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Dedication

I dedicate Painted Earth Temple to my friend and medicine brother George Harrison, for he joined the world of spirit as the last few chapters were being written. George was a calm center in the hurricane of misplaced archetypal mythic images with which our society seems to resonate. Living in this most difficult environment, he was able to find peace while striving to walk in balance and embracing life as a quest for spiritual understanding. Although our paths on this quest differed, our hearts understood that the path is really only one.

As I write this dedication, an eagle flies past my window toward the mountains, disappearing into the west. In the ancient Earth traditions, this is seen as a gift from the Sacred Powers and it tells me that my friend is close by. May his spirit always soar with the eagles.

[image: image]






Contents


Prologue


Acknowledgments


The Great Web of Time


Chapter 1
The Web of Life


Chapter 2
The Story of Creation


Chapter 3
The Initiation of White Bison Calf


Chapter 4
The Celebration of the Longest Night


Chapter 5
The Initiation of Spotted Cat


Chapter 6
The Celebration of East Star


Chapter 7
The Celebration of the Longest Day


Chapter 8
The Celebration of the Harvest Moon


Chapter 9
The Fires of Change


Chapter 10
The Sleeping Temple


Chapter 11
The Journey of the Gaia Priestess


Chapter 12
The Wisdom of Drumming Deer


Chapter 13
The Sacred Pipe


List of Illustrations







Prologue



From my earliest memories, ceremony has always stimulated a beautiful part of myself. Something spoke to my heart during the communion ritual in my father’s church, the decorating of the Christmas tree, and the carving of Jack-o-lanterns at Halloween. I see all parts of our ceremonial life as gifts from our ancient ancestors. In my art and in my life I have explored the power in these ancient treasures. Honoring the genetic memory of my Native American heritage, I now dance in the yearly healing sundance and pray frequently in the purifying heat of the sweatlodge. And I explore whenever possible remnants of the myths and ceremonies of our other ancestors from around the world.

I feel that our Paleolithic Grandparents made every aspect of their lives a ceremony of celebration, and I also aspire to do so in my life. I do not know exactly what kind of ceremonies took place in their beautifully painted caves, some of which I have had the good fortune to visit. Even so, as I entered these silent, ancient temples I felt my ceremonial heritage awaken.

I offer this book from a place within me that loves ceremony and from which it has become deeply woven into my life. I hope that it may begin to provide a better understanding of our grandparents and our spiritual heritage than the scientific approach taken by most of our current-day anthropologists.

The story of Painted Earth Temple springs from the way I imagine our hunting and gathering ancestors lived before, and for a few ages after, the great Earth changes of 11,500 years ago. The story takes place around 3,600 years ago when the world shook with the eruption of Mt. Thera in the Mediterranean Sea, the largest volcanic eruption in recorded history. This heralded a period of increased climatic change, occurring at a time when our Aryan ancestors began to overwhelm the older cultures of the world. The People of the Painted Earth Temple were some of the last surviving hunter-gatherers in Europe. Their small village, nestled in a hidden valley in the Alps, was separated from the nearest neighboring tribe by several weeks’ journey over treacherous trails.
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The Great Web of Time



Each year, the sun travels along its ecliptic path through the twelve constellations of the zodiac; it journeys through the Four Corners of the Sky House: the spring equinox, the summer solstice, the autumn equinox, and the winter solstice. There is also a slow wobbling of the Earth’s axis that causes the precession of the equinoxes. This precession is usually called the Platonic Year or the Great Year and it is about 26,000 years long. Visualize a large circle in the night sky above the Earth with the North Star, Polaris, on it. As the North Pole moves along the circle, other stars will become the North Star, until after 26,000 years Polaris will again point to the north. This also causes a new zodiac constellation to be on the horizon as the sun rises during the equinox about every 2,000 years. We are at this time, passing from the Age of Pisces into the Age of Aquarius. The Vedic astronomers, the Egyptians, the Greeks, the Mayans, and many other of our ancestors held the precession as a sacred cosmic event. I include the drawing on the next page to show when the People of the Painted Earth Temple lived on this Great Wheel of Time.
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(Showing the approximate dates of major events of the Platonic Year.)


