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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 James Winfield Staples who helped me understand the Sacred Dream





I would like to acknowledge and thank my mother, Rosalyn Staples, for her caring and wonderful help, and Paul Talmage, Katherine Duckworth, Jack Crimmins, Al Lowman, Leslie Keenan, Padmavati, Cyrena Kopcha, and Robert Shuster for their ceaseless energy and love.





Content Warning: This story contains potentially distressing content, including dismemberment of human remains during a funerary rite. Reader discretion is advised. Please prioritize your well-being while reading and seek support if needed.






Letter from the Publisher

Dear Reader,

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

With gratitude,

Michele Ashtiani Cohn





Wind Horse Woman


The winds

lift us out of remembrance

and into discovery

The earth begs us

to go outside

like a woman

who has no home

and would ride

some elegiac

dream

into a first heaven

if she could only find

the path.

No one sees the main road any more.

The winds come.

The horse at the edge of the mind

turns to face us

like thunder.

—John Joseph Crimmins








Introduction

I became an apprentice of Agnes Whistling Elk fifteen years ago. When I was subsequently initiated into the Sisterhood of the Shields, it became clear to me, as the only non-native woman, that I had a special destiny with them. Agnes asked me to write about our life and teaching together. She said that we live in a time of vision, a time when the people of Mother Earth are eager for a new and more balanced way of life. “First we must heal the body of Mother Earth with a renewed understanding of feminine consciousness. We must move out into the world to experience what is missing. What is missing is an understanding and incorporation of the primal woman,” Agnes said to me with tears in her eyes.

From that day on, I have been working with different members of the Sisterhood on my process of evolvement. I have been sharing my experiences as that process relates to twentieth-century life and survival.

Every fifty years the Sisterhood of the Shields meets in the valley of Langtang in Tibet. For years I was told of this extraordinary gathering. Windhorse Woman is about our journey into Nepal and Tibet.

I have changed the names and places of all those involved. This has been done in all my books to protect their privacy. I am not writing as an anthropologist, but as a woman in search of truth. This book does not illustrate traditional shamanic traditions from Nepal or Tibet. The ceremonies that we perform in all of my books are for a non-native woman, and they relate to my specific needs as an apprentice on the path of heart.
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1 Spirit Wind


“It has been written in sacred symbols by the gods, all that will come to pass.”

An old Nepalese hill woman with creased mahogany skin and thick gray hair was sitting on her heels in a squatting position. She was stringing large coral beads. She wore a printed red sari and a bright yellow blouse. The woman she was speaking to was not much younger but seemed to be attending to the older woman’s needs, much as an apprentice would do.

“Have some buttered tea, Ani,” the younger woman said, placing an earthenware cup on the adobe ledge near her.

Ani was deep in thought, her eyes squinting so that barely a glint of light reflected off her dark eyes. Then taking the cup, Ani looked into it and wrinkled her nose, sniffing the smear of yak butter that was settling on the surface of the tan liquid. Her thoughts had gone beneath the water and tea. All her life, the configuration of simple tea leaves in a cup of tea had stimulated Ani’s great gift of prophecy. After a long time, she whispered, “Oh, my dear Didi, I have waited all my years for what is soon to come.” Ani spoke in Nepali.

“Ani, what are you speaking of?”

“I have taught you long and well, Didi. Look into the tea water for yourself and you tell me.”

Ani, her huge carved silver earrings shining like shields in the sun, handed the teacup back to Didi. Their brown fingers, hard like weathered goat hide, met for a moment.

Didi looked at Ani with surprise and then slowly lifted the cup with both hands up to gazing level. She took a deep breath, her chest under her heavy bone necklace rising and falling quietly for several moments.

“Oh!” she exclaimed. “As it is written in the caves, what you saw as a young girl in the mountains of Nepal will come to pass!” Now Ani got to her feet, unable to contain her excitement.

“Look Didi, there, that rainbow. It means there is a bridge from one kingdom to another. We have waited lifetimes for the last piece of the mandala to arrive. A young woman will search for us. She will bring us a gift. She does not know the sacred transport of her journey. I must teach her through a long ascent into the mountains of the Chepang.”

