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Praise for Lynn V. Andrews


“Lynn is one of the most profound people of our time. Her work in the shamanistic traditions has provided effective guidance to me and to many others looking for answers. I love her!”

—Dannion Brinkley, author of Saved by the Light




Praise for Medicine Woman



“One wonders if Carlos Castaneda and Lynn Andrews have not initiated a new genre of contemporary literature: Visionary Autobiography.”

—San Francisco Review of Books

“First class…. A remarkable adventure into the world of the spirit.”

—San Francisco Examiner-Chronicle

“There is much wisdom here…. What sometimes appears as madness may contain its own wisdom; and what may sometimes sound like wisdom may be madness. It is precisely this intricate balance that the medicine woman must learn to keep.”

—Santa Fe Reporter

“Medicine Woman has to do with the meaning of life, the role of women, and the wrestling of power away from the forces of evil that hold it.”

—Los Angeles Times

“Medicine Woman is a well-written, powerful, and exciting tale of the author’s apprenticeship with a medicine woman…. As in the Castaneda books, it weaves teachings of shamanic philosophy into the telling of the story.”

—Circle

“Thought-provoking and absorbing.”

—New Woman’s Times

“The revealing story of how women from different cultures view each other and learn from each other.”

—Stan Steiner, author of The New Indians

“Lynn Andrews celebrates the power of female spirituality…. Her dramatic retelling of shamanistic wisdom and ancient Indian philosophy is rich in authentic detail.”

—The Victoria Advocate

“A fascinating story full of marvelous symbols.”

—Books of the Southwest

“A powerful and beautiful story.”

—The Guardian, London

“Her story tells and reminds us of ancient wisdoms that we can take with us on our own unique journeys through life no matter what heartfelt path we are on.”

—WomanSpirit

“An exciting and insightful story… about the interrelatedness of all things.”

—The Lammas Little Review

“A statement of what is called for and possible in all of us.”

—Sojourner






Praise for Jaguar Woman



“Amid primal landscapes, perilous and shimmering between the spirit world and reality, Andrews’ narrative opens a window onto an aspect of Native American cultures seldom explored.”

—Los Angeles Times

“She speaks of reclaiming her personal powers as a woman. Through a wealth of practical shamanistic lore interwoven with tales of sorcery, Andrews reveals both the challenges and the rewards of the sacred quest.”

—New Dimensions Radio Network






Praise for Star Woman



“A glimpse of other realities… we’re reminded once again of the power of our thoughts and the crippling effects of fear and self-limitation.”

—San Francisco Chronicle

“A wondrous spiritual and temporal progress as an apprentice medicine woman… one woman’s quest for spiritual unity and enlightenment.”

—Booklist







Praise for Crystal Woman



“Undulates with visual hallucinations and other-worldly experiences, but also contains some quite accessible truths about the drama of the human condition.”

—San Francisco Chronicle

“Full of magic and other-worldly mystery. It reads like fiction and makes you think about how many things there are that we don’t know.”

—Rona Jaffe, author of The Best of Everything






Praise for Windhorse Woman



“[Andrews’s] Himalayan jaunt is dotted with episodes of crystal power, tears of joy, wise women, rapt visions and talk of healing Mother Earth.”

—Publisher’s Weekly






Praise for The Woman of Wyrrd



“Reading like historical romance, this will be snapped up by Andrews’s large following.”

—Publisher’s Weekly

“As always, Andrews provides a good, strong story that balances the dramatic with the spiritual. Moreover, Andrews relates a great deal of philosophical thought without excessive commentary. The strength of the teaching forces the reader to greater awareness.”

—Library Journal






Praise for Shakkai



“This New Age narrative, slipping between present and future settings and heavy with symbolism, will please readers who share Andrews’s spiritual orientation.”

—Publisher’s Weekly






Praise for Woman at the Edge of Two Worlds



“This beautifully and sensitively written book should be a helpful guide to all women going through menopause. It describes the spiritual dimensions of one of the most important transitions in a woman’s life. I highly recommend it.”

—Susan M. Lark, MD, author of The Menopause Self-Help Book

“Lynn Andrews helps every woman find a sense of her own importance.”

