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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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Note 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




Introduction

A yellow moon had risen over the hills in the distance. The sky was beautiful and immense, and somewhere the coyotes were singing their mournful song.

I was sitting before an open fire with an old Cree woman. Her face was creased like that of an apple doll. Her cheekbones were high, and her long braids fell well below her shoulders. She wore a beaded medicine-wheel necklace over her green plaid Pendleton shirt.

“Your life is a path,” she said, her thick accent at first difficult to understand. “Knowingly or unknowingly, you have been on a vision quest. It is good to have a vision, a dream.”

There was something compelling about her. Her personality seemed to change from moment to moment. Although she had difficulty expressing more than the simplest thoughts in English, she was as erudite as anyone I have ever known, and she had great dignity.

“Woman is the ultimate,” she said. “Mother Earth belongs to woman, not man. She carries the void.”

These were her words to me before I became her apprentice. She is a heyoka medicine woman. I was destined to follow in her path. This book is a record of my journey into her strange and beautiful realm—a celebration of the power of woman—as she made me see that power.

One of the great moments in time for me was when Agnes Whistling Elk asked me to share my teachings with others. I remember giving a rites-of-passage ceremony for twenty young girls and seven boys, and their mothers. It was a ceremony of first blood, not just for the girls but for the passing into young adulthood of a new generation, and the celebration of that transition. It was one of those unique moments when fortune graced me with the gift of seeing and experiencing my words, and the teachings of the Elders transform the young into a place of joy and celebration.

I have learned so much since I wrote Medicine Woman twenty-five years ago. When I look back, the only thing I would change is that perhaps I would have called this book something else. “Medicine Woman” does not refer to me, and there has always been a confusion about that, which has been quite troubling at times. “Medicine Woman” was, is, and always will be Agnes Whistling Elk, for whom my love is infinite, and I had thought to share my esteem for her with the whole world by titling this book in her honor. She is Medicine Woman.

I never wrote about this, but I first saw the marriage basket when I was a young girl. It was sitting on a table at my friend Beverly’s house, wrapped with such care that it was apparent even to a small child that it was an object of much awe and respect. But a corner of the wrapping had fallen away, and as I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes, something about that basket pierced its way very deep inside me.

Much has changed in the world since the writing of Medicine Woman; much has changed inside my own spirit. After writing this book, I had to grow into the work that I had created. So many of the teachings that the Sisterhood of the Shields has shared with me have shifted and changed as I have grown, and I become more with each and every day. There have been times when I thought I could never survive the mutations that were occurring in my own spirit, to say nothing of the evolvement that my teachings have sparked in others. There has been so much joy that I thought I would blow into thousands of pieces of light. And then, as with so much of human experience, my sadness would come, and I would descend into the dark night of the soul. Never would I have dreamed that the opinions and influences of others could have filled me with such a dual sense of tragedy and love. And yet as I look out into the world, there are still countries where women are stoned if males do not accompany them in public, and everywhere women’s bodies are brutalized for what is in actuality their innate sacred beauty.

As always in the practice of awareness, I ascend the mountain again and again, and it is from the lofty heights that I learn from my mistakes. I see them clearly and I grow. Knowing what I know now, if I walked into a gallery and saw the photograph of the marriage basket that I saw more than thirty years ago, would I follow it? Or would I tell someone else to follow it? Yes, I would follow it. And yes, I would tell anyone who has seen their dream to follow it. I know now that finding your dream is probably more difficult than following it, and so, yes, when you find your dream, never cease to pursue it.

What strikes me with such power and resonance as I go to book signings and speaking engagements today is that I am now teaching the children and grandchildren of the people who read my book twenty-five years ago! The teachings of the Sisterhood of the Shields have become my own, which is what the Sisterhood intended from the very beginning. And I have learned that whatever conflicts I have encountered in life have been a test of my character and of my own sense of truth. In life, there is really only the truth that you have and your experience of that truth. Your truth as you have discovered it, not anybody else’s idea of what your truth should be.