	35,500 BC to 9500 BC. The Golden Age of the Goddess (Paleolithic Age) is the period before the Earth’s near-collision with another celestial body that caused the Earth’s axis to tilt and wobble.

	9500 BC. The time of cataclysmic Earth changes. Atlantis and other lands sink into the oceans while the Himalayas and other mountains rise. The changes are marked by the creation of the Sphinx during the Age of Leo.

	5600 BC. The Black Sea flood, which is the origin of the biblical story of the Great Flood. This caused the dislocation of the civilizations between the Mediterranean Sea and the Black Sea.

	3500 BC. In the Sahara, river and lake systems dry up and the Egyptians return to the Nile Valley. Toward the end of the Age of Taurus, the Old Kingdom in Egypt is called the Pyramid Age.

	1630 BC. Thera (now called the island of Sentorini) erupts, the largest volcanic eruption in recorded history, causing weather changes and the dislocation of many tribes. This is the period when the story of the Painted Earth Temple takes place.

	Zero Point. The Age of Pisces begins around the time of the birth of Jesus Christ.

	AD 2012. The end of the Mayan calendar, which differs slightly from the Platonic calendar. This date also marks the beginning of the Mayan full precessional cycle of 25,626 years. Around this time is the beginning of the Age of Aquarius, our present place on this Wheel of Time.
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Chapter 1

The Web of Life




The People of the Painted Earth Temple lay sleeping in the early morning. Spotted Cat awakened before twilight and rolled up his sleeping skins, tying them together with a thong. He stuffed a bundle of dried meat into his bedding and slipped quietly out of the circle of thatched lodges.

Cat was not doing anything wrong, but he had not shared with anyone his plan to climb to the top of the Sacred Mountain. The young men of the tribe climbed the mountain as part of their initiation. Also known as White Mountain, it stood like a guardian over the valley that the People called the Nest. Snow covered the mountain’s pointed peak all year and three creeks flowed down from it. The center of these flowed over a high waterfall that connected the mountain and the valley.

Although no one had forbidden Cat to climb White Mountain, several cycles of seasons would pass before his initiation ceremony, and the tribal elders might not approve of a boy of seven winters spending a night alone there. But something was stirring in him, and he felt a need for adventure.

The summer heat made climbing more difficult than Cat had foreseen, and the bundle on his back made his shoulders throb. He stopped often to drink from a nearby rushing stream, a gift from the snow lingering on the mountaintop. As he rose from the bank of the stream, wiping his face, something in a tree on the opposite bank caught his attention.

A large antelope carcass lay draped over the fork of the tree. He had never seen such a thing before and wondered how the animal had come to die in a tree. As Cat tried to understand this puzzle, he realized that another pair of eyes followed him, behind them a presence trying to understand the sight of this young two-legged creature by the stream. Chills crept up Cat’s back to his head, making the small hairs on his neck rise. In the shadows among the leaves, a huge shape came into focus. A large snow leopard relaxed there, her legs dangling on either side of a limb, her eyelids drooping halfway down her yellow eyes. The great feline sleepily shut them to continue her full-bellied nap in the summer heat.

Spotted Cat rose slowly and quietly took a few steps backward. The leopard’s eyes snapped open. As he and the leopard locked in eye-to-eye contact, Spotted Cat realized that this was the first time he had seen his guiding animal spirit and namesake. He had never heard of a snow leopard attacking any of the People, so his fear receded a bit.

It seemed to Cat that the animal was trying to communicate something to him. Her eyes broke contact with his and looked down at Spotted Cat’s feet. As he looked too, he could see that he stood where the antelope had been killed. Among the bloodstained rocks at his feet, an ivory-colored object drew his attention. One of the leopard’s claws had been broken off in the struggle with the great antelope. He realized at once that the leopard had made a give-away to him. Cat had always wanted a token from his medicine animal, like many of the People wore. He thanked the snow leopard for the power gift and left a piece of dried meat as an offering where he had found the claw.

