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The Goddess Of Our Dreams
It was cold and felt deserted on the Turtle Island, cold and misery plagued the Natives every day. They wished they could call it “everyday” when in reality they haven’t seen the ray of sunlight in what felt like forever, an eternal night looming above the island like a blanket hiding even dawn. Crops wouldn’t grow and the once green grass had shrivelled down to a bland brown colour and walking on them felt like walking on dried up autumn leaves. Only stars would guide them to a small hunting ground where elks found refuge with small remnants of fresh grass and icy water.
All hope seemed lost for them, but they still thanked Asibikaashi for what they had as they knew she was always looking down on them with sympathy. She would always gaze down at them with her pale orange dress, beautifully embroidered with native patterns, strings of thread hanging down her sleeves as a symbol of her spider identity. A small round crown with an eagle feather in her soft silky raven hair, her face smooth like a porcelain doll. Despite all those hardships and the tribal crisis, the Ojibway tribe had been experiencing they could always feel her presence and imagine the crescent moon as her smile. Mothers would comfort their children by telling all sorts of stories about her in hopes they would fall asleep and let Asibikaashi visit their dreams, filling their dreams with colour and plaguing the bad spirits away. It was a promise she made to herself and kept it ever since the Ojibway started cherishing her.
None of the mortals were aware of the scheme Asibikaashi had in mind, a plan to restore the sun for everyone and bring life back to the plants and everything around them. She knew that her power wasn’t enough as she could only visit the sleeping realm and restoring such a vital part to the world would be near impossible. Somewhere, in the higher realm of the God’s had to be Giizis, God of the sun and Asibikaashi knew that if she found him, he would bring back life like it once was. The Ojibway had their beliefs and worships of him so this would be a miracle and honour for them.
What felt like centuries for the goddess, searching every big and small parts of the realms she found Giizis and was ready to ask and even plead for the help of the God.
“Oh, almighty Giizis I have finally found you. I come with a plea on behalf of myself and the Ojibway of the Turtle Island”
She bowed down to the higher entity, paying respects to him. Giizis looked down at her with admiration and acknowledgment, taking in her beauty.  
“What may I help you with dear sister?” He asked gently, his voices slightly echoing
“Our people are in desperate need. Their land is incapable of producing food, animals are struggling to survive. You, brother, are the only thing that can save our people. Restore your glorious sun onto the world of the mortals and let them cherish life”
Asibikaashi spoke with hopes Giizis would aid her, it was at a point where she’d do anything to help. While Giizis knew of the ongoing struggle of the mortal world and the unfortunate suffering yet didn’t do anything due to his more important duties. He claimed he was occupied with serious matters and thought mortals would be able to survive without his attendance, he was in the wrong. Realising his mistake and Asibikaashi’s plea for help, he set everything aside and agreed to come back with her to see and evaluate the situation. A wave of relief ran through her veins and immediately took of to the Turtle Island.
Upon their arrival Asibikaashi showed Giizis how terrible the situation is which made Giizis feel even more guilty than before. The immense lack of sun made it difficult for him to see clearly, only the moon gave him enough light to see the Ojibway village and the people, shivering from the cold with their hands near the flame of the large fireplace, a few people had a blanket to cover themselves from the wind. He began to think of how to resolve this issue, in his eyes the island couldn’t be saved so they’re only resort would be moving onto the continent.
“May I ask, how long can you weave a web, is there a limit?” He asked Asibikaashi with hid hand on his chin, thinking intensely.
“Not really. Why do you ask?” she cocked her head to the side in confusion.
“I thought of an idea of how to save our people. I’ll restore the sun like you asked but the living conditions won’t improve. Sister, weave a long web to create a bridge onto the continent, that way they’ll be able to start fresh and have plenty of land. I’ll make sure the land will be fresh while you create the web.”
Asibikaashi approved of the plan and immediately began weaving a giant web to create a bridge. She knew it wasn’t going to be easy and this’ll put her skills to the test, so she made sure it’d be perfect and safe for the tribe to cross in the morning. Giizis made sure that sun would penetrate through the dark sky and ensure sunrise at the correct time which did unfortunately put pressure Asibikaashi as the deadline was fast approaching. Overtime she managed to get the flow of weaving and completed it just before dawn.
The two deities met together before parting ways, Asibikaashi couldn’t thank him enough and didn’t know how to repay him for aiding her. Giizis only told her to look after the tribe once they’re settled on their new home and continue her duties with helping children have pleasant dreams. As the sun finally began to come up, he bid his farewell and left, leaving her to do the rest.