I carry the marriage basket with gratefulness now more than ever before. It has taken me twenty-five years to become the truth of what I wrote so long ago. And if you do not walk within the teachings of what you learn, then you are forever lost. That is so clear to me today. I not only wrote Medicine Woman, I agreed to become the teacher of a great body of wisdom. What a magnificent responsibility it is to choose the light through love and joy and the creative process, and gift it to others in the world.

I gift this awareness to a whole new generation of people, from all corners of the earth. I am full.

When I first went on a book tour with Medicine Woman, my then editor-in-chief, Clayton Carlson, whom I miss so much, said to me, “Whatever you do, Lynn, do not talk about the word ‘power.’ You will only frighten your audience.” He confused me, but I was also very curious about what he had said because my book was all about the right use of power, and balance between the male and female energy within each of us and in the world. That was 1981. Now it’s 2006, and I am still talking about and teaching about “seasonal power.” I don’t know how much it has frightened my audiences, but I can certainly tell you it has terrified me to stand up in front of a group of people and talk about my own deepest truths and frailties. Thank you, Clayton, for bringing the word “power” into such sharp focus for me. I don’t think you could have said anything else that would have caused me to pay so much attention to what I am saying and the way in which I say it.

I once again dedicate this book to Agnes Whistling Elk, my teacher and my inspiration. I would especially like to acknowledge Joel Fotinos for his commitment to this body of work. I thank you, Joel, from the bottom of my heart.

In Spirit,

Lynn V. Andrews

I am walking in a part of the faraway. The prairie is covered with sparse scrub-sage and low-spreading cedar. I think of a lonely valley in a crater of the moon. I come upon an ornate cabinet in this strange vast silence. Its craftsmanship is remarkable. I can see through its translucent doors. On its left side, behind the glass, a face is looking at me—the face of an ancient Cree woman. On the right side, I see a blue-black crow. The scene reminds me of a Magritte painting.

The woman’s head begins turning back and forth abruptly—rhythmically, like the beat of a metronome.

“How many times must I tell you,” she scolds, still turning back and forth, “the marriage basket is not for sale. You have to earn it. You must earn it.”

As I am being chastised, my attention is diverted to the gleaming eye of the crow. The crow’s body starts swiveling inward to face the head of the woman, moving in the same metronome-like beat.

I am startled. The crow begins to mimic the speech of the old woman. The two distinct voices are so quarrelsome I shudder.
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The marriage basket represents the balance of power between the male and the female.

—Agnes Whistling Elk


“Are you ready?” asked Ivan, anxious to leave.

“Not just yet,” I answered. “Believe it or not, I think I’ve found something interesting.”

I had gone to Grover Gallery for the Stieglitz opening with Dr. Ivan Demetriev, a psychiatrist friend of mine. The gallery was packed with the usual art patrons and pretenders to culture, but I had expected that. That wasn’t what bothered me. It was the exhibition. It was static, flavorless.

That was before I saw the photograph.

“Wait a minute, Ivan, that can’t be a Stieglitz,” I said, tugging at his sleeve. We stood before a photograph of an old American Indian basket. Ivan gave it a grudging look, still bored, still anxious to leave.

“That’s a fascinating design,” I said, looking closer, “but not at all like Stieglitz.” I kept peering at the basket, which was haunting. It had an intricate pattern resembling a dolphin with a snake, or with lightning. Even though I am a collector of Indigenous art, I had never seen anything to compare with it. There was something unusual about the weave as well. I couldn’t tell whether it was coiled or woven, or what. I was entranced by its perfection. No telling where it was from, but it was already on display in my subconscious. Ivan kept frowning and looking to the exits. The print, an 8 x 10, had a mystic sepia quality that I would never have associated with Stieglitz. I wondered at what stage he had done it. My eyes fell on the neatly typed paper legend below the picture, and I looked for the date. It was there all right, along with the title, “The Marriage Basket,” but I was in for another surprise. The photographer’s name was listed as McKinnley. It was a lone island in a sea of Stieglitzes.