Spotted Cat started walking very slowly away from the stream. He took a few steps and wondered if the snow leopard was following him. Turning around, Cat saw that she was still in the tree gazing at him. A wave of warmth seemed to flow into Cat’s heart from his medicine animal’s power. He continued walking, although after a few more steps he had to turn and look at her one last time. The leopard had disappeared, and for the remainder of Cat’s walk up the mountain, he felt her presence near him.

The last part of the long hike in the smoldering summer day was the steepest and most difficult. Cat arrived exhausted at a lake that reflected White Mountain on its surface. He dove into the cool water and felt the healing water spirits take the fatigue from his muscles. After emerging from the water, Cat realized that he could go no farther this day and he gathered a bundle of sticks for a campfire.

As he sat by his fire, Cat fashioned a new thong by braiding four strips of hide together as Grandmother Spider Woman had taught him. He attached the leopard claw to the thong and put it around his neck. A power surrounded his body that felt similar to the radiance that seemed to encircle the snow leopard. He felt no fear as he lay wrapped in his sleeping skins and stared in wonder at the stars.

Spotted Cat awoke at first light and gazed dreamily at the morning sky. An intricate spider web stretched between two trees near where he lay. It was covered with dewdrops and the sun shining on the web created a rainbow that glowed upon it. Shivers ran over his skin as he thought about sleeping so close to a spider. Cat always felt squeamish whenever he found himself near a creepy crawler.

Spotted Cat picked up his bundle of sleeping skins and started down the animal trail that ran beside the stream. He was anxious to show Grandmother the gift talisman from his animal power. Cat noticed that he was the first creature to walk along the trail that day, for there were no prints on the dew-covered path. With his head bent over looking for a sign, he walked right into a huge spider web.

Thinking of how large the spider that made this web must be sent a jolt through his body. He quickly brushed the tickling, sticky fibers from his face and combed his fingers through his hair to make sure the spider was not on his head. Cat felt ashamed to fear this small creature that was also the power animal of his Grandmother.

To confront his fear and find his way through it, Cat resolved to walk the untrodden trail and pay no attention to any webs. Every few steps, another web stretched across the trail. Since he was walking naked in the mild summer morning, his entire body soon tingled with an array of spider webs. He became aware of every sensation on the surface of his skin. Cat also began to sense how the strands of spider web connected him to the trees, shrubs, flowers, and rocks that he passed. The feeling of connection with his surroundings increased until he seemed to become a part of everything along the trail.

Cat saw deer tracks enter the trail and the spider webs across the path ended. His joining with his environment now expanded to include the deer and all the creatures of the forest. He remained in this altered awareness, feeling the totality of his surroundings and his oneness with it, for the rest of his walk back to the village.

Spotted Cat arrived at the village and found Grandmother Spider Woman weaving a basket decorated with butterfly designs. These small baskets were the type that the women liked to wear as hats. Grandmother’s huge size always amazed Cat. Although she was a short woman, she weighed twice as much as any other woman in the tribe. She was the tribe’s High Priestess and represented Gaia, the Goddess of the Land.

Grandmother held the power of the Earth Mother for the People of the Painted Earth Temple. When hunters returned from a hunt they always gave an offering of the best part of the animal to Spider Woman. The High Priestess ate the offering, symbolizing the completion of the ceremonial circle of the animal’s give-away. The life of the animal went back to the Mother Earth. The spirit of the animal then felt appreciated and honored, and encouraged to return. The reborn animal could then give-away to the People again.

A similar token was given to Grandmother when the People gathered roots, seeds, fruit, and herbs. Over the many winters that Spider Woman had been High Priestess, she had grown to an enormous size. Her voluminous breasts and her round pregnant-like belly symbolized the abundance of the Earth and the prosperity of the tribe.

