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For my mother, Rosalyn Staples, who is teaching me to remember

Breaking the silence

that turns around

the double edge of seeing.

I have called you

into the night moon

because we have come

to learn the end of waiting.

—J. C.
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Letter from the Publisher

Dear Reader,

It is a pleasure and an honor to bring you this book from New York Times bestselling author Lynn V. Andrews. This book was first published by Lynn in the early 1990s as part of a series that has been enjoyed by millions over the years. Lynn was careful to change names and places and sacred ceremonies out of respect for the Indigenous cultures she studied with. For Beyond Words Publishing, it has been a blessing to have known and worked with Lynn over the years and we hope you find her writings as empowering as we do.

With gratitude,

Michele Ashtiani Cohn



Preface

Have you ever wondered what you are doing on this earth, why you are alive, and what meaning there is to the pain that we all experience?

When I was in Nepal and Tibet in the spring of 1988, I asked these questions of my teacher, Agnes Whistling Elk. We were sitting on top of a mountain in the foothills of the Annapurna Himal. Agnes chuckled a little at my questions. She pointed her knobby brown finger at the face of Annapurna, whose crown was obscured by fluffy white clouds.

“We’re like that mountain,” she said. “The extent of her power and beauty is hidden from view; at the top she is lost in a dream. Before we are born onto this earth walk, we wait for a great blessing—our chance to be born onto earth. We know that we come here to be enlightened. When we are born, the dream begins. Like the cloud hiding the mountaintop, the dream obscures our true vision. We must gather a strong wind to blow away the clouds. Then we can see, truly see, the whole of our being—the silent mountain that we are. That is what life is all about: waking up from the dream. We have come here to become enlightened, yet it is the one thing that we are most afraid of.

“To be initiated is to have the veils of ignorance torn away. That is what our work together is about. For you to be initiated into our circle, the Sisterhood of the Shields, one of our members must first pass on to the other side. There was a great woman, the old, wise one among us, who held great power and had memorized all the old ways. She chose her death so that you could become initiated. Old Annapurna is not unlike our friend and sister who made this choice. She was magnificent in her white shields of serenity. She taught me about the balance of vulnerability and power one needs to become an enlightened being. She was a confuser of the clouds and could move through the air like a beam of light. She was our prime mover for a long time.”

“What was her name?” I asked.

“She has asked to reveal her name and her teachings to you herself,” Agnes said, watching me with her head cocked to one side like a crow.

“But how can that be?” I asked.

“On our journey into Tibet, if you pass the initiation, you will be able to answer your own question,” Agnes said, getting up from the flat brown stone we had been sitting on.

No amount of questioning got me an answer. I had to find it myself. When I found the Valley of Langtang in Tibet, I discovered a place of dreaming where information is exchanged in very unusual ways—ways that I had experienced before particularly in Australia in what is called the Sacred Dreamtime. It was made clear to me that this extraordinary woman would teach me about a life that we had shared together a long time ago. Through the experience of this life together, she would instruct me again, as she once had as my teacher. Very few of the details were given to me as yet, but I understood that we were part of an ancient and powerful magic, the way of Wyrrd, whose great secrets far exceed what we know now. These secrets have been preserved down through civilization; they have been disguised and hidden in the mountains, in rocks, in the sky, in the sacred waters of the earth. I was told that when the time was right, certain people would be chosen to recover these ancient teachings and bring them to light. My teacher in that life of so long ago would be my guide in the way of Wyrrd; my next journey would be with this wise old woman. As Grandmother, she would help me to understand, through our experiences together, how each of us carries a spirit shield that can be imprinted with knowledge from one lifetime to another.

In writing about my experiences with the Woman of Wyrrd, I was again faced with a problem of language and translation that I have always struggled with in my books. Many books have been artfully written using the English of long ago throughout. However, I came to a decision with the Sisterhood that because the aspects of Wyrrd (the study of power and magic in ancient Europe) that I was attempting to explain were already so remote and unusual, I should use language as clear and familiar as possible. There are times when that decision may diminish the reader’s experience of ancient England. But this is a book of magical teachings, not an anthropological study, though I would have been very proud to have discovered a way to express the lush intricacies of those ancient words and terms with the subtlety of the powers of Wyrrd that Grandmother imparted to me.