Ivan was looking at me impatiently.

“Are you familiar with the photographer, McKinnley?” I asked.

“No, I don’t recognize him,” he said, pulling my arm. “But I recognize a bunch of phonies and pseudo-intellectuals when I see them, so let’s get out of here and get a drink.”

“But I want that photograph,” I said.

“Come back tomorrow and get it on your own time,” Ivan said, brusquely heading for the door.

“At least let me write down the name,” I said rustling around unsuccessfully in my purse for a pen. I looked up, saw Ivan waving me outside, and with a sigh decided I could remember “Marriage Basket” and “McKinnley.” I ran to catch up with Ivan.

That night the strange dreams began. I couldn’t sleep. An owl hooted ominously in the walnut tree outside my bedroom. I pulled the covers up around my face, and lay rigid and silent. As I began to drift towards sleep, images of the marriage basket, dark and mysterious, centered in my night vision. The dream imploded into a wild whirring sound in my consciousness. I awoke with a start and sat upright in bed, wide-eyed, frightened. Then I threw off the covers angrily and stomped into the bathroom. I flicked the light on and rummaged noisily around in the medicine cabinet, glancing suspiciously at the mirrors for any sign of flitting shadows. An aspirin bottle slipped to the floor and broke into a dozen pieces. As I bent to sweep up the pills and glass I banged my head. “Damn.”

I took a swig of Alka-Seltzer and lurched back to bed. The room was dark except for wands of moonlight that played on my face. I thought of an Anaïs Nin story in which the heroine basked in the light of the moon, turned and trembled under that awesome glow, and slowly lost her soul. As I dropped off to sleep the owl hooted and the marriage basket loomed in front of me again, this time held out in a foreboding gesture by an old woman with eyes like polished mirrors. The vision kept reappearing until I passed out from exhaustion.

The next thing I knew the phone rang. It was morning.

“Hello,” I said, not fully awake.

“Lynn Andrews, please. Grover Gallery returning her call,” said a maddeningly cheerful female voice.

“Yes, this is me, she. I left a message with your answering service last night regarding a photograph of a marriage basket that I saw during the Stieglitz exhibition. Will you please hold it for me?”

“A marriage basket, ma’am?”

“Yes, an American Indian marriage basket photographed by McKinnley, I believe. I’m not even sure. I think it was McKinnley.”

“McKinnley?”

“Yes, no. An old picture by some photographer.”

“Let me check, Ms. Andrews.” She put me on hold and the phone was disconnected. The dial tone buzzed.

I hung up and held my aching head. A few moments later the phone rang again.

“Ms. Andrews?”

“Yes.”

“We have no such photograph listed by McKinnley or any other photographer.”

“What do you mean you don’t have the photograph?” I sat bolt upright, suddenly alert.

“There is no record of our having a marriage basket, Ms. Andrews.” Her voice was impatient.

“But that’s impossible. I mean, there must be an error. I’ll be right down, thank you.”

I was strangely obsessed, almost frantic. I wove through traffic to the gallery on La Cienega Boulevard, physically exhausted from the previous night, addled with confusion over the morning phone call, and scornful of their lack of efficiency in simple record keeping. I parked in front and stalked into the gallery. The vast expanse of white walls, the collision of photographs hanging at eye level in every direction, revolted me—as did, at that moment, the entire “in” art scene. The “in” art dealer approached me, scanning my Jaguar sedan outside and my old Gucci bag. The man was sharp-featured, wiry, and pretentious.

“Ms. Andrews?”

“Yes. I called about the photograph of the marriage basket. I saw it here last night. It was by McKinnley.” My voice was strained and unfamiliar.

“Let me interrupt you, ma’am. First of all, please sit down and let’s have a cup of tea. Do you take cream or sugar? Fine.” He left the room without waiting for my answer.