Everyone woke up by the outstanding ray of the sun, for a few people it felt like an apocalypse. Coming out of the huts they saw a light grey bridge made purely out of web, mistaken it for wool by the thickness. It was the very first time Asibikaashi revealed herself to the mortals and it did give her a small rush of anxiety. The Ojibway came up to her and saw a golden aura around her and at that point knew exactly who she was, it left them speechless.
“Do not fear my children, I mean no harm. I have brung back the sun for you, unfortunately your home cannot sustain these changes and therefore I have created a bridge for you to walk onto land and start a new life”
She spoke calmly to reassure everyone and not scare children. They followed her instructions and began to cross the bridge, for a bridge made purely out of web it felt odd yet very soft, a few children jumped and bounced as they walked with their mothers. As they walked, they could see a few fishes swimming underneath them and a few hunters tried to catch them with their spears for a later meal. As they reached the continent the large forest on their right greeted them as well as fresh green plains on their left, beautiful tall peaks in the distance, a few could see snow at the top. There was life everywhere, ranging from birds, insects, and even colourful flowers. As people began to wander around one of the mothers came up to Asibikaashi
“I’m sorry to bother you dear Asibikaashi but now that we have a new home to settle to, will you still visit our children’s dreams?”
It took her by surprise that someone would ask her this as it was her duty, but she did appreciate the concern. She reassured her that no matter what happens she will still be looking after the children as they dream, the mother could only sigh of relief and thank her for the kind words. While the rest began to walk and examine their surroundings Asibikaashi faded away leaving a small aura and a gentle rush of wind behind. Everyone was satisfied and curious of the new world, so many settlement plans that it was hard to keep up through their excitement.
Months and years had passed, and the Ojibway people had settled in nearly all the corners of America. They could never get tired of the scenery they woke up to each day, thanking Asibikaashi and every deity for ensuring a positive future for their tribe. While everything was bright and positive the same couldn’t be said for Asibikaashi. As the tribe spread out so much through America it became a challenge for her to visit every single child and new-born at night, the promise she made to the mother when they first arrived was broken and guilt ran through her veins. The Nokomi grandmothers knew of this and kept asking for any advice in calming down the children.
Asibikaashi decided to communicate with them as she once again needed help, she told the Nokomi grandmothers about a wooden weaved circle with a web pattern she made by herself to grant for the Nokomi. They were severely confused yet intrigued by such an amazing design, they recognised the 8 phases of the moon that spread to the corners of the wooden circle. Eagle and owl feathers gently hung down with small wooden beads that pierced through the string. 
“My web will catch the bad dreams and once the sun rises, they will perish. The eagle feather will sprinkle down all the positive dreams and energy onto the young ones while the beads will hold the most precious of dreams.” 
She gave clear instructions to the Nokomi of its use, naming it the “dream catcher”. The name was so beautiful they couldn’t stop repeating it, they were truly mesmerised. All the grandmothers couldn’t stop touching it whilst being careful not to break it, like a child playing with a new toy for the first time. Asibikaashi found it slightly amusing and cute by their interest and constant appreciation.
The instructions she gave them were clear and immediately they did everything to spread the message to all the tribes and soon mothers began creating their own ones. Gathering sticks, feathers from the area and creating their own thread. Grandmothers helped mothers craft them just like Asibikaashi instructed until mothers could do it themselves. It was a challenge, but they soon learnt it wasn’t all that hard as it merely took patience and concentration
Overtime they managed to create a near exact replica of Asibikaashi’s dream catcher and hung them above sleeping children and cradles. Whilst being sceptical of its use at first, they were surprised to see that their young ones woke up from a peaceful sleep. It motivated them to keep this tradition and pass it onto their daughters and granddaughters, passing on the story how the spider women restored the sun and brought the tribe to a new land. Asibikaashi could finally rest after decades of protection but still looked down on them, taking in their happiness and laying out a plan of visiting one or two tribes each night until she made a circle around America.
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Critical Commentary
 For this module's portfolio I have decided to write a short story based off my presentation I did during the lecture titled Dream catchers: Spiritual Beliefs of Native Americans. Based on comments received in class, thinking, and planning I decided to write a story on the Ojibway's tribe origin of the dreamcatcher, the Asibikaashi a.k.a spider woman. In this critical commentary I will be explaining and discussing research, craft, my advantages, and disadvantages within the story. I shall be giving footnotes and sources where appropriate to credit pre-existing research and evidence.