When the hunters and gatherers were away from the village for days at a time, a small carving of the Gaia Goddess traveled with them. They placed this small ivory statue on the ground by the hearth fire and fed to the fire spirits the offerings to Mother Earth. Like Spider Woman, the Gaia carvings had large, round breasts and bellies.

While Spider Woman sat weaving the beautiful design with her nimble fingers, Cat told her of his White Mountain adventure. She sat quiet for a while as several layers of grasses danced around the small basket, then said:


“What happened to you on this journey is big medicine. It has brought you closer to your initiation time and has affirmed my intuition concerning the identity of your power animal, the snow leopard.

The teaching that the spider medicine gave to you is a wonderful gift. The rainbow that you awoke to is a reflection of the medicine power of light. Although light is white, when it joins with rain, waterfalls, or dewdrops, the rainbow magic is created. The one white light becomes the six colors within the rainbow. Likewise, there is light energy within the Earth, and it enters our feet and rises upward. This light also turns into the colors of the rainbow.

Our bodies have seven moving circles of light within them. The lowest circle is in the seeds-of-creation center. The color of this circle is red. The second circle of light is orange and is where food is changed into life’s essence. The source of life’s breath is at the third circle and its color is yellow. At the heart power center, the fourth circle is green. The fifth circle is blue and radiates from the throat. At the brow, the sixth circle is purple. The seventh circle of light is at the top of the head and the light here is white.

Each circle of light has an animal’s medicine power. The first circle has the medicine power of the snake. Some of the snake’s gifts are the physical body, pleasure, pain, and creativity. Fish are always in motion through water and they are the animals of the second circle. This movement reflects the feeling awareness that is the power of the fish. The third, yellow circle of light is the power of mind that can take flight like its animal, the bird. The animals of the fourth circle nurse their children with milk. The loving and nurturing that these animals show their young comes from the power of the heart circle. At the throat center is the human animal. The power here is speech. The power of all these circles finally gathers within the forehead. When we open this circle of light we can see into the world of Spirit. At the top of the head, the many colors become a single white light, connecting us with the All That Is. Light enters from the Sky through this seventh circle of light. The Sky’s light is equal in power to the light from the Earth, and when they join in the heart they dance the Sacred Balance.

All these moving circles create a body of light that surrounds our physical bodies. This light body is woven by and reflects the seven circles. The different colors are like a painting of light that tells a story to a healer about how best to heal a body’s sickness. As you become a healer, you will learn to see this body of light and you will learn what the various colors mean.”



Grandmother placed the now-finished woven basket in Spotted Cat’s hands, and he turned it over and admired the intricate designs as she continued:


“What you felt as you walked along the path is called the Web of Life. Everything surrounding us seems to be separate, but all is connected like a spider web stretched across the All That Is. Where the strands cross and touch, there is a tree, a rock, a human, a star, or some other being. Whatever affects any one of these beings affects the whole Web. The medicine power that came to you affected me and our tribe and sent vibrations throughout the entire Web, even to the stars.

You came into the Web of Life with the helping power of a spotted cat, the snow leopard. This power will influence your gifts in life. You are not a herd creature. You are a solitary creature and will enjoy roaming far from our tribal circle. Where many of our tribe feel very uncomfortable away from the community of the People, you feel joy in your wandering, the same as your medicine animal.

The place on the Web of Life into which an individual is woven determines his place on the Path of Fate. Fate opens before us our life’s journey, but it does not determine how we use our gifts of power. We may cause very little disturbance in the Web of Life or we may develop all of our gifts of power until we help cause a shift in the entire Web. I have chosen you along with a village girl close to your age, White Bison Calf, to be my apprentices. The reason I have picked you both is that I feel that you will honor, celebrate, and develop your gifts of power.”



Cat felt a bit overwhelmed by all this information given to him by Grandmother Spider Woman, yet he also felt its resonance within his body in a way he could not fully grasp. He knew too that, above all else, he had been honored by Grandmother choosing him to be her apprentice, and that somehow his life had changed when she imparted her wisdom to him.
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