—In Spirit, Respect, and Love for the Woman of Wyrrd, Lynn Andrews


Look for nothing 

to take us out of here.

Ramshackle.

A word that divinely

chains us to earth.

Ramshackle wind

ramshackle fire

ramshackle house of our bodies

like a lizard

hiding under the blue tint

of English holly

as if the red berries

will sustain us

all the way home.

—J. C.
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Finding a Distant Reality

“There is a secret core in all of us,” Agnes Whistling Elk said as she watched me fidget under her steady gaze. She had instructed me to come and discuss the next phase of our journey together.

“Why do I feel this sense of longing—as if I were trying to find my way home?” I asked her.

Agnes, Ruby Plenty Chiefs, Ruby’s apprentice July, a young Cree girl, and I were sitting around a simple wooden table in Agnes’s one-room cabin in the far north of Manitoba, Canada. It was an early evening in spring, and the scent of young grass and pine was in the air. July stoked the fire in the old iron stove and brought each of us a cup of mint leaf tea as we talked.

“Your evolution as an apprentice is like giving birth to a child. The longing you feel is the longing every woman feels for the unborn, whether the unborn is a state of enlightenment, a life in the form of a baby, or a work of art,” Agnes said, as she sipped her tea and sniffed the fragrant, minty steam rising from the liquid. Her long gray braids rested on her red-and-black Pendleton shirt.

“This experience, this far memory that is in you, my daughter, is more than longing. It is part of the core of your existence as a human being,” Agnes said. “It is different from your other journeys; its source is in another hoop of existence, from your past. It comes from what you might call your spirit history. But you will come to know of its form in the future.”

“I don’t fully understand what you mean. But I do know that something has been changing me, even before it has taken form as a reality in my mind,” I said.

“This spirit birth will change you forever,” Agnes said.

Ruby pinched my arm and giggled. “Lynn, you should be used to changes by now. You’ve changed a lot since we met you, thank the Great Spirit for little favors,” Ruby said. She cupped her knobby fingers over the imaginary “little favors” on the table and winked at me. An eerie silvery light reflected off her blind eyes, making me fidget even more.

“Thanks, Ruby, you’re always a big help,” I said as everyone laughed at my discomfort. Finally, I laughed too, as Crow, with perfect timing, hopped onto the windowsill above the sink and pecked rhythmically on the window, seeming to applaud Ruby’s teasing. Agnes tilted her head from side to side, imitating Crow. This was a game they often played. Crow would finally ruffle his wings, hop up and down, and caw madly to be let in for a morsel of food. This time July opened the window and offered the huge bird some crusts of bread Agnes had been saving for him. Crow cawed loudly in Agnes’s direction and flew off with his prize gripped firmly in his beak.

Agnes continued, “When we were in Nepal last year, I told you something very important. I told you that a great sister of ours had chosen her death so that you could be initiated into the Sisterhood of the Shields.”

“I remember I asked about this woman, what her name was, and why she had done such a thing. And you left me hanging,” I said a little impatiently.

“Not exactly hanging,” Ruby said, smiling to herself, “but now that you mention it…”

“I told you that our sister, the woman who had been our great prime mover for a very long time, wanted to tell you herself,” Agnes said, ignoring Ruby.

“How is that possible, Agnes?”

“She will come to you in the Dreamtime,” Agnes answered.

“But when? Before I arrived here, in my dreaming in Los Angeles, I felt as if she were often knocking on some invisible door inside me, as if the veils of consciousness would not part and let me see her. I’m so frustrated.”

Agnes looked at me a long time. She turned her head a little sideways and scanned me mostly through her left eye. Finally she heaved a big sigh. “You are too much of the world,” she said. “Your teaching work in Los Angeles and New Mexico has brought you too much into contact with other people.”

“But you’re the one who said, ‘You must live in the big cities of the world. Where do you think healing is needed? Certainly not here in the wilderness. You must let the eagles fly, and take what you have learned about the ancient way of woman, and teach your people.’ You put me into the world, Agnes. All I wanted to do was stay here with you,” I said. Tears of frustration welled up in my eyes.

