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Chapter 1
A Child is Called by a Dove
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Where this story begins and ends I have no clue your guess is as good as mine, I just know my doves will not stop cooing, so bear with me we will get through this somehow and right now I’m thinking how am I ever going to write a book. 

My story begins in a field on my parent’s ranch and me as a ten-year-old asking God for a job. I remember the day I asked, and the beautiful light that came over the field. I also remember the dove that spoke to me, but as a child, I didn’t think much of it. I also did not know that thirty years later, that God would answer me, by sending me a dove that would change my life as well as others. 

I was born to a Native American Indian Strong Elk. My dad had skin as red as an Arizona sunset. There wasn’t much that man missed. He could read the winds and every rock. He had a way of reaching a broken horse and calm the storms within. It was not unusual for people to gather around my father and listen to him, he was a man who only spoke a few words, but at the same time, he put many words within a person’s soul. I was born with the same gift that my dad was born with, at the time I didn’t know he was from the bloodline that I will be talking about later in this book.

My mother, Lucia, was an old school Sicilian woman, eyes as black as coal. My mother was a whole five foot two, and she could hold her own. She had no problem dealing with a two thousand pound horse who is having a bad day; there was not much my mother feared. One thing about mom was when she was mad you better get out of her way, that five foot two women was just like a tornado that would swoop down on you, but boy where we loved, and boy could she cook 

As children my father would take my brother and me into the woods and blindfold us, this was to teach us to know what part of the woods we were at, we had to rely on scent and our hearing. Let me give you an example, on how this works. The woodland has many different smells and sounds, my father would take us to a certain tree, so we could remember the smell, certain trees smells different because certain plants around it give off a different smell then, let’s say other trees, so if we were in a certain place in the woods, we would know where we were just by the smell of the tree!. We would also know where we were because of the sound of a certain bird or animal who seemed to hang out in a certain area in the forest, and this is how we saw things without the help of eyes, and our first lesson on seeing within. 

My brother was taking people out on horseback the one day, and when he was gone I picked up one of the chickens and held it in my arms, and when my brother got back, he told me he could smell that I was holding a chicken as well as knowing which one!

Growing up with a Native American father taught us to see with eyes closed, and how to read the books in all of God’s creation. We grew up not only sensing the earth but so much more; we learned how to see without eyes. We learned about the stories that God put in the rocks. When Jesus went to the rock to pray before he was killed, he put his prayer into that rock, and in return, that rock shared his prayer with all the other rocks. We can hear the words of Jesus through any rock because his story was passed down by that holy  rock. The wood that was used to crucify that beautiful man called JESUS also passed down his words to the other trees, so don’t let anyone tell you can’t hear the LORDS message on a tree or rock. Moses was spoken to by a burning Bush, and God once used a donkey to speak to Balaam, who refused to listen to God, so God spoke through his [image: image]

donkey. 

You are probably wondering, what makes these doves so special. When my first dove flew into  my life she spoke to my heart, that she was just one decent, of the dove that GOD used to descend on his son, and there will be many more that are coming to the earth today, these doves are going out to the decedent’s of the people from the lost tribe of Israel, some people claim that this tribe has, some Native American, blood in their family line there are many theories about this tribe. Some people also think that this is the tribe that came from Noah. Whoever they are, they are here today, and very soon will awaken through a call of a dove, who are decedents of the dove, that descended on JESUS, during his baptism 
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Chapter 2
The Coming of the Doves
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Lucy felt her baby coming into the world. She yelled to my father, Strong Elk, stop talking to the tree, we are having a baby. As my father led my mother to the car, he looked up into the Sky’s. He understood their language. A ray of light shined through a cloud, and a dove ascended from the clouds. My father knew it was a sacred day. He knew in his soul that it would be one of many doves to come. He watched it fly in a circle and disappear back into the cloud and back into the hand of God 

As a child, I was very different, then the rest of the children. I grew up on a horse ranch, with lots of horses always around. Horses taught me a lot about the messages in the winds. They can feel the slightest shift of energy. If one horse feels something they all do, they were all very good teachers for me as well as my babysitters. I loved them and they loved me.

On are ranch There was a big pond on the property where us kids and snappers would swim. We never got hurt by them because dad taught us to emit a certain energy that would tell them we were not going to hurt them.

My dad once kept these killer Doberman’s for a friend because his friend was going on a vacation and he needed a place to keep them. My dad said to tie them to a tree down in the yard and he would keep an eye on them. Well, little old I decided to go down and take a nap with them, and that is exactly where my dad found me, sleeping on the killer Doberman’s and when he got close to me they growled at him! But they looked at me like one of their own. 

The town I grew up in was a small town. A town where Mennonites grew their family and their crops and where men were still cowboys our town consisted of a mamma and poppa store a hardware store, which dad would take us to buy us kites. I always loved the smell of the hardwood store; I would  always breathe the smell in, even to this day, and I can remember that smell. Our family Ranch is high on a mountain. Eight hundred above sea level. When it called for snow, we would get at least four extra inches and our road was the first to get iced up. Our town also had a tannery and a cookie bakery and my dad worked at both, so to say we are wired from the best cookies ever is an understatement. 

Dad use to bale hay in the summer, and us kids would always help I can still feel the sharp hay between my toes and I would get hay splinters, I always ran around bare feet because I could connect with the voice of the earth more. In the Summer time talk about hard work, and I can still feel the corn husk scratching my skin and making me Itch? My Brother and I use to love to take the sweet corn from its husk and eat it raw,” boy was that  corn sweet.”

Growing up around horses taught me a lot about myself, and instinct. You had to know when a two thousand pound horse was in a bad mood, believe me, you-—leave that boy alone, he wants nothing to do with you, and trust me you don’t want to  nothing to do with him either. Being in a field with many horses, you better know when to react very quickly. When a horse listens from within there is not much he misses, unless you’re Stormy, who I will talk about later in the book. I have always been aware of the voice of the woods and how it spoke of God. There was a place I would go to as a child, It was hidden by very old, wise trees, you couldn’t see it from the trail, but you could certainly feel it. My horse would hold his head up to the sky and take deep breaths; his body was always affected by the sacred circle and he could see what I couldn’t  he would start to prance and smell the wind. I would connect with his spirit to feel what he felt, and that’s when I felt something very profound, I felt and knew by instinct that we came upon holy ground. 
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