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Praise for The High Beings of Hawaii:

Encounters with Mystical Ancestors

“Tanis offers our Hawaiian ancestors the opportunity to speak to more people through her experiences with them and does this with humor and honor and captures their essence in her story.” 

mahalo ke akua

mahalo na amakua

mahalo na kupuna o kahiko

me kealohapumehana

which means “Thanking the gods, thanking the ancestors, thanking the family ancestors from the old time with love and warm aloha.”

—Kimokeo Kapahulehua, founder of Kimokeo Foundation preserving Native Hawaiian Culture

“A mystic and great storyteller, Tanis Helliwell details the various types of ancestors, both physical and spiritual, and how we are related to them. In describing her adventures on the Hawaiian Islands she captures the essence of what spiritual ancestors are all about. She weaves fascinating and enchanting tales of how she met the various old ones that reside there.  You’ll be charmed and entertained as you read this book.”

—Dr. Steven Farmer, author of Healing Ancestral Karma and Earth Magic.

“Tanis continues to excite those who seek to challenge the margins of space and time. In The High Beings of Hawaii, she boldly ventures into the mystical realms to enlighten and inspire. It’s a wonderful journey of heart, spirit and mind. An absorbing read of a different kind.”

—Barry Brailsford MBE, archeologist and elder of Maniopoto tribe of New Zealand, author of Song of the Old Tides and Wisdom of the Four Winds Cards

 

“The word ancestor is quite a broad term that indigenous people understand well. We Westerners don’t really grasp what ancestor means, and when we finally do, it opens our minds and hearts to great helpers we can use ... and they like to be used and acknowledged for they have a mighty task to do. Our earth would be a sorry place without their assistance. I highly recommend The High Beings of Hawaii to everyone interested in understanding the earth and its multi-dimensional living beings upon it.”

—Alice Friend, artist, musician and shaman
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Thank you to the Ancestors mahalo nui loa
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Introduction

This book is about ancestors; not only our biological ancestors, but also spiritual ancestors that exist in higher realms and send us important messages if we are open to receive them. In these last decades, there has been increasing interest in beings from other realms, as shown by books, films and documentaries on angels, UFOs, faeries, ancestors. When we open to the possibility that other realms exist that are peopled by such beings, the door opens for us to experience these realms for ourselves. This is now occurring in our world.

Some individuals are crossing the bridge into this unseen world through their interest in finding biological ancestors, as seen by the immense popularity of websites on ancestry and genealogy. Their curiosity may stem from a desire to know more about themselves and the generations of relatives that created them. Why? Because in the western world we have become rootless. No longer living in the same place as our forbearers, raised by single parents and broken families, we desperately seek our roots.

At the same time, in our third-dimensional, physical reality the increase in interracial marriage, gay, surrogate and adoptive parents is expanding our idea of family and stretching us to think in terms of a global, not only a biological, family tree. Not only that. Scientific discoveries also play a huge part in redefining who our ancestors are. Through discovering that humans have interbred with Neanderthals, we are pressed to extend our idea of even what a human is.

As these realities increasingly become the norm of our society, I believe our next step in our evolution is to consider the non-visible, higher realms of ancestors and their relationship to us. This is the journey that The High Beings of Hawaii: Encounters with Mystical Ancestors takes you on and, I hope, in the form of an amusing story.

A journey to meet the ancestors often requires a guide. Dante had Virgil to guide him through the heavenly realms. I have a leprechaun. A Divine Comedy, indeed! Let me introduce you.

I first met Lloyd, as the “The Man” calls himself, over 20 years ago in a remote part of Ireland, in an old cottage well known for being “haunted by faeries.” Lloyd is a member of a group of elementals—the race to which gnomes, elves, faeries and leprechauns belong—and this group is committed to working with humans to co-create a beautiful Earth together, one in harmony with natural and spiritual laws. Lloyd asked me to write Summer with the Leprechauns about our experiences so that more humans would join them in this great undertaking. Since then, he has encouraged me to meet elementals and other “unseen” beings of diverse races around the world and record what they wish humans to know about them.