“You mean she does not know why she is coming to meet with us?”

“No, truth must be passed on through experience. She will bring us a gift that will in some way complete this sacred round. It will be the key to finding the sacred center that has been lost to us for thousands of years. There is a valley high in the Himalayas where the great books are hidden in stone vaults. Many of the teachings have been revealed to us in the sacred hills and in the sky. The ancient ones have shown us many things, but never have they led us to the valley where the lost teachings have been hidden for centuries.”

Ani’s eyes closed. She was remembering a beautiful vision she had seen as a young girl with her teacher in the mountains. She had run her fingers over the sacred writing on cold cave walls and suddenly a whole world had opened up before her. She had seen a vision of a valley surrounded by high snowcapped mountains, meadows of flowers, and crystal-clear lakes surrounding a beautiful stone monastery with a golden spire. It was a building so beautiful it was unlike any other she had ever seen. For a moment she had a glimpse of a small library within the monastery, and then the vision vanished as quickly as it had appeared.

“Oh, Grandmother, what does it mean?” she had asked her teacher.

“It means that perhaps you will be shown the way to the secret valley. One day it could happen for you, my daughter.”

More than ninety years had passed since that day in the caves and yet the memory in Ani’s head was as clear as if it had happened the day before. Ani turned and looked at Didi.

“All Asia has spoken of hidden kingdoms like Shambala or Shangri-La. Many have thought her green pastures and citadels of wisdom were desiccated and lost forever. Many see her only as a legend of a possible great city that is now in ruin under the shifting sands of an Asian desert. But they have lost faith. There is a special valley, and the sacred knowledge of our ancestors comes from her.”

Ani turned away and looked towards the snow-covered Himalayas. The darkness of evening was rising out of the valley. The purple shadows elongated the deep crevices in the foothills. A hawk circled above, turning gold and then silver as he disappeared into the mist settling over the small stone house. Bells sounded from down the mountain, their tones lasting for many minutes.

“A spirit wind is in the mountains, Didi. The mountains dance for us. They have the spirit we are looking for and they teach us with their circles of stone. Hear them ringing with sound, Didi, like the bells on Vishnu Street or the waterspouts at Muktinath.”

The two grandmothers smiled at each other with great joy as the mist enshrouded the adobe portal and the entire house was lost in a white cloud.
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2 The Wind Is Like a Horse


An icy wind blew across the glacier pass. My cheeks were covered with tiny particles of snow that had swirled up from the ice in the blustering wind currents. Dorje Lhakpa stood golden and austere against the blue purple sky. A Sherpa leading a yak, Agnes Whistling Elk, Ruby Plenty Chiefs, and I trekked around a glacier that had been inching its way for ten million years down a slice between sheer gray striated cliffs. Walking over the crest of the path, we collectively caught our breath as we looked down into a green valley surrounded by snow-covered Himalayan peaks. Farther down on either side of the trail were tall rhododendron bushes blooming with bursts of garnet red color. The change in vegetation from stark barren windswept glacier country to green, flowered meadows and villages was surreal, as if one reality defined the other in a polarity of color and feeling.

We had been walking at a steady pace for over four hours. The trail had been climbing always gently upward. My legs were tired and very sore from the three preceding days. We had been trekking from a small village three days outside of Kathmandu. My head and heart were so full of new smells, sounds, and the magnificent kaleidoscope of mountain and valley grandeur that neither Agnes, Ruby, nor I had been sleeping very well. Every bell sounding or snort from the yak found us wide awake and looking around. Now at the crest of the trail we sat down to rest.

Our Sherpa, named Concha, had been very remote and gruff at first, but now was full of smiles. He seemed to have attached himself to Ruby. He was fascinated by her strange blue eyes and the fact that even though blind she could see her way on the mountain paths as well as he. She poked and kidded him, and they laughed together like children, his thirty-year-old face as dark as hers, but with many fewer wrinkles. Concha seemed a little in awe of these two old women who looked so oddly young and yet ancient. I would catch him staring at them and then at me as if he were waiting for me to turn into an old crone before his very eyes. Once I muttered to him that it might not be long, so he should keep on looking, as I struggled up a particularly steep part on the trail with shale shifting under my boots, sending me skidding down on my side for ten or fifteen yards.