—Marianne Williamson, author of A Return to Love and A Woman’s Worth

“With this book, Lynn Andrews heals women by reframing our old cultural definition of menopause, which is loss and worthlessness, into one of love, power, wisdom, and most important, self-esteem.”

—Alanna E. Tarkington, psychotherapist and author of Now It’s Our Turn






Praise for Tree of Dreams



“Once again Lynn Andrews looks to the Sisterhood of the Shields for guidance and illumination. She places in their hands her vulnerability, and ours, as she reveals the deeper fears and grief of every maturing woman. Her teachers heal her, and they heal us. Lynn Andrews has shared with us her magic once again.”

—Marianne Williamson, author of A Return to Love and A Woman’s Worth

“In Tree of Dreams, Lynn Andrews speaks candidly from the heart of her personal experience with facing elderhood and death, and in so doing gives us the courage to welcome the lessons of our own experience with these transitions.”

—Sarah Edwards, coauthor of The Practical Dreamer’s Handbook






Praise for Love and Power



“With exquisite clarity, Love and Power disarms the central complexities of the psyche that drain away (or abort) our access to personal freedom.”

—Barbara Hand Clow, author of The Pleiadian Agenda

“Lessons of the soul… love empowered. What wisdom this wonderful book offers! Lynn explores the secrets for balancing love with power, charting a path to integrate them into our lives. Never has her voice been truer, stronger, or more generous of spirit.”

—Hal Zina Bennett, PhD, author of Write Starts and The Lens of Perception






Praise for Walk in Balance



“Lynn Andrews deserves a permanent place of honor among the great teachers who have shared their ever-unfolding knowledge of the sacred mysteries through storytelling…. How grateful we should be for such teachers!”

—Hal Zina Bennett, PhD, author of Write Starts and The Lens of Perception
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For Ginevee and the Koori women of High Degree. And for Guboo Ted Thomas and his family for showing me Mumballa Mountain.





Special acknowledgment to Al Lowman and Claire Zion for their kind perseverance and guidance.





This is a true story.

Some of the names and places in this book have been changed to protect the privacy of those involved.






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 1980s 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








Somewhere

the crystal flame

leaps

into bare hands

and she cries

I am not burned

I am mad for colors—

bright moon, jasmine, weathering the dark.

—Jack Crimmins








Introduction

I am a shamaness. I have been apprenticed for twelve years to a woman of knowledge whose name is Agnes Whistling Elk. She is an American Indian from Manitoba, Canada.

Many years ago I was initiated into the Sisterhood of the Shields. The Sisterhood is comprised of forty-four women, each representing a different Indigenous culture from somewhere in the world. When a woman of the Sisterhood passes on to other rounds, a new member is initiated. Our purpose is to memorize and preserve the different laws of magic and the various codes and traditions of shamanism from around the world. We believe that because these traditions are rooted in the essence of female understanding and wisdom, it is particularly important at this time of patrilineal imbalance to recognize that these ancient ways are needed to alchemize our Mother Earth back into a state of wholeness.

I am not Indigenous and for that reason I did not at first fully understand why I was initiated by a secret society of native women. But my purpose within the Sisterhood of the Shields has since become apparent. According to Agnes and Ruby Plenty Chiefs, my mentors, I have walked the moccasin path as a shamaness in previous lifetimes. Perhaps this is why a white woman from Los Angeles is so committed to learning and recording in written form the ancient wisdom as it relates to the needs of Mother Earth in the twentieth century. I have never been sure of this explanation, but I do know that I have dedicated my life to this endeavor. I am not an anthropologist and have not approached my work as an academic, but as a woman who is committed to the sacredness in life.

On occasion, the Sisterhood meets somewhere in the wilderness to display in a great circle our shields, which represent our symbols and our position within shaman reality. Each shield is magnificently crafted and rich with the colors and designs that represent each woman’s lifetime of training and acquired wisdom. At one such meeting about a year and a half ago, a woman named Ginevee, an Aboriginal Koori woman from the Red Centre of Australia, picked up the talking stick, which allows the holder to speak as long as she likes. She walked across the circle and presented herself to me. Before this I had only seen Ginevee in ceremonies, after which she had always disappeared, mysteriously drifting off into the shadows. Now, I was confronted by her ancient black face and the weathered furrows of her skin. Her hair hung loosely in gray ropes that framed her kind face. She looked through me with electric eyes, then smiled at me.