In case, I am stretching your believability, I assure you that I drive a car, pay taxes and have facilitated both spiritual and corporate workshops internationally for over 30 years, however I am also a mystic. You may wonder what that means as it’s a vague term many people use these days. Some people sing or dance well, play tennis, or are good on computers—none of my talents by the way. In my case, being a mystic means that I can see and hear beings in other realms that most folks are unaware of. Although I have had this “gift” since childhood, this quality can be developed and it’s my life’s work to teach others how to do this.

It’s wonderful to witness that when you and I open to the possibility that other realms exist that are peopled by elementals, angels, and ancestors, Spirit opens the doors for us to experience these realms for ourselves. We travel more freely in the higher frequencies of the astral world and synchronicities increase, which gives clarity about our destiny and what our unique contribution is to the web of life.

An important door to another realm opened for me on my Hawaiian vacation when my leprechaun friend unexpectedly appeared and introduced me to the menehune (commonly believed to be the elementals of Hawaii), and to the mysterious dragon-like beings of legend, the mo‘o. These beings are as real as you and I and live in realms we are destined to know in the very near future. They asked me to write this account, really an invitation, to awaken a connection to your biological and spiritual ancestors, and to impress on you, as they did on me, that the ancestors are always with you, helping and guiding. Of course, with an amusing leprechaun as a guide you can imagine that the story is anything but predictable. I invite you to join me on my topsy-turvy “vacation” to meet Lloyd, the menehune, and the mo‘o—and to meet these ancient ancestors yourself.


“The ordinary astral universe … is peopled with millions of astral beings who have come, more or less recently, from the Earth, and also with myriads of fairies, mermaids, fishes, animals, goblins, gnomes, demigods and spirits, all residing in different astral planets in accordance with karmic qualifications.”

as told to Paramahansa Yogananda by his resurrected

Master Sri Yukteswar in Autobiography of a Yogi
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PART 1:

Meeting Mythical Beings in their Ancestral Land

If you live in Canada, as I do, winters can be cold and dreary. This is why, like many other snowbirds, I love to go to any sunny haven to escape. The Hawaiian Islands are my first choice and of these, Kauai, which is known by Hawaiians as the most spiritual island, is my favorite. It had been a busy year without a vacation, and recovering from a car accident, publishing a new book, running a spiritual organization, as well as facing the daily demands of life had plumb exhausted me. Having two weeks free in January, I looked for an available condo and, to my joy, discovered a cancellation on the south coast—the sunny part—of Kauai.

My partner Simon and I had only been there a few days, just long enough to get over jet lag, buy groceries, and unpack our swimsuits, when our plans were hijacked. I was lounging on the lanai, sipping my morning Earl Grey, and perusing brochures of fun things to do. The birds were chirping, the ocean was beckoning, and all was right in the world when Lloyd, my leprechaun friend, materialized in the beach chair across from me.

Lloyd is tall for a leprechaun, about four feet. This day he had bare feet and was wearing green shorts (his favorite color) and a bright Hawaiian shirt full of moving fish and flowers. Yes, I said moving. Lloyd, like all elementals, is way ahead of humans in his ability to manifest, so the fish on his shirt were swimming and the flowers were swaying, gifting me with the sweet fragrance of frangipane.

“Now that you’ve had your vacation, I’d like to introduce you to the menehune and another group,” he said, crossing his hands on his rotund tummy.

Tearing my eyes away from his hypnotic shirt, I countered, “Hold on a minute. I haven’t ‘had’ my vacation and am not intending to work on my holiday.”

“When was it ever ‘work’ being with me?” my friend asserted, raising his left eyebrow.

“Point taken. However, every time I have the privilege of meeting your friends, you want me to write a book about it and that is work.” I said, gazing intently at my brochures.

“Point taken,” he laughed. “I’m here for a vacation, too, plus a bit of study, and I can promise you lots of interesting experiences. So what d’ya say?”

“Umm. Perhaps a little more information would help. The menehune are the elementals (Lloyd’s preferred word for nature spirits) in Hawaii, aren’t they?” I replied, taking a nonchalant sip of tea.

“That’s what people say, however the story is more complex than that. And it’s important to have no preconceptions about menehune. The other group I want you to meet are very special and powerful, and have few interactions with humans.

“What group would that be?” I nibbled at the bait he was dangling.

“Not so fast,” Lloyd replied, reeling in the line. “I want you to have an open mind when you meet this group.”

“As long as my vacation is still on, I wouldn’t mind joining you…but only if it’s fun.”