I took a sip of water from my canteen and curled up in a sheepskin that Concha offered to me. My thought was just to close my eyes and rest for a few minutes. I still had not totally adjusted to the altitude. Due to my physical exhaustion and the thinner air, I was in a deep sleep within moments, as I felt the wind come up from the valley and fill me with the scent of flowers and newly cut grasses. As I slept, I dreamed of northern Canada and the cabin where I had first met Agnes. I had gone to visit her there a few months ago and our journey to Nepal had been revealed to us at that time in a crystal ceremony. My dreaming on this mountain pass was so vivid it was as if I were physically going back in time. I had sat down with Agnes in her cabin when I first arrived. I remembered I had looked into her face, tears of joy stinging my eyes. She looked so old that the skin on her cheeks had sunk even farther under her rounded cheekbones. She reminded me of a beautiful oak leaf turned brown and fragile with age. I felt that if I touched her at that moment she might crumble and turn to dust.

“Agnes, I have missed you so much,” I said. I was sniveling into my Kleenex.

“Have you got allergies, my daughter?”

“No, well, maybe—I just am so glad to see you.”

Agnes stoked the fire in the potbelly stove and sat down with a blue and red trade blanket over her legs. She wore her customary Pendleton shirt and a denim skirt. A red-and-white-beaded shield hung from around her neck. She watched me with some amusement. The wind whistled around the corner of the cabin, the logs in the walls creaking. Outside it was twilight, the time when the world changes. There was a stillness about Agnes that was contagious. Soon I stopped fidgeting and put my Kleenex away. I sat down across from this Indigenous woman who had been my teacher for so many years. It could have been yesterday that I had sat here inquiring about the sacred marriage basket. That was so long ago.

“We have not been together in this cabin for many seasons, my daughter. You have much to tell me,” Agnes said. Her eyes were catching the rays of sunset light that filtered through the window across from us. Her eyes began to shine like dusty mirrors, and a faint smile tugged at the corners of her mouth.

“Agnes, why are you smiling at me like that?” She was making me fidget again with her intense gaze. A row of white teeth appeared as Agnes slapped her knee and laughed out loud.

“All these years and an old, broken-down Indian woman still makes you nervous.” Her shoulders bounced up and down as she giggled. Then her mood shifted instantly, as I had witnessed so often before.

When a thought crossed Agnes’s mind like a cloud traveling over the face of the moon, the light emanating from her eyes would darken and her expression would become serious. When this happened, all I could do was wait respectfully and listen. I never disturbed her thoughts. Now she sat quietly, closing her eyes as if listening to her heart. I closed my eyes too, but my lids wanted to snap open. I wanted to watch the face of my teacher from whom I had been separated for so many months. I loved her and I needed to see her.

“Close your eyes,” Agnes said in a soft voice.

I shut my eyes, wondering how she knew they were open. I tried to sit quietly. My nose itched and I scratched my arm that had begun to tingle. I wiggled in my chair and it squeaked and scraped on the board floor of the cabin. Then, try as I might to hold it back, I sneezed. I looked at Agnes and she was glaring at me. I felt like a mouse being watched by a cat.

“Sorry,” I said.

Agnes closed her eyes again and I did the same. This time I took a deep breath and began to relax. I listened to the wind moaning outside, and the sound of the high blowing in the fir trees settled me into myself. Finally, my excitement at seeing Agnes again calmed into a warm glow of quiet enthusiasm. After several minutes, Agnes spoke.

“It has always been the wind for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“The wind is like a horse for you. You ride her into other worlds,” Agnes said, looking at me.

“I guess you’re right. I hadn’t thought of it that way.”

“The wind is a relative of yours and an important ally. Let’s find out what this ancestor wind has to tell you.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“I want you to look into my eyes and think of an old grandmother, a grandmother as old as the North Wind. She is the wind. She is ancient, but she is buoyant and joyous, and she plays with the loose fragments of your mind, the ones that have not yet fit into the great puzzle. Let her blow those pieces of thought into a giant whirlwind. Look into my eyes, my daughter, and listen to the wind. She has something to say.”

