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"Life sometimes is hard. There are challenges. There are difficulties. There is pain. As a younger
man I sought to avoid them and only ever caused myself more of the same. These days I choose
to face life head on—and I have become a comet. I arc across the sky of my life and the harder
times are the friction that lets the worn and tired bits drop away. It's a good way to travel;
eventually I will wear away all resistance until all there is left of me is light. I can live towards that
end."—Richard Wagamese, EmbersIn this carefully curated selection of everyday reflections,
Richard Wagamese finds lessons in both the mundane and sublime as he muses on the
universe, drawing inspiration from working in the bush—sawing and cutting and stacking wood
for winter as well as the smudge ceremony to bring him closer to the Creator. Embers is perhaps
Richard Wagamese's most personal volume to date. Honest, evocative and articulate, he
explores the various manifestations of grief, joy, recovery, beauty, gratitude, physicality and
spirituality—concepts many find hard to express. But for Wagamese, spirituality is multifaceted.
Within these pages, readers will find hard-won and concrete wisdom on how to feel the joy in the
everyday things. Wagamese does not seek to be a teacher or guru, but these observations
made along his own journey to become, as he says, "a spiritual bad-ass," make inspiring reading.
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my spiritual father, who brought me fully into the world, and to Yvette Lehmann, who keeps me
fully there in all possible ways.Mornings have become my table.At dawn each day, I creep from
my bedroom down the hall to the kitchen, where I set my tea to brew and then move to the living
room to wait. In the immaculate silence, I watch the world unfurl from shadow. I listen to the
sounds of birds, the wind along the eaves, the creak of floorboards and joists and rafters in this
small house I call my home.When the tea is ready, I cradle the cup in my palms and inhale the
scent of lavender. I place the cup on the living room table. Then I rise to retrieve the bundle that
holds the sacred articles of my ceremonial life. I open it and remove my smudging bowl, my
eagle wing fan, my rattle and the four sacred medicines of my people—sage, sweet grass,
tobacco and cedar. I put small pinches of each together in the smudging bowl, which I set upon
the table. I close my eyes and breathe for a few moments. Then I light the medicines, using a
wooden match, and waft the smoke around and over my head and heart and body with the eagle
wing fan. When I am finished, I set the fan on the table, too.There are certain spiritually oriented
books I read from each morning. I lift the books from the couch beside me and read from them in
turn. Then I place the books on the table as well. I close my eyes and consider what the readings
have to tell me that day. When I’m ready, I settle deeper into the burgeoning pool of quietude,
and when I feel calm and centred and at peace, I say a prayer of gratitude for all the blessings
that are present in my life. I ask to be guided through the day with the memory of this sacred
time, this prayer, the smell of these medicines in the air, and the peace and calm in my heart. I
pick up the role Creator has asked me to play in this reality.The small meditations in this book
come from my early mornings at that living room table. Later, at the desk in my writing space, I
write the meditations as they come to me, before turning to the writing that is my life and passion
and career. A meditation doesn’t come every morning. Sometimes one doesn’t arrive for days.
But when my connection to those things on the table has been strongest, when I have been



joined to those things completely, the meditations rise unbidden and form themselves on the
page almost as if I were taking dictation. I believe they have been conjured in me. Everything I
have come to know and rely upon as centring, spiritual, real and valid has its place on that table
in my living room. The table is like my life: dented, scarred, battered and worn, but rich and full
nonetheless, and singing its histories. In that way, mornings themselves have become my table.
Enveloped in Ojibway ceremony, protocol and ritual, ringed by strong words on faith, love,
resilience, mindfulness and calm, I reclaim myself each morning. I walk out into the world in a
position of balance, ready to do what Creator asks of me that day.The words in this book are
embers from the tribal fires that used to burn in our villages. They are embers from the spiritual
fires burning in the hearts, minds and souls of great writers on healing and love. They are
embers from every story I have ever heard. They are embers from all the relationships that have
sustained and defined me. They are heart songs. They are spirit songs. And, shared with you,
they become honour songs for the ritual ways that spawned them. Bring these words into your
life. Feel them. Sit with them. Use them.For this is the morning, excellent and fair . . .I am my
silence. I am not the busyness of my thoughts or the daily rhythm of my actions. I am not the stuff
that constitutes my world. I am not my talk. I am not my actions. I am my silence. I am the
consciousness that perceives all these things. When I go to my consciousness, to that great
pool of silence that observes the intricacies of my life, I am aware that I am me. I take a little time
each day to sit in silence so that I can move outward in balance into the great clamour of living.I
am a dreamer made real by virtue of the world touching me. This is what I know. I am spirit borne
by a body that moves through the dream that is this living, and what it gathers to keep becomes
me, shapes me, defines me. The dreamer I am is vivid when I fully inhabit myself—when I allow
that. Meditation is not an isolated act of consciousness. It’s connecting to the dream. It’s being
still so that the wonder of spirit can flow outward, so that the world touches me and I touch the
world. It’s leaving my body and my mind and becoming spirit again, whole and perfect and
shining.Alone in that country where poems are born in the stillness of things. Light is frail now.
Purple is the colour of the world and the day becomes a stretch of open water freckled by rain,
depthless and pure. Alive. Ready for the challenge of being.There is such a powerful eloquence
in silence. True genius is knowing when to say nothing, to allow the experience, the moment
itself, to carry the message, to say what needs to be said. Words are less important, less
effective than feeling. When you can sit in perfect silence with someone, you truly know how to
communicate.Me: What’s the best way to learn to be spiritual?Old Woman: Pack light.Me: What
do you mean?Old Woman: Carry only what you need for the journey. Don’t tire yourself out with
unnecessary stuff.Me: Like what?Old Woman: Like your head. Like your talk. Spirituality isn’t
found in your head. It’s found in your heart. It isn’t found in big, important-sounding words or long
speeches. It’s found in silence. If you travel with your heart and your quiet, you’ll find the way to
spiritual.***I found my first step on the journey that day.Around me drifts the smoke of the
medicines. This has become my favourite time, this hour just before dawn when the shapes of
things reclaim their daylight boundaries and everything everywhere edges into wakefulness. My