“It is true, Little Wolf. We have given you quite a difficult task.” Agnes laid her hand over mine. “Its difficulty is why we in the Sisterhood must remain so hidden and secret. To be able to dream, to work on other levels daily, to help balance the energies of Mother Earth, we must never leave our center.” Agnes patted the area over her navel. “It requires an extraordinary effort to maintain this shaman stance. If any of us got involved in politics, in public discussions, in the everyday needs of human personality, we could never sustain the power and centeredness we need to continue our work. To be known would be to lose our power. That is the truth of it. Higher wisdom has always been held in secret to protect it for those who are prepared for it. When light shines, the darkness encroaches on the edges of brilliance to define it and give the light an even truer definition,” Agnes said.

“Then she will really come?”

“Oh, yes, but because of the intensity of your life, we will need to help you a little,” Agnes said, running her long, dark fingers over a red-tailed hawk feather that lay on the table.

“How do you mean?” Her tone made me nervous.

“Because we have asked so much of you in the world, we are going to help you relax so you can dream more easily,” Agnes said, touching my shoulder.

“She means you’re a nervous wreck,” Ruby leaned over and hissed in my ear.

“You’re probably right, Ruby, but you don’t have to be mean,” I said, teasing her by pretending to be annoyed.

“We will build you a special lodge just for your dreaming,” Agnes told me, ignoring Ruby again.

“Isn’t there a Dreamlodge used in traditional native ceremonies?” I asked.

“Sometimes, but this one will be different, and its energy will be different. This Dreamlodge will be for you to dream in, and just for you and this specific purpose. It will help you to remember your spirit history,” Agnes said.

“You have told me before to leave the past behind and not dwell on it, to eradicate any thoughts about my history. Why, now, are you asking me to do this?”

“This is not your history in this lifetime or even in recent lifetimes, my daughter. This has to do with the ancient teachings that you are learning now. It is important to see the many faces of your God. The Great Spirit has manifested light on Mother Earth in many ways and at many times throughout history. It is important for you to experience the depth of what that means. There is a key to all that I say to you. Perhaps you will discover that key.” Agnes drained her teacup and abruptly got up and left the cabin.

I got up to follow her, but Ruby grabbed my arm and pulled me down. A gust of cold night air filled the cabin as the old plank door scraped across the floor and shut noisily.

“What are you doing?” I asked Ruby, who still held my sleeve in her fist. I wanted to catch up with Agnes and continue our conversation.

“Impatience, Little Wolf—when will you learn?”

“But I want to ask Agnes something.”

“You’re too far away,” Ruby said, shaking her head. Her long gray braids brushed back and forth over her navy blue shawl.

“Well, I can’t get my chair any closer to you, Ruby!”

“I don’t mean your chair. You are far away from this moment we are sharing.”

I stared at her. The light from the gas lantern flickered across the deep creases in her dark brown skin. Her opaque eyes narrowed as she explored a world unknown to me and my normal vision.

“I’m sorry, Ruby. I didn’t know that you wanted to speak to me.”

“What you are looking for is all around you in this room,” Ruby said, making an expansive gesture with her right arm taking in the entire interior of the cabin.

I looked around us and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t understand, and besides I didn’t know I was looking for anything.”

“Oh, really. I suppose you’ve been coming here all these years just for fun.”

“I didn’t realize you meant that.”

“What’s ‘that’?” Ruby asked.

“Well, truth, I guess.”

“Truth, you guess! Well, that’s not bad for starters, I suppose. Truth is everywhere around you. It cannot leave your presence, but you can choose to leave truth.”

“How can both be true?”

“It’s a matter of awareness, isn’t it?” Ruby asked.

“You mean, you can choose not to be aware?”

“Yes, your next exploration is a journey of the soul. You could miss everything by stepping out of your essential awareness into fear and confusion,” Ruby said, tapping her fingers softly on the table.

“But how can I help being afraid sometimes?”

“You can live more fully in your heart. Love is the bridge you have built with faith. Now you must have the trust to walk across the abyss of a vast darkness. That bridge is love, and it forms the connection between your body and your spirit,” Ruby said, letting go of my sleeve.

“What can I do? I still feel helpless,” I said as I sat down again.