As I looked into Agnes’s eyes, it grew darker outside. The fire crackled in the stove and the gas lamp flickered and dimmed. Agnes’s face became more radiant, and her eyes appeared to glow with an immense energy that seemed somehow separate from her. It was as if another energy form had come to join with hers. A life force was projecting through her eyes that was unfamiliar to me. I was fascinated, watching the subtle changes in light around the iris of her eyes. I gazed at her unblinking for a long time. Just as a wave of powerful energy began to move inside of me, Agnes closed her eyes and shifted in her chair.

“That’s enough for now, Little Wolf,” she said, rubbing her hands together. “Make us some tea and we’ll sleep. It is late.”

“Agnes, what was that all about? You looked so strange. Your eyes completely changed. I’ve never seen you do that before.” I was rubbing my numbed arms and trying to get my senses back. I got up and made us a cup of tea. I joined Agnes again in front of the wood stove.

“Did you hear the wind talking?” Agnes asked.

“Just now?”

“No, you silly pup, when you were looking into my eyes.”

“I guess not really. I was so fascinated by your eyes.”

“Next time pay attention to grandmother wind. She has much to tell you about a land far away.”

“What land far away?”

“Never mind. I am sleepy. We will talk tomorrow.”

Agnes set her cup of tea down on the table. She quickly skimmed off her clothes and slid into bed without another word. I turned down the gas lamp, stoked the fire, and unrolled my old sleeping bag. I was soon lying on my back staring at the quaking shadows on the wood ceiling. I wondered what was in store for me. I felt a mystery lurking very near. Something from Agnes’s eyes had pulled me. Was it a message, perhaps, or a person far away trying to communicate with us? I couldn’t seem to decipher the meaning of the energy that I had seen there. The next thing I knew it was a sunny, beautiful morning, and Agnes was preparing some biscuits for breakfast.

“Hmmm, those smell good,” I said, getting up and putting away my bedroll.

As Agnes and I sat at the wooden table having breakfast, we were both unusually silent. Finally, Agnes looked at me and stopped eating.

“What did you dream about last night?” she asked.

“I dreamt of high mountains. Now that you ask, it was a strange night. I felt pulled in some inexplicable way. It was almost as if a lover were looking for me in my dreams, but we never found each other. I felt compelled by something, but I don’t know what it was.”

“Hmmm,” Agnes said.

She had picked up one of her small medicine bundles. I watched her brown finger lift a double-terminated crystal out from the red material and hold it up to the morning light. Rainbow colors flashed around the room. Beacons of light picked up the wood smoke hanging in the air, transforming it into plumes of crimson and blue.

“I felt the pull too, my daughter, and I feel it now.” Her face had become serious as she peered into the crystal. As often happened with Agnes, she had seen something special in the crystal and would immediately honor it with a ceremony.

“Quickly, my daughter, bring my pouches of cornmeal and tobacco and those crystal pouches over there.”

I fetched the pouches and then lit an abalone shell full of silver sage leaves. In moments the air was pungent and heavy with gray swirling sage smoke. I lit several candles and began singing softly with Agnes as we called to the spirits of the Crystal Dreamtime and announced our sudden ceremony. I don’t know how much time passed, but it was a long while before we could focus all of our thoughts so that the spirits of the crystal configurations would enter.

At last Agnes and I were settled into our respective places of power within ourselves. The rainbow light that was emanating from the large crystal that was now enthroned on a mound of cornmeal began to flicker and Agnes took over the ceremony. She peered into the crystalline light as did I. I could see nothing but intense white light. My eyes remained open even though they hurt. Inside my head I heard something like the wind blowing around the corners of the cabin. Then I heard a strange language, one I had never heard before—something between Chinese and East Indian. An old woman’s voice was speaking in beautiful low tones. The structure of her intonations and phrasing mesmerized me and calmed me deeply. Before I knew it, I was understanding her words, but I didn’t think she was speaking English. I just kind of tuned in to the meaning. It was as if she were giving a speech, and we came in after she had begun.