“Stories are like spirits,” she said, speaking English mixed with a few words of her Australian Aboriginal language, Koori. “They look around for a good storyteller, someone like you, to inhabit. Stories are good sorcerers. When a story lives inside of you it makes you think that the story is your idea. There is a story lurking around you. It will make its home within you very soon, yea. I will see you in Australia maybe, hmm? You will join the women of high degree in the outback and become a clever woman.”

Since that meeting it has become clear to me that somehow, I probably am to spend the rest of my life becoming immersed in the various shaman cultures represented by the different extraordinary women in the Sisterhood of the Shields.

To write adequately about shamanism, one has to become a shaman. You cannot write about shamanism like an engineer writes down mathematical theories. Shamanism is a subtle and alchemical process designed to transform and elevate the spirit beyond the constructs of the known limits of reality. It is the space program of the soul and launches you out into the unchartered territory of the stars. It teaches you to experience the wisdom of the Pleiades and the universe, not just the physical properties of the planets.

We are capable of so much simply as human beings. We have extraordinary abilities yet to be explored. I’m sure a quantum physicist would agree that we are just beginning to conceive of the possibilities that this reality has to offer.

The ancient shamans have always understood energy and how to transform it and use it to heal and enlighten. Out of the bones of lizards, the crystal of the Rainbow Serpent, and the sound of the bull-roarer came a call from the sacred ghosts of the Dreamtime. A story did inhabit me. It was born from the Koori people of Australia. Through their process of teaching me their traditions of shamanism, a strange and wonderful story was born.

After that first meeting with Ginevee, Agnes, Ruby, July (Ruby’s apprentice), and I followed her to the outback of Australia. Over the past year I have tried to write down faithfully the extraordinary events that took place. This book is that story.

I have changed names and locales to protect the privacy of those involved. The Koori and Pitjantjara languages were very new to me. I have tried to be true to what I learned and to record the legends, words, and phrases as clearly as they came to me. The tasks that confronted me were from different traditions, because the power of the women I met came from various tribes. Please do not assume that what I have written is traditional Koori training. I am not Koori, so what I learned and the way the ancestral figures presented themselves to me was not necessarily traditional; what I experienced was initiation for a white apprentice. This is the story of a woman unraveling the mysteries of selfhood. It is a personal journey and not an exposé of the traditional belief systems of Australia’s First Nations peoples.
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1 Good Tucker


The sun rose slowly over the sere landscape of Central Australia. The grass trees trembled in the early morning wind like tribal dancers wearing tall, spiked headdresses. Ginevee, an Aboriginal Koori woman of high degree, picked some of their starry blossoms. These she rubbed together with crushed leaves and grass in her hands, and then she sucked them for their honey. She handed some grass to me, her dark fingers dripping with nectar. I sucked on the sweet grass and smiled at her.

Ginevee was said to be from Central Australia, where I had come to learn from her the meaning of a mysterious dream that had haunted me. This woman of knowledge held the key that would open the gateway to my new circle of learning.

Her elderly dark face was creased and withered like the crusty earth from which she was born. The cool wind lifted the hem of her yellow cotton print dress and gently blew her thick gray ropes of hair.

Her glittering deep eyes were fringed by soft wisps of gray, like angels’ hair silhouetted against the pink dawn. The vast landscape all around us was flat with only low clumps of brush called mulga and spinifex grasses and an occasional ghost gum or eucalyptus tree standing against the red horizon.

Agnes Whistling Elk, a medicine woman and my teacher from Manitoba, Canada, had been traveling with Ginevee and me for several days. We had driven a Land Rover down the Gunbarrel Highway across the Gibson Desert of Western Australia. We were headed for an area 150 miles from Ayers Rock, which was known as the ancient ceremonial center and sacred heart and life-spring of Australia’s First Nations peoples. Our destination was a little-known village where many Aboriginal women of high degree or healers were gathered to share their ancient knowledge with apprentices and each other. This meeting was held in secret, Agnes had told me, because there were many male warrior societies who were against such a gathering of female power.