Ukuleles echoed in the background, softening me. “No worries, I could use a holiday meself,” Lloyd assured me, landing the fish.

He leaned forward, a charming grin on his face. “The only place to start is the sacred Wailua Valley, known as the ancient pathway of the Gods to the humans who first settled on the Hawaiian Islands. We’ll paddle up the Wailua River, called the River of Dreams. I’ll see you there tomorrow. Bright and early.”

With these parting words, he disappeared, leaving me, as usual, to arrange all the details. Glancing down at my brochures I saw that, coincidentally, the one on top was for a kayak trip up the Wailua River. I decided to go and was sure that Simon, an ardent sailor and boater, would be keen to join me.

The next day at 7:00 a.m., shivering with the early morning cold, Simon and I made our way to the river. Simon is a good-humored, tall, hero-type, at least that’s how he appears to me, but then I’m only up to his armpit. A slender, dreadlocked young guide, Paul, greeted us along with another couple ready for the river adventure. Taking charge, Simon signaled me to get in the front, while he leapt into the back of the kayak to start our trek. Living beside an ocean, we’ve kayaked often, so we paddled ahead of the other couple as Paul was instructing them.

Paddling silently through the hazy dawn, enjoying the stillness, I looked up to my left and saw the peak of a mountain breaking through the mist. The mountain observed our progress and from time to time I heard the water drip from our paddles as we glided through the glassy water. Suddenly Lloyd appeared, perched cross-legged in the bow of our kayak. Simon is a practical man, more interested in engines and sailing than leprechauns, so he doesn’t see Lloyd. Fortunately, he’s been privy to enough magical happenings with me that his belief in elementals and other “unseen” beings is not in question.

Lloyd (no paddling for him) sat regally erect. Gone was his Hawaiian shirt, replaced by his Irish Sunday best: a tight-fitting green jacket with brass buttons, black short pants, wool socks and heavy clogs. Beads of sweat rolled down his chubby cheeks. He stared at the shore and, following his gaze, I became aware of large numbers of small, slender human-like beings lining the shore. A delegation of dugout canoes launched from the bank and, paddling closer, I saw they were unlike any elementals I had met in the past. Hawaiians had described menehune to me as brown-skinned, two- to three-foot high, child-like beings. These beings were not them.

Seated in their dugouts, it was difficult to say exactly, but my best guess was they were almost human sized with long, thin arms and legs … somewhat like a goblin. Their skin was a khaki color and, although they had two eyes, a nose and mouth, they more nearly resembled a human face crossed with a reptile. They were all males; naked, except for a bark-like loincloth and leis circling their necks.

My anxiety rose the closer they got as their non-human features became increasingly obvious. Catching up with our kayak presented no problem for them and they soon reached us. The male in the lead dugout approached Lloyd and bowed to him. When Lloyd bowed in return, the being extended his thin arms and placed a lei around my friend’s neck. That male withdrew and others came forward to add their leis, until the leprechaun’s breathing was threatened from an overabundance of welcome.

The first male grabbed the side of our kayak and moved closer to me. His smile revealed pointed teeth, so I remained rock still when he extended his olive-skinned arms and encircled my neck with a multi-colored lei.

Addressing me as the wahine (woman) who accompanies Lloyd, he said, “We are giving you flowers of rainbow colors, because we’re honoring you as a teacher of many traditions.”

“Thank you,” I murmured, while attempting to erase prejudicial thoughts about his looks and open my heart more fully to his welcome.

Beings in higher dimensions communicate telepathically so I know he had heard my first thoughts, but he courteously ignored my bad manners. “See Mount Wai‘ale‘ale who looks down on us, blessing us with her waters,” he said. “This is why we’ve always lived in this valley, and this is the place where the first humans came. We lived apart from them for a long while, but they knew about us, and we shared our knowledge with them. Later, some of us interbred with humans, but that’s a story for another time.”

I was intrigued to hear the story then, not at a later time, but he ignored this thought as well. “We’re not menehune,” he continued, “which I see in your mind that you were expecting; we are their guardians and teachers. We call ourselves mo‘okane and we’re descended from an older race Hawaiians refer to as mo‘o.”

At this point he looked up, and noticing our guide Paul and the other couple gaining on us, nodded a quick goodbye and pushed away from our kayak. Our human companions soon caught up and we resumed paddling. Meeting the mo‘okane unsettled me and I sent Lloyd several telepathic prods for answers. Choosing to ignore them, he kept his eyes pointed forward.