teachers say that all good things require sacrifice. Meeting this hour of prayerfulness and
gratitude means I sacrifice the warmth of my bed. But the reward is inward stillness. In this
waking world, I am awakened. In this easing of shadow, I reclaim the light. I am not alone here. I
sit with my ancestors, singing this day into being—and I am made more.Sometimes people just
need to talk. They need to be heard. They need the validation of my time, my silence, my
unspoken compassion. They don’t need advice, sympathy or counselling. They need to hear the
sound of their own voices speaking their own truths, articulating their own feelings, as those may
be at a particular moment. Then, when they’re finished, they simply need a nod of the head, a
pat on the shoulder or a hug. I’m learning that sometimes silence really is golden, and that
sometimes “Fuck, eh?” is as spiritual a thing as needs to be said.I want to listen deeply enough
that I hear everything and nothing at the same time and am made more by the enduring quality
of my silence. I want to question deeply enough that I am made more not by the answers so
much as my desire to continue asking questions. I want to speak deeply enough that I am made
more by the articulation of my truth shifting into the day’s shape. In this way, listening, pondering
and sharing become my connection to the oneness of life, and there is no longer any part of me
in exile.My spiritual father once told me, “Nothing in the universe ever grew from the outside in.” I
like that. It keeps me grounded. It reminds me to be less concerned with outside answers and
more focused on the questions inside. It’s the quest for those answers that will lead me to the
highest possible version of myself.In the bush, knee-deep in snow, laying tobacco down and
offering prayers of thankfulness for the life of my mother, I became aware of silence. It was full
and rich and tangible: I could almost reach out and touch it. I smiled then. Smiled because it
becomes so simple when you surrender grief to the ongoing act of living, to being, to becoming.
You become aware of the silences that exist between words, between actions, choices, results,
changes. That’s where you grow—in those silences. All that you feel is all that you are, and all
that you know is all that you know, and you emerge from that silence ready to live out loud again:
sore and blue and jubilant, outrageous and raucous and clamouring for more. The sound of
silence. The sound of self emerging.I am constantly surrounded by noise: TV, texts, the internet,
music, meaningless small talk, my thinking. All of it blocks my consciousness, my ability to hear
the ME that exists beneath the cacophony. I am my consciousness, my awareness of my
circumstance, my presence in every moment. So I cultivate silence every morning. I sit in it, bask
in it, wrap it around myself, and hear and feel me. Then, wherever the day takes me, the people I
meet are the beneficiaries of my having taken that time—they get the real me, not someone
shaped and altered by the noise around me. Silence is the stuff of life.
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Famous in Fairfield, “A very inspiring read!. I discovered a quote from this book on a blog site I
follow. I soon realized that I had recently seen a movie based on one of his novels, Indian Horse.
What a coincidence! It opened up a discovery into this Canadian aboriginal writer Richard
Wagamese, his novels, and his thoughts on spirituality, writing, and the creative process. I
enjoyed Embers and read some of his novels. Too bad he left us too soon; he was a great writer!”

Jill, “A wonderful book.. I love Embers. It is inspiring and the perfect way to start the day. I like to
read a few pages before my morning meditation. I loved it so much I purchase more copies to
give as gifts. I think anyone who appreciates time for quiet to appreciate nature and the mystery
of life would love it.”