As we journeyed on, I was settling into a feeling of wonder and awe in this new, surreal landscape. I was vividly aware of the fact that Central and Western Australia were only new to me and were, in fact, part of the oldest continent on Earth. The rest of the world had gone on bursting with volcanic eruptions long after Australia had settled her weathered integument into a peaceful, if primeval, rest. The land of the Red Centre is austere, intractable, and sprinkled with a carefully disguised primitive life. She is old, bald, and hard on the surface, as if she has rejected the life of man. Her moisture recedes from her billabongs so that the sacred waterholes often appear stagnant and dark. Yet below the red sandy crust, I felt a movement, an urgency for the expression of a new sort of growing; it was a spiritual stirring tingling on the soles of my feet and up into my calves.

I pulled my eyes away from the spectacular rising sun as Ginevee winked at Agnes. She pulled three small eggs out of her dilly bag, a small basket she carried that was plaited with what appeared to be twisted reeds or rushes. She held the eggs up to the golden light; their shells looked thin, almost transparent.

“These are good tucker,” she said. Her face was so dark it became one with the shadows. “A gift from the mallee hens in the bush.” Saying that, she pointed to a thorny cluster of low trees, then took my hand. Her fingers felt like dried bark.

“If these eggs were your spirit totem, yea, your warrigan, then we would not eat them. If you asked me, ‘What is your meat?’ I would say kangaroo, and I would be telling you my clan totem. I would never eat or injure a kangaroo. It is also said that if you eat the warrigan of your sister it would be like stealing her spirit. Then day would be like night for you, because you would lose your ability to see; everything would be darkness for you, yea. Is it not that way in your society?” She peered into my face, her head slightly tilted back, looking down her nose.

After a moment, I answered her. “Yes, we call a totem spirit our medicine. In our way, our medicine spirit is of the four-leggeds or winged ones. They represent our spiritual counterpart. I am black wolf; the spirit of the wolf is my spirit. I am a teacher and I go down all the trails of the earth to learn truth. Wolf is my warrigan.”

Pursing her lips, Ginevee cocked her head sideways for a moment. The dawn light bounced off her wide, round cheeks.

“The nature of your warrigan is very sacred,” she said. “I am honored that you share this knowledge with me. It is safe with me. I am swan spirit. She lives inside of me, here.” She pressed her lower abdomen. “We have respect for each other.” Ginevee smiled widely.

I looked at her trying to understand fully her broken English, which was interspersed with lyrical Koori words. Her voice was strong and held a quiet force like her eyes. Her tone was kind and playful, yet she seemed never to say anything to me that didn’t have special meaning. I must have looked very intense, for Agnes Whistling Elk started to make a clucking sound with her tongue and flapped her wing-like arms in imitation of a mallee hen.

“You could have chicken medicine,” she said. “Cluck, cluck.” Agnes laughed good-naturedly at me.

I have been traveling and studying with Agnes, an American Indian woman of power and knowledge, for twelve years. I am her apprentice. When she wants me to learn something that is outside her expertise, she introduces me to the world of other shaman women who are members of the ancient Sisterhood of the Shields. There are forty-four in this Sisterhood. Except for me, each woman represents a different Indigenous culture from around the world. I was initiated into the Sisterhood several years ago. I remembered Ginevee from many ceremonies in the past, but I had never been closely acquainted with her until these last few days.

Ginevee started to giggle like a delighted child, flapping her arms and joining Agnes in a flurry of dust. Then she stopped, swept hair out of her face, cracked an egg on a stone, and plopped the yolk into her mouth, smacking her lips. Grinning, revealing startlingly white teeth, she indicated for me to do the same. I took a deep breath, cracked the egg, and swallowed the entire insides.

“That was quite delicious,” I said, also smacking my lips as I watched Agnes, too, eat her breakfast.

“In danger there is great power,” Agnes stated flatly, wiping her mouth.

“What?” I asked, surprised by her quick change of mood.

“Can’t you feel the fear in these eggs? They knew they were going to be eaten and that creates a tension that can be used.”

I stared at her. “I don’t like what you’re saying, Agnes.”

“Why?” A lizard had crawled onto her hand. It had a frill of skin around its neck.

“Because it makes me uncomfortable.”

“All living things eat other living things to survive. That is life, that is the nature of our dream, yea,” Ginevee said.

“That doesn’t mean I have to like it.”