Before long we came to a place where the channel narrowed. “Pull out there,” Paul said, as he signaled us to land on a sandy beach under the canopy of an ancient rainforest.

Trying not to upset the kayak, I shakily managed to haul myself onto the land. After we pulled out of the water, Paul’s next instructions were “Start walking”, as he headed into the jungle.

Within moments, we encountered our first obstacle—a fast moving stream with no bridge. Paul grabbed a hanging rope and leapt into the water. I was walking behind him so was expected to go next. No way was I taking off my shoes and exposing my tender feet to the sharp things I was convinced resided at the bottom. Reluctantly, I eased myself into the cold stream and, hoping not to lose my footing, followed at a much slower pace. Elementals the world over, to which I now added another type of being—the mo‘okane—often present little tests for humans who wish to meet them. This obstacle was just one in a long list of challenges I’d experienced over the years.

Although Lloyd could have skipped this part and teleported himself (a nice talent elementals have) to our final destination, he followed in our steps through the stream. Given that he was a foot shorter than me and weighed down by all those leis, he now found himself pushing through rushing water up to his chest. Clutching the rope with both hands to keep from being swept away, he grimaced while struggling to the opposite shore. The reptile-featured mo‘okane lined the banks and observed his progress in silence. By his actions, I understood that Lloyd wanted to undergo the same challenges as the humans to show respect for the local inhabitants.

With step one successful, I sloshed in wet shoes along the forest trail into the valley where the ancient Hawaiian royalty had lived. The path took us over rocks, washed out slopes, and through numerous watercourses caused by the abundance of rain for which Kauai is famous. We hadn’t gone far when our path emerged in the middle of an ancient Hawaiian temple, a heiau. Only volcanic stones from the original foundation were in evidence, but ancient religion and present day Hawaiians claim that the mana (life force) of the ‘aina (land) still exists there today.

I glanced around and saw extensive ruins of more temples, terraces, and habitations of the royal Hawaiians who originally had lived there. A deep hush surrounded us and I felt the presence of unseen ancestors. I paused to meditate and see if these beings wished to contact me. Time passes quickly in this state and when I opened my eyes, our guide had already left with the others. I hurried to catch up before I lost my way.

They were waiting for me where several immense boulders blocked the path. Paul started to scramble up, around, and over the rocks weaving a way so quickly that he must have known the route well from former treks. The rest of us followed tentatively, but follow we did. And it was well worth it when we emerged on the other side at our final destination: Uluwehi, the secret falls.

A few Hawaiian teenagers stood in the shallow end of the sacred pool, while one was swimming. Muddy and never one to shirk a good swim, I removed my shoes and waded in up to my knees, then quickly waded out again. Living north of Vancouver, I’m used to cool waters, but this was cold beyond what I was prepared for that day.

Glancing across the pool to the far cliff, I looked at the lovely 120’ waterfall. It was dainty as waterfalls go and the cascading water created lacey patterns that revealed the rocks behind. As I took a photo of the serene setting, a faint rainbow began to form in the waterfall growing until it covered the entire cliff. Mesmerized, I watched a gigantic light being appear inside the rainbow. I immediately tuned in to what she wished to say. I say “she”, because this rainbow being felt like a female.

“You would call me a water deva, although I have many names that will be better understood by you later,” she said. “I guard this sacred area along with the menehune and mo‘okane. A rainbow is made up of all colors and frequencies needed to manifest Spirit in this world. It’s also a symbol of peace. I appear to you in this rainbow form, to acknowledge the name ‘Singing Rainbows’ that you were given long ago by a Cherokee medicine man. Your path is to link all traditions of the world together in peace, just as my path is to bless humans who come here and give them peace and joy—two qualities in short supply in your world.”

As the deva spoke, the rainbow grew in power and clarity, and I remained transfixed. It was clear she was speaking only with me because the swimmers in the pool were totally unaware of what was happening.