“That is good.” Ruby smiled at me.

“Why is it good to feel helpless?”

“Because when you journey out of the ego lodge, you drop away from your worn, everyday path into a helpless state; you become humble. You look around with frightened eyes, and you pray to the Great Spirit. That is a beginning. In your prayer you will find beauty.”

“Ruby, what does beauty have to do with humility?” I asked.

“They both throw you back onto yourself. Everything you experience on this earth walk is part of a great mirror. Every experience makes you see yourself in a different way. Humbleness is just another mirror. Like beauty, it is an experience that puts you in touch with the Great Spirit. When you are humble you are no longer far away. You become present, and you do your ceremony or you pray to the Great Spirit for help.”

Ruby pressed the back of my hand with her fingers. They felt calloused and strong. She faced me, raising her eyebrows, and said nothing more.

I started to speak, but I realized I had nothing else to say. She was right. I was feeling very humble and quiet inside. There was no more need to talk. July and Ruby put on their parkas, gave me a hug, and left the cabin very silently. As they were leaving, Agnes slipped in quietly and smiling, first at Ruby and July leaving and then at me. Everything seemed to be understood. We were all tired. It was time to offer our prayers and go to sleep.

The next morning I could hardly wake up. I first awoke with the dawn, only to sense Agnes leaving the cabin. I couldn’t seem to move. I thought I must be exhausted from traveling, and I fell back into a dreamless sleep. At eleven o’clock I woke again with a start. Agnes walked into the one room of the cabin, shuffling her feet noisily on the plank floor and bringing with her a smell of willow branches and spring sap.

“Little Wolf, all curled up, are you ready to see your Dreamlodge?” Agnes asked as she flung her parka over a nail on the wall and began setting out biscuits and tea.

“Sure,” I said, excited but not awake enough to say much else.

“How are you feeling?” Agnes asked me as we sat across from each other over lunch. Warm beacons of sunlight shone through the windows and reflected off the bundles of herbs, the drums, feathers, and rattles hanging from the rafters.

“A little apprehensive,” I replied.

Agnes raised her eyebrows at me and pursed her lips thoughtfully.

“We can’t change this world through war,” she said, spooning honey onto her biscuit. “It is time to celebrate and make our own ceremonies by dancing and singing and learning to live our dreams. But first we must know how to dream.”

I nodded my head and sipped my tea.

“What is the first step to dreaming?” Agnes asked.

I thought back to our time in Australia with Genevee and the Sacred Dreamtime: “An ability to visualize.”

“Visualization is essential, but what is behind being able to visualize?”

“Being able to believe in your imagination,” I replied.

“That’s right. But remember that believing is a tricky concept. A belief structure not only limits your imagining, but also limits your entire consciousness.”

“Would a better word be trusting?” I asked.

“Yes, trusting what comes is part of loving. It is your trust that builds the bridge between this physical dream we live in and the dream of your spirit. In a sense that is what love is made of—the totality of mind and soul. The bridge or connection, then, is trust. When you found Windhorse, your spirit-man, he came to you on a beam of trust. It was not your imagination that created him, but it was your imagination that found him and allowed him to ride across that beam of light into your heart. You never doubted his being, and so you never limited his existence.”

I was silent for several moments, letting her words sink in. “I understand, Agnes, but what Ruby said last night was true.”

“What did she say?”

“She talked to me about being far away and too much in the world.”

“She’s right,” Agnes said, nodding her head, “but you have the ability to dream, and it will not take you long to come home.”

“Are you sure?”

“Well, let’s go down by the creek and see.” Agnes grabbed her shawl and threw me my parka.

We walked down the winding path through the poplars to the mossy creek banks. The. sunlight was warm, but there was still an undercurrent of cool northern air that made me thankful for my parka. We found the two flat teaching rocks that we have been sitting on for so many years. I touched the gray, smooth stone lovingly with my fingers and stroked the dead leaves and sand off her surface. I sat down next to Agnes.

For several minutes we sat quietly just relaxing and watching the narrow stream in front of us. Dead Man’s Creek, full this time of year, rushed by us. The sunlight reflected in rainbow prisms off the water, as if quartz crystals were imbedded in the brown sand beneath the surface. The flow of water has always mesmerized me. I sat there, immediately transfixed by its movement, which contrasted with the stillness inside me.

