
Little Hands And White Bear 

Little Hands 
Little Hands sat down in the woods and she thought and thought to herself. 

She could not do anything that her father, White Bear could do. 

She could not reach high to touch the trees.                 
White Bear seemed to touch the sky. 
She could not run swiftly, like the wind.                     
White Bear seemed to move with the winds. 

She could not carry water from the well.  
White Bear seemed to carry the earth on his shoulders. 

Although Little Hands loved her Father, White Bear very much, she wanted to be big and strong. 

White Bear came along the wood path and sat next to his daughter and asked, “Little Hands, what troubles you?” 

Little hands went on the tell her father that she wanted to be big and strong like her father and she no longer wanted to be little anymore.  



White Bear sat quietly for a moment in thought. He then turned to 
his small daughter and scooped her up into his massive arms. She 
giggled and amongst the laugher of them both, White Bear told her 
the story of her name. 

“Your mother and I were many summers old when we married.  
We wanted very much to have children of our own. The Gods saw fit to 
bless us with your brother and shortly afterwards, you. When I first 
held you in my arms, you opened your eyes and grabbed my nose with 
your little hands. 

I knew then that these little hands were special these little hands were powerful. 

I knew that my hands could reach the sky but your little hands could reach my soul. 

I knew that I could run with the wind, but your smile could steal the wind from beneath my feet. 

I knew that I could carry the world on my shoulders,  
you could move Heaven and Earth with your kindness.  

I named you, “Little Hands” not for how big you are, but because I want to 
forever remember that you are my little girl and that one day, when you 
grow tall and strong, you may not need me anymore.  

Your name reminds me that when you put your little hands in mine, I am still 
your father, your friend, your teacher and your protector. 

That, Little Hands, is why you bear that name I gave you.”
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