[image: ]	Soft Rain never refused a story.  “Oh, yes!  Tell me about the Little People and how they take care of children.”  She sat on the ground next to Grandmother.
	“No more tears?”  Grandmother asked.
	Soft Rain didn’t know how Grandmother could “see” when she was crying, yet she always could.  “No more tears,” she promised.
	“When I was a girl, this is what I was told about Nemehi, the Little People…”
Soft Rain mouthed the words along with her.  Grandmother always began her stories in the same way.
	“The Little People were such wee folks, as smallk as children: Grandmother continued.  “They were pleasing in appearance, with long hair—much longer than yours, Soft Rain—and they liked music, dancing, and children.  The Little People were kind to lost ones, especially children.
	“Once a brother and sister wandered away from their parents while they were picking berries.  It was after dark when the Little People found the children near their cave high on the mountainside.  They brought the young ones inside the cave, warmed them, fed them shule, yellow acorn bread, dipped in bear oil, then took them back to their home in the village.  For years afterward, whenever the children went berry picking, they could hear the drums of the Little People in the distance and they felt safe.”
	Soft Rain laid her head on Grandmother’s lap, where she felt safe.  Do the Little People still help children? she asked herself.  When I am alone in the woods, she thought, I will look and listen for signs of them.
	“I believe in the Little People,” grandmother said, as if she understood Soft Rain’s thoughts.
	Mother said, “Hawk Boy also believes.  I’m sorry he missed your story.”
	“I’ll try to remember it well and tell it to him tonight,”  Soft Rain answered.  “Where is Hawk Boy?  Is he still with father?”
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