“Let yourself float, Black Wolf. Let yourself float with the river,” Agnes said as she began to sing softly in Cree.

A long time went by, and then Agnes began to speak. “The flow of the water empties me of myself. I sit here in spirit waiting for the world and my people to stop fighting. In anger and war there is only hardness. People and the world become solid, and they forget the river. They forget how to flow. To find the river of your spirit is to find freedom. There is no need to come up against anyone. When you become rigid in the world, then the world has no more need of you, and your spirit slowly drains away like blood spilled onto sand. Just float with the water, and let the Great Spirit flow with you,” Agnes said.

“I feel an emptiness, Agnes, whenever I sit here by the creek.”

“That emptiness is a prayer. You are making a place for the Great Spirit to live inside you.”

“It’s the movement of the water, isn’t it, Agnes? It’s the movement of the physical into spirit.”

“If you need to explain this feeling, my daughter, perhaps it is best just to call it an opening that allows something still unknown to happen.”

After several minutes had passed and I felt clear and relaxed, Agnes nodded her head toward a stand of willows upstream.

“Come, let’s explore your Dreamlodge.”
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The Sacred Dreamlodge

We followed a deer track along the creek. What I first noticed was what looked like deadfall in the forest. Then I realized it was the lodge. As I came closer to it, it was clear to me that the two old women had put a tremendous amount of work into this lodge, and I was very touched.

“Agnes, you have built me a most beautiful Dreamlodge. Thank you so much. I am full,” I said, holding my hand over my heart.

Agnes looked at me with a twinkle in her eye. “I hope you will dream well, my daughter,” she said.

I touched the bent willow saplings of the lodge and looked at the intricate weave they had created. It was quite a large structure. It stood taller than I am and was at least fifteen feet across. Agnes walked around to the east door and called for me to come join her. Beautiful river stones had been put around the perimeter, each one carefully chosen and carefully placed so that they all fit together like a stone wall.

I pulled aside the red-and-yellow Hudson Bay blanket that hung over the entrance, thrilled to discover the interior of my Dreamlodge for the first time. The inside of the lodge was covered with skins and blankets. Most of the blankets looked Dine, with their reds and blacks and whites and blues, beautiful old designs. On the floor were more blankets. In the center was a fire pit and in it a pile of wood was burning. The inside of the lodge was very warm. Sheepskins had been piled high at one end and a blanket sewn in the shape of a pillow so that I could lie down.

“I want you to be very comfortable and at ease here, so that you can completely forget your body when you are working,” Agnes said. “We will keep the fire stoked so that you will not need to worry.”

Continuing to look around, I noticed glints of light, prismatic colors reflecting off the floor of the lodge, and I noticed many crystals set around in special places. Then I saw an altar at one end of the lodge. In front of it were many of my sacred things—crystals, beaded bundles, and my personal pipe—on my unrolled medicine blanket. Prayer sticks, feathers, and my walking stick were placed alongside. My eyes were drawn to something hanging over the altar. It looked like a gold necklace with an amulet, medieval perhaps. Carved within the amulet was a symbol that I didn’t know. I looked questioningly at Agnes.

“Go and examine that piece hanging over the altar. It is magical, and it has to do with your work in the Dreamtime to come,” Agnes said.

I walked over to the altar, stepping carefully so as not to disturb the carefully arranged blankets. The symbol within the amulet was encased in a circle made of what looked like gold, shining a dull yellow in the firelight. Inside the circle was a symbol that looked like a Celtic cross with a diamond in the center that reflected my face like a tiny mirror. There were other designs that I could not identify or interpret, but they seemed familiar in a way that brought tears to my eyes.

I continued to gaze at the design. I touched it, felt it, my fingers running over the smooth surface. The designs struck an ancient chord inside me, a memory chord, but I could not quite grasp its meaning. All I was sure of was how familiar it felt, that at some time I had worn this design, maybe even this exact necklace, around my neck.

“Agnes, I can feel the weight of it around my neck.”

Agnes looked at me. She touched the edge of the circle on the design. “Yes, my daughter, it is possible that you wore this a long time ago.”

