think 
about our solutions, because he will change the way 
we think about our problems. Don't you see, little 
one? He has come to change us.”

Hala thought about all the creatures she'd met 
over the past few days, and of all the different ways 
they talked about the High Chief. Had any of them 
passed him on the street, she was sure they wouldn't 
even recognize him. And she accepted the fact that 
had she not been brought to him, she would not 
have recognized him either. She leaned into her 
father. “But Papa, does that mean he will not help 
our family?” Tuzi pulled his daughter even closer. 

“Of course he will help us, Hala. But he will do 
so by giving us, not simply what we want, but what 
we need. He is the son of the Great Chief, the One 
who rules over all things. Therefore, his power is 
without limit. And he has come to us, to creatures 
like us. That must mean his love is also without 
limit.”

As Hala stared at this tiny deliverer, her father's 
words began to burn within her. Though she 
couldn't explain how, she knew everything was 
going to be okay. Whatever became of her home, 
whatever future her mother faced, whoever ruled 
over their land, in the end, the desert would bloom. 
The High Chief had come, and that fact would 
eventually change everything, just as it was changing 
her. The spark of hope that once burned within her 
was gone. A raging fire now took its place.
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Isaiah 53:2, 3

I Corinthians 1:18-25
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