
 

BIG QUESTION: Is every human being unique? 

For weeks now the sound of the prayer drum had filled the valley.  Every day, from the first ray of sunlight to the quiet of dusk, the people had prayed the prayer, 

the dancers had danced it.  But there was never a response.  For years, there had been little rain, then no rain at all.  The plain had become dusty, dry, cracked by 

the sun; the trees dark shapes against the sky.  The crops failed and then the people began to die.  First the young people, then the old people.  The Commanche 

people became afraid and they pleaded with the great spirit.  “Speak and tell us where we have failed.  What wrong have we done? Renew us for the sweetness 

of rain.”  but the rain did not come and the Great Spirit remained silent.  Then one evening towards dusk, they saw the Shaman, stumbling down the hill from the 

place of fire.  He waved his arms, the excitement shining in his face and he was calling for the people.  They scrambled from their tepees, gathered around the fire 

of the camp and waited, expectantly…  “At last the Great Spirit has spoken.” the Shaman shouted. “The people have grown selfish, they have taken and taken 

from the earth and never have they given anything back in return.  Now, they must make a sacrifice.  They must offer the most precious thing in the camp.  When 

that is done, the rains will come and life will return to the earth.  The people gave thanks that the wind had revealed the mind of the Great Spirit.  They gathered 

close together to ponder its meaning; the most precious thing in the camp.  Perhaps it was the tepee which sheltered them from frost and hail, the rain and the 

powers of the wind?  The women felt it must be the many coloured blankets that brought summer warmth in the dead of winter.  The young braves knew it must be the slender arrow 

and the yield of the bow that day by day brought flesh and fur for the comfort of the people.  All evening and late into the night they debated.  But there was no decision.  But in the rim 

of the darkness round the fire, there sat a young girl.  The people called her, “The Girl who has no Name”.  There had been no one to name her. All her own people, father, mother, 

brother, sister, grandfather, grandmother, all had died in the famine.  She sat there still, silent, listening, all the time cradling on her lap a little doll.  Many years before her grandfather 

had come home from the forest carrying a round of wood.  All that winter, he whittled it and shaped it, till it took a human form.  Her grandmother had searched the forest for the ber-

ries and mixed the dyes that made eyes and lips, nose and fingers.  Her brother had softened and cut the leather that made a jacket and the leggings.  Her sister had found a bone, and 

smoothed and polished it until it gleamed.  Now it was the belt.  But it was the head-dress that the girl liked the best.  Morning after morning, her father had gone 

into the forest and returned with the feathers from the Jay bird.  Now they were the head-dress , long and smooth, deep blue and gleaming.  The girl had no doubts, 

she knew what was most precious in the camp.  Long after all had left the fireside, she sat there thinking.  Then in the quiet, broken only by the barking of a dog, she 

rose and slipped away to the place of the fire.  She clenched the doll close, the tears breaking and she know that if there was not courage to do it now, she never 

would.  She thrust the doll from her into the fire.  Completely still, she stood and watched it, the flames licking round till it was only a black shape.  Soon it was the 

barest outline in the warm ash.  Still she waited.   When the ash had grown quite cold, she stopped and gathered all of it in her hands.  She did not know why. It 

seemed right.  She turned and flung all of it to the homes of the winds, to the North and the South, the East and the West.  Then weary, she lay down and slept.  The 

sun, climbing over the ridge of the hill ,woke her early next morning.  When she opened her eyes, she could not believe what she was seeing.  All along the hillside, 

down the valley floor, was wave upon wave of tiny blue flowers, rippling as the wind caught them.  That moment she knew, and when the people saw it, they knew 

too.  They came to her and danced around her and as they danced the gentle rain began to fall.  That day the people changed her name.  Now they called her, “Girl 

who saved the people.” They asked her to name the flower, she did, she called it, “Forget me not.” Why do you think the adults did not do anything? 

 Why do you think the doll was so precious to the little girl?   What made the  girl sacrifice her doll?  Task: Create a series of pictures to go with the story  



 

BIG QUESTION: Is everyone irreplaceable? 

Let us love one another because love is from God. (1 John 4: 7-12) 

The Lord is the creator of both rich and poor.  (Proverbs 22: 2) 

God loves the orphan, the widow, the stranger. (Deuteronomy 10: 17-19) 

You are holy, for you are God’s temple and God dwells in you.  (1 Corinthians 3: 16) 

“The human person is the clearest reflection of God’s presence in the world; all of the Church’s work in pursuit of both justice and 

peace is designed to protect and promote the dignity of every person.  For each person not only reflects God but is the expression of God’s creative 

work and the meaning of Christ’s redemptive ministry.” (U.S. Catholic Bishops document  - The challenge of Peace: paragraph 15) 

Music Task 

 Research both     

religious music and 

pop music to find as 

many examples as 

you can of music 

which speaks of   

dignity. 

RE Task:  Research scripture quotes which tells us 

that we are valuable, unique and irreplaceable. 

Art Task:  Illustrate your favourite bible 

quote which speaks of dignity and humanity. 

Reading Task: Can you find any stories 

about the dignity of the human person? 

Creative Writing Task:  Compose your own poem, 

song or rap on the theme of dignity and humanity. 

Key Vocabulary 
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dignity 

humanity 