I wondered if I should ask to put it on. Then I realized that it was somehow not yet appropriate, and at the same moment Agnes smiled to herself as if she understood what I was thinking.

“There will be time, my daughter. There will be much time. You will know what is right to do. Now, explore your Dreamlodge. I will leave you, and we will eat dinner together later,” Agnes said. She left the lodge.

I walked around, slowly making myself familiar with every crevice, every blanket, every piece of fur from the animal kingdom—those sacred animals that had given away so that we might live. There was a small jaguar stool in front of the altar. I went over to it and sat down before my sacred things. I lit a candle that I found there. Then from it I lit a rope of Sweetgrass that began to smoke. Using an eagle feather, I spread the smoke and blessed my sacred things. Taking up sage and cedar, I also lit them. I smudged and cleared the interior of the Dreamlodge to the four directions and went outside and did the same.

Back inside the Dreamlodge, I left the sage and cedar burning in an abalone shell next to me as I sat down at my altar and prayed to the Great Spirit. I prayed to the Creator for help on my journey into the unknown, and I asked my guides and my allies for protection. I asked for power and vision, and asked my medicine, my wolf, and the other beings that protect me and guide me to help me on this walk into the Sacred Dream. I asked that they protect and guide me, guide my spirit footsteps, and help me to clear away the barriers to my spirit history. I asked the spirits to call me, to help me to let go of the physical problems of my life, to let go of the world, at least long enough to understand the truth and the teachings, so that I would be able to understand with my heart and my soul everything that this new teacher would impart to me.

I finished my prayers, and then I reached for the necklace and placed it around my neck. It felt heavy and oddly warm, as if it had just been worn. Suddenly I realized how sleepy I was. I went over to the sheepskins that had been laid out for me, and I lay down on them and went almost instantly to sleep. As I dozed off, I heard the voice of Agnes in my head.

“My daughter, the circle of truth that hangs around your neck, the ancient necklace—I want you to know that as a configuration of wisdom. Think of the four directions, the crosses that represent the four directions within the circle. See into your far memory. Think back to a time before you knew me, a time before you knew of America. Think back a long way. Breathe deeply, and completely relax your body. Think back a long way.

“See the tunnel. It is forming at the back of your mind, a tunnel of darkness that spirals down and down. Will your consciousness into that tunnel. Know that I will protect you. Move with trust and clarity, and know that no harm could possibly ever come to you in this lodge of your dreams. Let your consciousness wander, and explore the unlimited dimensions of your mind and your knowing. Look into your subconscious, and let it provide you with the trail that you need to follow. See the light, way, way down at the end of this spiraling, sacred tunnel, and move toward that light. Know that you will come to that light, and for a time your consciousness will encompass that light. You and your consciousness and that light will become one.”

For a long while there was silence and then the sound of a high wind. I felt weightless.

“As you journey toward that light, see in front of your mind’s eye the amulet that rests on your chest. Focus your attention on the center of the cross. That’s right, my daughter. There is a mirrorlike diamond at the center. See the reflection of your own eye looking back at you, and look into that eye steadily and long.”

She paused a moment and then went on.

“As you look into the eye, the eye of your own being, the eye of your ageless spirit, move your consciousness into the eye, right into the pupil. That’s right, my daughter, you are beginning to see with the eye of the cross. Now look out into the world through that eye. What is it you see?”

Slowly, Agnes’s voice began to fade, and I realized that I must have merged with the light I had seen in the distance, because no longer was I in the tunnel. I was looking out into a vast green countryside that was completely unknown to me. The trees looked like oaks, maybe king oaks and alders. There was unfamiliar underbrush with red berries and lots of clover. It was quite cool and damp, but as I looked down, I realized I was wearing a long dress, its bodice high and tight, and a flowing cape of velvet that was lined with a very warm material, like wool.

I was walking quickly down a path next to a river, a narrow river, and I was looking for someone. I obviously knew where I was going. I looked down at my hands; they were very young. There was a beautiful ring on my finger, a ruby. I looked down at it, caressing the smooth stone with my fingers. I looked ahead, pulled the hood of my cape over my hair, and moved on with a sense of urgency, as if I were late for a meeting with someone.
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