Going back to the beginning of the introduction, I stated that I wrote a short story told in 3rd person centring around Asibikaashi. Initially, I thought about telling the story through Asibikaashi's point of view (1st person) but decided it would restrict the Ojibway's hardship on the Turtle Island and potentially ruining the world building. While my inspiration came from the Ojibway legend, I took the creative route and added personality to the goddess. To enhance her personality the dialogue is more formal for a better effect. While I mildly struggled with the ending, to problem solve this I decided to make Asibikaashi’s interact with the tribe and give an ending that depicted the birth of the dreamcatchers. While the tone of the story is dark, it is fantasy based and make the reader sympathize with the struggle of the Ojibway's survival and Asibikaashi's determination to help the people.

The inciting incident is of course the lack of sun due to Giizis lack of attendance and the struggle to hunt and survive in an almost "apocalyptic" world. Ojibway's legend initially begins on the island and the lack of sun and that was a perfect starting point in setting the scenery to give the reader imagination of the world. It gave me an excellent opportunity for world building whilst focusing on life on the island and the diety watching down on them. Native American believe that life “is the flash of a firefly in the night. It is the breath of a buffalo in the wintertime” [footnoteRef:1] that was a good aid in presenting the struggle of hunting which led to cherishing the life on Earth. [1:  Black Elk, Oglala Sioux and Spiritual Leader (1863 - 1950)] 


In order to have accuracy within the story and stick to the facts there are two existing legends of the same deity. The first one is the boy that wanted to kill a spider, but the grandmother saved the spider and to thank the old lady she weaved a magical web but in my honest opinion it was a bit too bland and would be difficult to execute a 2000-word story. That is why the 2nd version fascinated me more as Asibikaashi is described as “helper of the people, inspiring mothers to weave protective spider web charms”[footnoteRef:2]  which was a perfect candidate to create a character overcoming her anxiety and despair leading to the resolution. While Giizis was a hard character to develop due to the lack of information available during my research and the uncertain gender, giving the deity a male gender would enhance his power and also add a male protagonist into the story.  [2:  Densmore, Frances (1929, 1979) Chippewa Customs. Min. Hist Soc. Press; pg. 113] 


The aim within this story was to present the reader of a very interesting legend adapted into a short story leading to a happy ending which isn't actually my style. The style in which I write has usually neutral or bad endings, so this was a good opportunity to test my skills in constructing a positive ending which I think I have achieved well. I also wanted to write how the dreamcatchers were born without only centring on only Asibikaashi and the Ojibway as it felt it would leave the reader confused of the lack of dreamcatchers being present in the actual story. Another aim was to show the strength of the deities, holding such power in the dream realm as well as controlling the sun hence mentioning Asibikaashi visiting the tribe's dreams to ease them in times of hardship as she is ”an important figure in the mythology, oral traditions and folklore of many Native American cultures”[footnoteRef:3] [3:  Spider Woman Stories, published by the University of Arizona Press, 1979] 


In the process of writing, I started by setting the world based on the legend by not only describing the lack of sun and the eternal night but by also giving the reader and idea of how things look on land. I did this because it would enhance the dark atmosphere at the start as a part of "show and tell". The addition of the Ojibway trying to survive with the cold weather and the lack of vegetation along with deer being only in one place as refuge. As I introduced Asibikaashi, it would be wise to tell her role straight away to not confuse her with a spirit or God in a different religious faith e.g., Christianity or Buddhism. By the end of the story, I wanted to conclude it with the settlement of Native Americans across America and how the dreamcatcher came to be. I stuck with how Asibikaashi instructed the older women of the craft to the rise and spread of the object.

My advantage in this would be that I managed to execute the story in a creative sense by adding my own components to expand upon the legend of the Ojibway tribe. The dialogue of how the deities spoke was effective to present their status. This has been one of my works where I haven't put a lot of dialogue and stuck with more description of actions as a way of showing how the character's acted. In terms of disadvantages, I probably had a few tenses wrong which I am aiming to improve because I was slightly conflicted whether the story should be past or present. This brings me to the point of making more precise planning for future creative pieces. 

In conclusion, while this piece was quite tough to write I have learned a lot about the legend of the dreamcatchers and going through my piece and identifying my weaknesses I know how to improve my future pieces.
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