“On your way here, you met the ones we call the mo‘okane. Mo‘okane are a sub-race of the mo‘o—water dragons known to the Hawaiians in their myths. Their purpose was to be servants for humans. Servant means helper to us…to align humans to both Spirit and nature. The mo‘okane—the name for the mo‘o who choose to take a human-like form—are related to the great creator god Kane. Kane is one of the main Hawaiian gods and he created the mo‘o before the menehune or humans. Both the mo‘o and mo‘okane are our medicine people, guardians of the Earth, and they have gifts of healing to share with you and your leprechaun partner.”

“Why are you and they speaking with me?” I inquired as respectfully as I could. This trek was becoming more complicated than I anticipated…certainly more than the leprechaun had led me to believe.

The water deva paused and I felt her shift her attention to my right where many mo‘okane and Lloyd stood observing our conversation. Referring to the mo‘okane who had gifted me with the lei in the kayak, she said, “The mo‘okane will speak for themselves.”

“We are shape-shifters descended from mo‘o, who are most commonly seen as female 12- to 30-foot dragon-like beings. The second reason we call ourselves mo‘okane is that the word “kāne” in this context means “male/man” and we wanted to experience male as well as female bodies like the mo‘o. We mo‘okane decided to take a human-like shape so that we could walk more easily on the land and experience both male and female bodies. We find this easier to converse with you and our young friend,” said the mo‘okane, staring at Lloyd whose face was barely poking out above the leis.

Turning back to me, the mo‘okane continued, “Mo‘o figure in the oldest Hawaiian stories and are a key to its mystical past. In other nations, we would be called water dragons and we have the gifts of long-life, wisdom, deep seeing and some would say possessiveness of places and people we protect. We are guardians of water, rivers, ponds, and freshwater sources, and Hawaiians have worshipped us from early times as ancestral gods. For many reasons our paths diverged from those of humans and many no longer believe in us. This is one reason we decided to take a human shape and why we have contacted you to tell our story.”

An appeal to my sympathy is my weak area. Visions of an evaporating holiday were crossing my mind, so I was not going to agree without a good reason. “Wouldn’t it be better for you to tell your story to a Hawaiian? Some of them must be able to see and speak with you and they’d have more credibility than a Canadian who knows, let me add, nothing about you.”

“Well, that brings us to our second reason for contacting you,” the mo‘okane responded, smiling his sharp-toothed smile. “The fact that you consciously know nothing about us adds to your credibility in telling the story. You know more than you are aware and we wish to reawaken a relationship with us that is sleeping in your subconscious. In fact, our mission is much broader than that; we want to re-awaken ALL people to the sleeping levels of their subconscious.”

Becoming increasingly concerned about these hints of relationship with khaki-colored, shape-shifting dragons, I turned to Lloyd for support. He refused to meet my eyes and stood united with the mo‘okane. Some friend. At that exact moment, other beings appeared. If they had been there all along, I hadn’t seen them. Had they just arrived? Being flustered, I could not tell.

The mo‘okane gestured towards them. “These beings are royal menehune, who we speak of as ali‘i. Hawaiians, humans that is, called their royal class ali‘i in the old days too. You now know who taught them this term, don’t you?”

These royal menehune were brown-skinned and lacked the reptilian facial features of the mo‘okane and so, to my eyes, were more human-like. The menehune ali’i wore leis around their necks and in their hair, and were taller than me by a long shot. I assumed one middle-aged male was the leader, because he was wearing more leis. His wooden staff was carved with images of beings and plants that I surmised represented his family’s totems. He and the other menehune ali‘i seemed content to be seen by me, however, none of them spoke. Respectful and attentive, they seemed to be witnessing my interaction with the mo‘okane.

My Gawd! First I get mo‘okane, or was that mo‘o, who want me to tell their story and now they throw in another group that won’t talk to me. And Lloyd is no help at all. Hearing my thoughts, the rainbow being in the sacred waterfall appeared to take pity.

“The menehune ali‘i who dwell here seldom interact with humans,” she said. “They hold to the traditional ways, and do not wish to dilute who they are by interaction with modern humans. This is not a slight on you, but a way for them to preserve themselves and their traditions. These are the royal caste of menehune, the rulers, the ali‘i. They were attracted to the early Hawaiians who came to this valley and taught them our ways. This valley, then, became home to the royal Hawaiians who were respectful of our menehune traditions. Over time some royal menehune and royal Hawaiians interbred, but they were asked to leave because the community did not feel this was a good idea. Now, the menehune ali‘i in this valley mostly stay apart from humans.”
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