I sat down on the only piece of furniture in the gallery, a round, overstuffed, donut-shaped sofa with a raised upholstered pedestal in the middle. It was covered in orange fake fur and designed so that there was no possible way to be comfortable. The man returned with two cups of tea and handed me one as he sat down. We sat back-to-back in aggravated silence, sipping tea. I decided to let him speak first. With growing paranoia, I was becoming convinced that he was hiding the photograph from me so that I would pay more for it.

“Ms. Andrews, there must be some mistake. We have searched through our records, and we have only one McKinnley photograph.” He paused and turned to look at me, craning his neck stiffly, catching himself from falling off the orange donut.

“Well, let me see that photograph, please.”

He shrugged, eyes cast up to the white ceiling, and left the room again. He was gone for an interminable period of time, and I was sure he was preparing to set an astronomical figure on the print. I sat twirling the fake orange fur into little balls with my nervous fingers, staring at the photographs on the walls. Ominous masks stared back at me, black and white echoes of my recent nightmares. I stood up and started to pace. He returned with a small portfolio, glared at me, and said with an incongruously sweet tone, “Here you are, Ms. Andrews.” He opened the portfolio on the orange seat to an old sepia picture of tipis on the Little Big Horn, circa 1850. I grabbed the picture, searching under it furiously for the photograph of the marriage basket. The portfolio was empty.

“You’re lying,” I said.

The little man jumped back and hastily exclaimed, “I told you that we do not have the photograph, and to my knowledge we never did. Really, Ms. Andrews, I think this is getting a little out of hand.”

Realizing my imprudence, my ill temper and total lack of control, I excused myself and fled from the gallery. I careened down La Cienega and back to Beverly Hills. Arriving home, I made another cup of tea and sank into the sofa, my cold feet propped up. Then I reached for the telephone and dialed Ivan’s number.

“Dr. Demetriev’s office,” the secretary answered. “May I help you?”

“Please may I speak to Ivan? This is Lynn Andrews.”

“The doctor is with a patient. Give me your number and I’ll have him return your call.”

“This is urgent. Please tell him I’m on the line.”

She put me on hold. Muzak insulted my ears.

“Hello,” Ivan said brusquely.

“Ivan, remember that marriage basket last night? What was the name of the photographer?”

“What marriage basket? What photograph? I’m in the middle of a suicidal breakdown, so make it quick, Lynn.”

“I’m sorry to interrupt, but I have to know about that particular photograph last night at the gallery. Don’t you remember?”

“I don’t remember any photograph of any basket,” he said with finality. “And it was a Stieglitz exhibition. I don’t appreciate this kind of interruption.”

“But I showed it to you just as we were leaving.”

“Lynn, I think you better check with my secretary and make an appointment,” he teased. “You didn’t show me any photograph of any basket, I assure you.”

“Ivan, are you absolutely certain? This is important. It was an old sepia print, at least seventy years old—by McKinnley, I think.”

“I’m positive that you showed me no such photograph. I’ll call you later.” He hung up.

My head was spinning. I knew I had seen that damned photograph. I had touched it with my hands and seen it in my dream. What was going on? Suddenly I felt very tired.

I looked around my living room. It was like sitting in the center of a combination African village and American Indian museum. Over the years I had relentlessly gathered a priceless collection of Congolese ancestral figures, magical fetishes and war gods, wool blankets, and baskets from all over North America and Guatemala. The room was magical, full of the poetry and power of ancient primitive traditions. The baskets, symmetrical and perfect, that lined the walls were my favorites. And that marriage basket, imbued with magic—never had I felt so compelled to acquire an object.

I settled back in my chair, trying to get comfortable, and looked across the room at an earlier obsession, a black and white hand-woven fertility sash from Guatemala. It hung down the wall next to a photograph of the Grand Jaguar Mayan Temple I had taken in Tikal, Guatemala, a couple of months ago. I recalled the difficulties of the month-long search for the sash.