Good gravy, “A joy to read!. Love this & a book that I will read many times . . . Quakers have a
saying when an person expresses their thoughts, feelings & experiences hey say "Friend speaks
my mind." I will take it a step further "Waganese speaks my heart, my being, my soul." This will
be my #1 gift to give to others!”

Lakefront Muse, “An inspiring way to start your day!. Beautifully illustrated with a very artistic
layout that supports the wonderful thoughts and stories about life, living, and growing older. This
book is not meant to be read all at once. It needs to be portioned out, savored, and rolled around
in your thoughts. I have read my copy at least four times now and have gifted at least eight
copies to family and friends. It is a treasure.”

Komododragon, “A beautiful and Thought Provoking Book. These meditations, beautifully
illustrated with photographs, are by Richard Wagamese, a First Nations Canadian Ojibway. What
makes these so moving is that they are the product of a man who went through being removed
from his parents, age three, prison, alcoholism and a reunification with his family that led to a
productive life thereafter. You get a sense of what his struggles have taught him is meaningful,
which we all can learn from.”

Tina Neyome, “A must!!!!. This book is great to read right before a meditation, it helps you set
your intentions for the day! Love to read it in the morning! If you’re looking for a good meditation/
eye opening book I definitely recommend this book! Richard has an amazing way of writing to a
persons soul. Helping us to remember who we are, where we come from, and why we’re here ”

Roger, “Creator and I Living in Her World. These meditations especially resonate with me
spiritually if not genetically. The idea of Creator as female  seems right, Mother Earth.”

Bertha Aguirre, “Great Book for Young People. This is an educational subject. Life's experience



stories. Great book for gifts.”

Katherine, “A beautiful book to have by the bedside. Sadly Richard Wagamese died in 2017. His
life is an example to us all, born an Ojibway and fostered early in his childhood, there was much
distress. But he had the courage to look at things squarely, and never to place blame. The
meditations are full of the wisdom he had acquired, also very gentle and often sheer poetry.”

Genie Poretzky-Lee, “Beautiful presentation and glorious contents. a unique experinece in every
way.Beautiful presentation and glorious contents. A heart rendering experience.”

Lakefront Muse, “A recipe for life with all its warts and beauty. Embers touched me at a spiritual
level like no other book I have read. Rich in colour and imagery, the words flow from a palette of
feelings, emotions and peace. Wagamese writes from his depths. He's been through it and
emerged as "a spiritual bad-ass". He shows us how to find Creator in us and through us. He
guides us to go beyond our mind and heart and reach spirit. He helps us understand that we
have to let the negative pass through us and harness the positive energy all around us. He gives
hope that each of us can live our best life if we choose (mind), believe (heart) and act (spirit).
Told in short observations, anecdotes and affirmations, Embers 
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     is a recipe for life, with all its warts and beauty.”

Client d'Ebook Tops, “Absolutely breathtaking gem. This is a book that everyone should read
(over and over again for that matter, and slowly, with an open heart). I would even argue that
students today should read it and feel the profound meanings so beautifully articulated by
Richard Wagamese. For a long time, I had felt disconnected from people and my environment.
After reading this book, I found a new sense of belonging that had always been there, but only
recently discovered by me looking deeper. I am so grateful to Richard for his meditations and the
images he included in this book. I now feel so at peace on the inside and I even sleep better at
night! It's nice to know that I'm not the only one who enjoys the silence in early mornings and



watching the sky (and the world) wake up slowly in a rainbow spectacle of dancing colours. :)”

Candace Coulson, “Life changing!. The wisdom and life experiences of Richard Wagamese’s
journey of coming to know himself and his identity as an Indigenous person, of Ojibway decent,
as a result of growing up raised by White foster care parents from the 60s scoop. This is not an
autobiography at all. It is a book/audio of the wisdom and life lessons he has pondered and been
guided by creator and the elders in his life. He is admirable having lived life on the streets,
reinventing and believing in himself as a writer of fictional and non-fiction stories that will move
you and inspire you. Now know as a world-renounced author and speaker. This book has helped
me understand my values and spiritually on a deeper level. I have listened to this cd over 29,
perhaps more. It lifts my spirits and helps me fell more connected to the land, others, and myself.
Although it is not narrated by Wagamese himself, I have come to love the narrator’s voice and
interpretation of the words and wisdom reflected by his tone and inflection of the words read.
This audio brings the book to life. I see it as a companion to the book. The book is filled with
beautiful photos of nature in high gloss, with quotes highlighted but really every sentence is a
quote and life lesson. This is a great mediation book - the “embers” of ones’ life stories. Excellent
read. If you read the entire book/audio, I promise you that you will be forever changed ”

The book by Richard Wagamese has a rating of 5 out of 4.8. 359 people have provided
feedback.
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