“Oh good, Lynn. Those eggs were full of life force ready to be born; instead, their power will now be born in you. You have transformed them and helped them along their way. And you sit there righteously saying, no, you don’t want that kind of power. Just let me shut my eyes and live off you without honoring you.” Agnes raised her eyebrows.

“That’s not it at all. I just don’t want to kill things. It’s wrong.”

“My wolf sister, it is not right or wrong, it is what is,” Ginevee said. “When you take the life spirit of an animal or a plant and respect the power of that spirit, it is warrigan; it is eating of the deities that makes you part of them. It is good tucker. You have given that unborn chick a rite of passage; you have marked its trail and changed its destiny, hmm. How many eggs in Australia meet with such good luck? You are a mother goddess for that unborn spirit.” Ginevee watched me.

Agnes added, “You remember, Lynn: never throw sand in the eyes of the buffalo before you kill it. In Australia a shaman woman is made just like you are made of other life-forms. You take spirit power from those life-forms, and you are made into an extraordinary being that is comprised of parts of all living things. You experience all life and then you can heal all life as it heals you.” By now Agnes was petting the tiny head of the lizard.

“See that extending place on the lizard’s neck?” Ginevee asked, gently pointing at the small creature. “We have an old myth about Tannar, the frill lizard—a lizard like this one, yea. It is also about Wombri, the black snake. In the Dreamtime they were neighbors, but they fought and Wombri ordered Tannar to stay away. Tannar persisted in sticking his head into Wombri’s nest hole and his head got stuck in a shell. He ran away with the shell still around his neck, and to this day he still wears it. See, that’s what’s around his neck. It became a part of his living body, yea. He cut the legs off Wombri with his shell. So now he shows the shell to all who pass by so they will leave him alone. He has the power to grow back his own leg and he has the power to transform himself into the Rainbow Serpent. You will learn about the Rainbow Serpent after many days: the Rainbow Serpent is one of our ancestral beings. The shell reminds us of that. He is my little brother.”

“Everything is made of power, Lynn,” Agnes added. “But if you ignore that possibility, that knowledge is wasted and is of no use to you.” Agnes turned to hand Ginevee the lizard, and he leapt into her palm.

“But you are a woman of power,” Ginevee said. “You have no choice, yea.” Ginevee gave the lizard to a flat rock and stood up. She picked up her dilly bag and we all moved toward the Land Rover. I was intrigued by the conversation, but I could see that it was over for now.

“How old are you, Ginevee?” I asked, watching her sling a very heavy pack into the jeep with little effort. She slowly turned to me. I hoped I hadn’t offended her.

“I am close-up dead,” she answered very seriously. We three stood in long silence. Then Agnes giggled. We all started to laugh.

“That’s what they say, and they’ve been saying it for many long time. Sometimes the people see me as Black Swan. In the beginning they saw me as White Swan. Long ago, there was a sacred land far away; it was the land of women, yea. It was beyond the mountain where Baiame, the sky god, had his home in the clouds. Only us women lived there and we made hunting tools—spears, shields, boomerangs. The best anywhere. If men were brave and could cross the great desert without water, they would come to our sacred lake. The lake represented the Dreamtime of all women. Men could not swim there in those days because they would drown. But we taught them how to swim and in return they stole our weapons and sacred hunting tools. They even stole the sacred symbols, the ranga, from our rolled-up bark mats. They even sent white swans to trick us. We tried to capture the white swans while the men secretly built canoes and crossed our dream waters. A great hawk descended from the sky world and picked all the white feathers from the swans. My little brother Wahn, the crow, was horrified, yea. He came down and gave his own black feathers to the naked swans. That’s why there are now black swans. When you see me in the Dreamtime, you see me as Black Swan. Swans have great power. They did not mean to, but they helped trick woman and the Earth has lost her balance. When you see Ginevee in the Dreamtime as a white swan, you will know that her work has been completed on Earth and that man and woman swim equally in the billabongs, the sacred waters, and balance has been restored among all living things.”

I fumbled with my knapsack, my eyes riveted to Ginevee’s face. As she spoke, her eyes had turned silver in the rose light. She moved quietly and for a second, she appeared almost transparent, as if she were the morning fog. I watched the mist lifting slowly from the scraggly brush in the field, revealing the reality of trees and dirt and life to me only for a moment. Then it shifted, settling down again, a soft cloud cover obscuring everything from my view. The way the fog impaired and then seemingly heightened my vision reminded me of how I felt when Ginevee told me a story.