I had driven in a rented jeep from Guatemala City toward Chichicastenango—an ancient Kaqchikel Maya marketplace where, it was said, I would find the particular sash I was determined to have. The countryside was breathtaking—patchwork farmland and a sophisticated network of irrigation ditches terraced the sides of the hills—irrigation had been practiced by the Maya people of Guatemala for centuries. The land was fertile and green. I could smell the rich earth and the smoke from wood fires in the thatch-roofed houses. I reached the ascent to Chi Chi with the sun high overhead. The ancient village was situated on top of a high mesa and the road was treacherous, even with the jeep’s four-wheel drive.

About halfway up the narrow switchbacks, the traffic in both directions was halted and I had to stop. An enormous circus truck carrying a mother elephant and her baby had swung wide, trying to round a curve, and nearly gone off the cliff. Evidently the road had been blocked for hours.

I turned off the ignition and got out onto the roadside. Hosts of excited birds chattered in the great cathedral of trees that touched high overhead. The reverse gear in the circus truck was gone, and with every movement of the two elephants the truck creaked and groaned. One car after another pulled up. Angry Guatemalans shouted insults and advice to the flustered driver.

The commotion heightened. The elephant and her baby kept swaying the truck back and forth, and the old boards of its wooden side panels started to crack. It rocked precariously, two feet from the edge of a thousand-foot drop. Absolute bedlam ensued. Just then a long bus filled with circus performers pulled up.

Dwarfs with rusty chains on their backs and tattooed baldheaded men with levers and pulleys poured out of the bus. Tightrope walkers and acrobats and belly dancers, all Guatemalan, short and brown, hollered for the tourists to get the hell out of the way.

The elephants trumpeted screams of terror, the truck swayed threateningly close to the abyss and to certain death for the animals. The little people were crawling around under the truck shouting obscenities. Fifty or so people watched the spectacle—bermuda-clad tourists, Guatemalans, Maya people in traditional long dresses and huipiles balancing market-ready baskets on their heads. We were breathless.

One of the dwarfs drew a chain around the axle of the truck and someone else attached the chain to the bumper of the bus. The truck driver put his engine into neutral gear and the bus engine was started. It was hard to believe that the bumper held, let alone the old rusty chain. As the truck began to move backward, the tattooed man removed the rocks from behind the tires, flinging them aside as if they were pebbles. Now, with the new movement, the elephants stopped swaying. The dwarfs jumped up and down and turned somersaults in midair and the entire forest resounded with cheers from us all. The circus went on its way.

I continued to Chi Chi only to be told that I had to fly to a remote province of Guatemala, to the ancient Maya ruins of Tikal in El Petén, to find a trader who might sell me the sash. Back to the jeep and Guatemala City, a half day’s drive away.

What a flight to Petén! There were ten seats, and I was the only passenger. The plane was an old army transport, World War II vintage. I could see the jungles of Guatemala between the floorboards. We were scheduled to arrive at the small airport at 6:00 a.m., but even that early in the morning it was oppressively hot and damp. The pilot circled the fifty square miles of partially exposed ruins jutting awesomely out of the vast expanse of dense jungle, waiting until a local farmer pulled a cow out of the way to put down on the dirt landing strip.

The museum located at the airstrip for the benefit of the tourists was nearly deserted. The woman there told me that the trader I was looking for had gone back to Guatemala City, gave me an address, and said that the next plane left in four hours. I was disappointed.

I bought a can of cold juice and a map, and learned from a guide how to walk to the main court of the Grand Jaguar Temple. I loaded my camera with film before starting up the hard-packed path. The din of the jungle birds taunted me, and the early morning air was heavily perfumed with allspice. The path was flanked with giant palms, and fern-like trees flowered brilliantly with cymbidium vines. Soaking wet with the ever-rising heat, I tied my white shirt above my waist. I was utterly alone amid the massive stone aqueducts, platforms, and stellas, and I was so intensely fascinated with the hieroglyphs and stone carvings, so heady with the opiate of perfume in the air, that I didn’t realize I was altogether lost.

