‘n the Tirio Indian village of Kwamala, deep

in the Amazon rain forest, Kamanya lay in
his hammock, burning with fever. His mother
sat nearby fanning him.

“Kamanya, Kamanya,” she whispered, but
he did not answer. She spoke gently o her
husband. “Tt is time. Take him," He picked up
the boy and carried him to the hut of the

shaman—the medicine man.
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Softly chanting, the shaman Nahtahlah
disappeared into the forest. He returned with
leaves, roots, and bark, which he put into a
pot of water boiling or the fire, Stirring and
singing, he asked the sickness to leave the boy.
Then Nahtahlah removed the pot from the
fire, and when the mix.ure had cooled he
lifted Kamanya’s head and poured the warm
medicine into the boy's mouth. The shaman’s
song ended as night came. Kamanya's parents

sat beside him until morning, When the boy

awoke, the fever was gone.

As the years passec, Kamanya would
remember the shaman's ritual as if it were all
a dream. But he never forgot that the shaman
saved his life.




The village of Kwamala rested on the
banks of the beautiful Sipaliwini River.
Kamanya's mother ind sisters bathed and
washed the family’s clothes in the river. They
grew cotton, which they spun into cloth, And
they ground up achiote berries to dye the
cloth red.

While his mother and sister harvested
cassava root and made it into bread and his

father hunted for tapir, Kamanya swam and

fished in the river's clean waters and ran free
as the wind through the forest with the
other boys.
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Unlike the other boys, Kamanya often
slipped away and silently followed the shaman
as he collected the plants from which he made
his powerful mediciies. Kamanya hoped that
he could leam Nahtahlah's wisdom and one

day become the next shaman. Nahtahlah was

pleased with the boy and showed Kamanya
which plants he used for healing.




One day a man from another tribe came
down the river. He staggered from his canoe,
up the riverbank, and into the Tirio village. He
told the Tirios that strangers had come to his
people’s village in search of gold. These miners
had dug up the ground—and they carried a
disease so strong that the tribe’s shaman could
not cure it.

A few days later the man passed on to the

spirit world. Soon people in the Tirio village

became sick with the strange illness—and
Nahtahlah could not cure it.




Several months later, another canoe came

down the river. The sl people who entered
the village had the whitest skin the Tirios had

ever seen and hair the color of straw. Thext
clothes covered their entire bodics, These
white people were missionaries who had come
1o convert the Tirios to their religion. They
gave the ssck people litle white pills, and soon
everyone in the village fele well, They called
this sickness "malasia™ and said the Tiatke white
pills contained “quinine,” malaria's treatment.




The misstonar es gave the Tirios new
clothes to wear, tanght them how to read and
write, and translated the Bible into Tirto. And
they welcomed traders who arnived in adrplanes
and exchanged metal pots and pans, rice, and
plastic bottles for emerald tree boas, scarlet
macaws, and poiscn dart frogs.

Kamanya watched the forest’s wildlife go,

in small bamboo cages, down the river and up
into the douds




Before the misgonaries arnved, the Tios
believed in gods who told them 1o respect the

forest that sustained them. But the white

people’s medicine kad done what the shaman's

medicine could not. So now the Tires
believed thas the missionaries” god must be
more powerful than their own gods

Kamanya watched sadly as the shaman lost
his place of honor within the tribe and ac the
council fire. He told Nahtahlah, "Tamo,
Wise One, the day must come when they again

sce that you are the wisest of them all”




For four years life went on thss way, Then

the misslonaries wene away, believing their
work compiete
One day while Kamanya was fishing, he

saw another stranper coming up the river, 3
young woman accorrpanied by a guide from
another village. Kamanya brought her 1o see

the chicf.
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The woman, Gsbricla, explained that she
had come 1o study the healing magie of the
forest plants The chief told her about the
malaria 2nd asked why she wanted 10 learn
thelr medicine when hers was so much
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“Do you know where the treatment for
malaria comes from?” Gabriela asked. She
explained that missionarics had leamed about
quinine, the medicine in the white pills, from
the forest people of Peru. “This healing
medicine comes fram the bark of the cinchona
tree,” she said. The chief was astonished.

A shaman's mediciac had saved them after all.




Every day Gabricl followed the shaman
through the forest and learmed about the
hundreds of plants be used for medicines;
planis 1o cure caraches and stomachaches,
snake and insect bites.

One day Nahtahlah noticed Gabriela

scratchin o elbow, Going over a weed
tching ber elbow, Going over 10 a iwedee

tree, he peeled the bark away. He spread the
bright red sap on Galbriela's arm. By the next
day the fungus and itzhing had disappeared.

After several monahs Gabeiela lefr. But
every year she returned to Kwamala to leamy,
with Kamanya, more and more of the

shaman’s wisdom
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Five years had passed since Gabriela’s first
visit to Kwamala. As the small plane circled
over the village, the people streamed from
their huts to greet her. When she landed, they
carried her bags upon their heads, laughing
and smiling, happy to see their friend again.

Now Gabriela could speak effortlessly
in their language. And on this visit she had
a special gift—a book that she had made
for them,

-mﬂ\-w\ !M\

T ViR

& ".\\‘
AL

“ “‘ | «%\w" AN
‘H PN R
-‘c\\n

“,"'l' .' : \'\ \.
T TV R ﬁ‘{”',\f '

RIS RALY ia

4




As always, Gabrick went first to call
upon the chief. She carefully unwrapped ber
handbook of all their nedicinal plants and
said, "Now you have swo books in your
language-—the Bible and this, the wisdom
of Nahtahlah. Now yeur people will never
forget the shaman's wisdom. Perhaps one day
the people of the world may benefit from

Nahtahlzh's knowledge of the healing powers

of the rain forest.”
That night the chi=f called 3 meeting of
the village elders.
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The next day Kamanya visited Gabriela
and sald, "The chief th nks your book is very
important, He has asked Naheahlah o wach a
young man of our tribe all he knows, Nahtahlah

has chosen me!”

Gabriela left the Tirio village with a full
and happy heart. She would continue to return
to Kwamala year after year and learn from her
wise mentor. And she kaew that while she was
away the old shaman's work would continue
with Kamanya




And 5o it was that Kamanya became the
shaman's apprentice,

And so it was that afier Naheahlah passed
on to the spirit world, Kamanya became the
shaman, patient and wise, who healed his
people
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