I was blinking and rubbing my eyes when she said, “Well, are you going to drive us or not?”

Agnes and Ginevee sat waiting in the jeep. I mumbled something and got into the driver’s seat.

I turned the key in the ignition. At first nothing happened; then the engine gulped and coughed and finally turned over. Agnes and I breathed a deep sigh of relief. For a second we had both imagined starving to death in this barren land, which had briefly lost its primeval beauty and appeared to us as only desolate, forlorn, and void of any human convenience, like a gas station. All the while, though, Ginevee appeared unconcerned; she looked down the rutted red road with eager intensity. She was like a child, full of wisdom and yet innocent.

The driving was slow going. We had left the paved road a few days back and I had begun to worry about what it would be like if it started to rain.

“Does it rain this time of year?” I asked Ginevee, although I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear the answer.

“On and off.” Agnes and Ginevee giggled at my expression of dismay.

“It looks like this road could get very muddy,” I said.

“Lynn doesn’t like to get stuck in the mud,” Agnes said. I remembered my experience in the Yucatán with the medicine woman named Zoila. She had taught me about my addictive nature as I had stood hip-deep in jungle quicksand. Although I had learned a lot, the experience had been terrifying. Agnes was right; after that, I had a healthy respect for mud.

We lapsed into silence as I navigated a particularly rough section of the road. There were huge potholes, big enough to consume the whole front section of the car. The jeep lurched and groaned its way slowly over the nearly impossible terrain.

After several hours, we all needed a rest. We bounded to a stop at the side of the road under a ghost gum tree that offered a snowflake pattern of shade on the maroon and orange earth. Grateful for the stillness, we spread a mat and sat down with our water canteens and some cheese and fruit that we had brought.

Exhausted, I sat with my back against the tree. Looking up into the branches I watched the sunlight bouncing off the white bark. Gusts of warm wind swayed the branches in a rhythmic dance. The tiny green leaves shimmered and then were perfectly still. Watching them, I thought back to a few months before, when Agnes and I had been in California together.

I turned then to the memory of the event and the dream that had brought Agnes Whistling Elk and me to the outback of Australia.
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2 Dolphins Dreaming


Agnes and I had camped out for the night on a low cliff over the ocean. We were on the coast north of Santa Barbara. There had been a warm Santa Ana condition. The tall oat grass had turned golden in the fall heat, and the unusually temperate wind had been blowing in from the desert in hot, sweet-smelling gusts. The wind had caressed us for hours like a hungry lover, relentless and soft.

Agnes woke me before dawn. We gathered stones for a medicine wheel and sat together within it as the sun blazed over the horizon. We sang to the rising sun, to the new dawn of woman; we praised the Great Spirit, Mother Earth, the powers of the four directions, and our ancestors; then we dedicated our ceremony to the dolphins. We held a vigil all that day, praying for our sister spirits on this Mother Earth. We prayed for the balance of the male and female within us all and we prayed for the animals and winged ones.

As the sun progressed on its journey through the heavens, we turned accordingly within the wheel. Near sunset we were looking out to sea, facing the great orange ball of the sun as it sank into turquoise blue water. We began to drum and chant sacred sounds. The waves below us were curling in from a southerly swell.

Without warning a single shard of lightning crackled in front of us. It split the sky only for a moment and then was gone. Shortly afterwards thunder rolled far out over the ocean. Just as surprising was a family of dolphins that suddenly appeared in the frothy curve of the incoming waves. There were seven of them swimming in side by side. As suddenly as they had appeared, they disappeared, then reappeared in calmer waters farther out. They swam in a large and perfect circle, moving round and round clockwise.

We watched them till the sun went down. Every once in a while, they would blow jets of water above them and we could hear them calling.

As soon as the sun set, Agnes hurried me over to a tall eucalyptus tree. I lay down on my back and she told me to rest my head so that it touched the trunk of the tree. Agnes placed her hands on either side of my head, cupping her palms over my ears. She spoke to me in a language that I recognized later as being Koori. Without warning, I felt like the ground was gone from under me: my head became riveted to the eucalyptus tree as if my blood had turned to slow-moving sap and my life source were the tree trunk itself. I floated on the wind like a low-hanging branch, perceiving the world from an inert wisdom and a more ponderous dignity than I could remember ever having experienced before. I was rooted out of time and place. Slowly I began to hear an ever-increasing whirring sound, as if someone were twirling something in the air very, very fast. It gave me an eerie feeling. It was then that I realized I was unable to move, except at the mercy of the wind.