I turned a blind corner into a small open courtyard and bumped against a tall Maya man. I yelled in surprise.

“What are you doing here?” he asked. His face was young and beautiful, and he stood quite still. “You should be in the north.”

“Do you mean in the city?” I asked.

He looked at me sternly and continued talking as if he knew me. “You must revisit the city, but your journey is to the far north.”

“How do I get back to the airstrip?” I asked nervously, wanting to end this conversation.

“Sit down,” he said.

He smoothed the ground between us and, using a stick, carefully etched a map in the dirt, and pointed in the direction I should go. He took great care to help me understand him, and I noticed his remarkable grace and elegance as he spoke. When he finished, I felt I should give him something for his trouble and rummaged through my shoulder bag, but the only thing I could find was money—a twenty-dollar bill. As he took it, a strange light flashed in his eyes and he looked at me intently.

“This money that you have given me binds you,” he said. “I will send you two helpers within forty-four days. The first helper will be female. You will not recognize her as your ally. This ally you must conquer. I will also send you a male helper, who will mark your trail.” He ripped the twenty-dollar bill in half and gave half back to me, saying, “Keep this.”

I was startled and irked.

“We will meet again,” he said. “Keep this broken money in your bundle.”

“Do you mean my purse?”

But our conversation was finished, and he only pointed forcefully with the stick and said, “Don’t ever come back to this place. Hurry.”

I had no wish to offend the man, who was obviously peculiar. I could return to Guatemala and the temples any time I wanted to. I indicated that I understood.

“Hurry from here or you will never find your way.”

He stood up and walked off, disappearing almost instantly into the jungle. My first impulse was to throw the worthless scrap of money away, but I stuffed it behind a credit card in my wallet. I headed for the airstrip, Guatemala City, and the coveted fertility sash.

Now the sash hung on my wall. It was beautiful, certainly worth the effort it had taken to find. I took another sip of tea, realizing with a start that it had been more than a month since that experience with the young Maya man. Well, so much for him, I thought. There certainly was no female helper in view, whatever he meant by that.

“If I have to stay here tonight, I’ll go mad,” I said out loud. I leaned forward and picked up a silver box that stood on my coffee table, opened the top, and took out a piece of paper with a scribbled name and date on it. My old friend Arthur Desser was giving a dinner party on February 18 at eight—that very evening. I stuffed the invitation back inside the box. My nerves were frayed because of the gallery incident and lack of sleep. I began to wonder if I’d imagined the marriage basket photograph. I even flipped through last weekend’s calendar section of the Times to check for the Stieglitz exhibition. The show was advertised.

Then I lost control again. I even made several futile phone calls to galleries in New York. No one had a McKinnley photograph of a marriage basket, although one had—possibly—heard of one. I needed a dose of reality. I decided to go to Elizabeth Arden’s and have a pedicure.

When I got back home, I sat on the edge of my bed for a while, rubbing my newly painted toes over the soft deerskin rug. Then, setting the alarm two hours ahead, I buried my head in my pillow and fell asleep.

“No, no, no,” I heard my voice screaming in the distance. Suddenly, I was awake. I was flailing around, covered with perspiration, pillows everywhere as though I had flung them about. I sat up, still seeing the dream, and pushed away the air in front of me, as though there were a giant burden on my chest. The vision couldn’t have been simply a dream. I had seen her so clearly, a little girl with uncanny shining eyes, holding the marriage basket toward me. She had been beckoning me to come closer, closer, closer, and then suddenly she began to grow tall and the basket became enormous. She rushed towards me, menacing me with the outstretched basket.

“Oh my God, not again,” I said. I flipped on the light, holding my satin comforter around me, and glanced at the clock. Just then the alarm went off, and I pressed the “off” button and lay back shivering on the few remaining pillows. I wanted to get up and turn on every light in the house.
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