“Don’t be frightened. Roll your eyes back, Lynn, and look up the tree,” I could hear Agnes’s voice saying to me.

At that moment I became electrified by some unseen current. It coursed through me at will; all I could do was look up and listen. I could still hear that strange sound, like the buzzing of a giant bug. It was louder now. I became aware of a dark mass at the top of the tree. It was a cloud-like formation that obscured the branches and seemed to be burning them. I could feel the fire inside of me, as if I were connected somehow.

Out of the dark cloud an Aboriginal warrior of Australia leaped into view. He was chanting a war song and holding a spear. His black body was painted with luminous white and he wore a red loincloth. He was standing in the mouth of a cave. At his feet was a woman holding an infant and screaming. First he speared the child, then the woman; he killed them both.

On the other side of the tree, a huge patch of something that looked like mistletoe was growing, rapidly enveloping the branches. Long vines were curling out and grasping from one limb to another. I wanted to scream but couldn’t. I could see and feel that two equally horrible but different entities were consuming the tree and sucking the life force out of its branches, my branches.

A giant warrior, adorned with mistletoe and wearing a mask of my own face and a huge black snake, appeared from within the branches. He also sang a war song but had painted himself in a snake-like design. The eerie sound became louder as he picked up a flat object tied to a long string and twirled it over his head. Lightning began to crackle between the black mass and the mistletoe connecting the two warriors. I closed my eyes in pain.

The next thing I knew I was back by the cliff lying by a campfire with Agnes.

I started to speak as I opened my eyes, but Agnes held her finger to her lips.

“Just listen,” she said. “The dolphins have given you a vision. I am glad. They have come to you and given you a sign. It is good.”

The fire spit sparks into the inky blackness. Stars and a half moon were now and again obscured by the large strings of clouds trailing on the high wind currents. The smell of the oak-burning fire and the sound of Agnes’s deep voice relaxed my churning fears. The bloody vision was in front of me as if it had just happened.

“It was so horrible,” I said.

Agnes shushed me. “You see, eucalyptus trees are from Australia. They were brought here to America because they grow so fast. What people didn’t realize is that the wood is hard and heavy, making it useless as lumber. But the trees are very dense in quality giving them very unusual abilities.”

“What do you mean ‘abilities’?”

“All plants have talents. Some can be used to heal bruises, some can lower a temperature, some can intoxicate you, and so forth. That is their ability and their purpose on Earth. We are different than plants. A plant knows what its life is about from the moment it sprouts as a seedling. We humans, on the other hand, are only a possibility when we are born. We must discover our purpose and meaning and then we must find the courage to follow that purpose. Some plants have the ability to give signs; they can mark our path. As a woman of power, you need only learn how to follow the trail. Do you understand?”

Agnes stoked the fire with a long, forked stick. Sparks flew into the air in a spiral as she did so.

“You mean… I should interpret the vision I saw?”

“Yes, but first, how do you think the vision came to you?”

“I don’t know. From the dolphins?”

“Yes, but dolphins cannot speak our language, so they sent you pictures. The pictures had to be received by an antenna. Do you know what that was?” Agnes’s face was completely in shadow. Only her hair was lit by the reflections of the red-orange flames of our campfire.

“The antenna must have been the eucalyptus tree. Is that right?”

“Yes. There are shamans called doowans, or initiated men and women in Australia, who know the talents of the eucalyptus trees. They use the eucalyptus as antennas to connect with other shamans in different parts of the world.”

“But what I saw was killing. It was dark and evil-feeling to me.”

“Were there two warriors who were connected by lightning?”

“Yes. Did you see them, too?”

“I have seen them before. The lightning is a juraveel, a totemic spirit-helper for the dolphins. They wanted you to see into the Dreamtime of Australia, where there are two evil sorcerers who are destroying the women’s ceremonies and the women’s dreaming. They work together. They have stolen the lightning from the sky world. They use the song of the trees for power and have turned man against woman and filled the people’s hearts with fear. Many of our sisters have been murdered or beaten. The dolphins have knowledge of this because of their juraveel, the lightning. It is their helper and tells them things in ways we don’t understand. As we have often said, this earth walk is a teaching about the dance of energies. All energies speak to one another in some way. Energy follows thought. We feel energy shifts in other parts of the world as surely as you feel the warm wind on your face now. You must learn to use your own body to read energy.”

“I felt tremendous energy from the tree tonight.”

“Yes, my daughter, you became a branch of that tree. Like a chameleon who changes her colors to become invisible, you are learning to alter your luminosity to fit your environment.”

“You said something, Agnes, about the song of the trees.”

“Yes, didn’t you hear it?”

“Well, I heard an eerie sound—like whirrings.”

“That is the song of the eucalyptus tree. She is an enchantress, and she carries thought-waves perfectly, even thought-waves of evil sorcerers like those you saw.”

“What can we do?” I asked, starting to cry. “Why did the one sorcerer wear a mask of my face?”

“Your vision was a plea for help, from the dolphins.” Agnes’s eyes were eclipsed by the shadows as she squatted down next to the fire. She was in deep thought. She said, “If that sorcerer was wearing a mask of your face, it means either that he wants to kill you or he wants your help in some way. This worries me. We must go and find our sister Ginevee.”

Agnes stretched out our sleeping bags and pointed a long brown finger at me. “Sleep, my Black Wolf. Your eyes have disappeared.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, smiling. Gratefully, I curled up in my dark green bag.

Agnes knelt down beside me. She took a sprig of silver sage and lit one end in the fire. The sage blazed with pungent smoke. Agnes took her beaded eagle-feather fan out of her bundle and patted the smoke all over me with the feathers, smudging me and cleansing my energy field. The smoke coiled and spread in the darkness like the ghost of a cobra.

“Tonight, dream well, Lynn. Follow your dreams as you have always done.” Agnes placed her sleeping bag behind me and lay down so that her head was touching mine. In the faraway voice of one almost asleep, she said, “Come with me dreaming. We will join the Sisterhood of the Shields in Canada. They are expecting us.”

Before I could answer, I fell into a deep sleep in which I was nonetheless fully aware of sleeping. I smelled the glowing embers of the fire, and I was aware of the wind still drifting in from the northeast.

The pressure of Agnes’s head on mine was intense. I have no idea how long I floated in this strange trance-like state, but soon I began to see a violet light around me. Slowly my body began to vibrate, a sensation that started at my feet and moved upward. I felt as if a runaway freight train was moving through me. A cracking sound startled me—it had come from my back. I felt no pain, but I had the sensation that my whole body was being immersed within an extraordinary pressure. My physical body seemed to become a separate, leaden thing below my spirit. I was looking down on my own and Agnes’s bodies from somewhere over by the eucalyptus tree. Agnes’s spirit was next to me, holding my hand. We both looked down at ourselves sleeping contentedly.

For a moment I was scared and very cold; then I was ecstatic with my newfound freedom. Agnes directed me and we began to fly with no effort except the outward vision of our intent. Before I knew what was happening, we were in the far north. I recognized the high pine trees and vast rolling tundra of Canada. I had forgotten about Santa Barbara, the dolphins, and dreaming.
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3 The Sisterhood of the Shields


A cold wind swept across the plains of Manitoba, carrying with it the first hint of fall. The poplar leaves danced above us, reflecting the crimson light of the setting sun. Forty-three native women and I sat around a crackling fire. Zoila Guiterrez from the Yucatán and my dear friend Twin Dreamers, the shapeshifter who had taught me about the stars, sat near to me. Twin Dreamers showed me a tiny star sapphire that twinkled in the palm of her wrinkled hand. A large black kettle of venison stew bubbled at one end of the fire, supported by hand-hewn poles. My mouth watered every time a whiff of steam passed my way. I wondered how a spirit could be hungry and if the women I saw were also in spirit form. Great round medicine shields with vividly colored symbols painted on their stretched hides glowed proudly in the failing light. The shields were displayed on wooden tripods behind each woman. Rows of feathers hung from each and fluttered in the breeze as if the shields were preparing for flight and were tethered only for a moment.
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