She said, “Truth is the only purity. The energy that you have been feeling is a kind of truth; in actuality, it is a force. Most people on Earth think that the physical world and the spirit world are combined, that they are one and the same. They also think that force or energy is part of the material world and is usually produced by it. Look at your crystal, it is a perfect example. It represents a crystallized form of spirit because it is of the material realm. Force, on the other hand, is spirit that has not yet been crystallized into a physical form. The rainbows emanating from the crystal are the color of force that is denser than spirit and not yet a form. The music of the Earth Mother sings to us through color. When you see form, you see color. And when you see color, you see music and tones in their solid form. The force that has been felt in your dreams is a pervading energy that people the world over are feeling and do not understand. They experience this energy as a quickening. Their lives are moving faster, and they can barely keep up with their shifts in consciousness and the needs of everyday life. They don’t understand that spirit is increasing their needs so that new mirrors can be formed. These mirrors are teachers if only the people will have the courage to look into them and learn. This is a time of great planetary change. Many of the great time calendars are ending now because we are entering a new age of wisdom. We have the possibility of creating a new world of heightened understanding. Many ancient truths will be revealed to you in the coming months. We live in a time of vision. The great libraries of knowledge will be opened to many from different paths and religions. There is much for you to learn, but truth is never reached without struggle on the human path.”

The voice faded and a vision replaced the sound of the old woman’s voice. The vision was not outside me but within my head. I was standing with Agnes at the edge of a lake high in the mountains. There was a raft-like boat tied nearby. It was afternoon, and a cool wind was blowing ripples on the blue-green surface of the water. I got into the boat alone and paddled my way across the pond and through the crystal-clear reflection of the craggy snow-covered peaks surrounding me. At the other side, I left the boat. I walked up a path and then up old wooden steps that led to an adobe and stone house sitting in a grove of rhododendron bushes flowering crimson and white. I knocked on the door and waited. I heard bells ringing from across the lake and wondered where this beautiful land existed. I had forgotten the crystal ceremony and Agnes’s cabin.

Then slowly the door was opened by an elderly woman in a red sari skirt and blouse. She asked me to enter. I looked across the room and sitting at a table wearing large silver earrings and a coral necklace was a very old Indian woman with long gray hair braided back and down behind her shoulders. She wore bright yellow colors and a welcoming smile. I was carrying a small package or bundle wrapped in red material and I placed it as an offering on her table. I was startled because her voice was familiar. It was the same voice from the crystal.

“It is time, my daughter. You have at last arrived in the Kingdom of Nepal. My name is Ani.” She spoke carefully now in broken English, with a Nepali accent. She was familiar to me, but before my eyes could adjust to the dimness in the house, the vision was gone and I was back in Agnes’s cabin in Manitoba, Canada.

After several minutes I looked across at Agnes, who sat expectantly waiting.

“Well?” She asked as if I had just come home from the store.

“Did you see her too?” I asked, shaking my head and wiping tears from my eyes as I tried frantically to adjust to present reality.

“Yes, my daughter. And did you not recognize her?” Agnes asked, ignoring my struggle.

“Yes, I thought I knew the woman, but I couldn’t really say from where. The inside of her hut was so dark. It all happened so fast.”

Agnes smudged her crystal with smoke from a smoldering braid of sweetgrass. With great care and reverence, she cleaned the crystals with her hair and mine, and then wrapped them in red felt and placed them back in her medicine bundles. The morning light reflected off the red and blue trade beads sewn in a morning glory design on the front of the deerskin pouches.

“I know I’ve seen her before, but how could I? I’ve never been to Nepal.”

“Maybe she visited you someplace else,” Agnes said.

“I know you know who she is, Agnes. Why don’t you just tell me?”

“Because this is too much fun.”

“Agnes, tell me, please.”

“I’m going for a walk. In fact, I’m going to get some soapstone down at Dead Man’s Creek just for you.”

“Why just for me? I don’t need any soapstone.”

“Yes, you do. It’s time you learned how to carve.”

With that, Agnes grabbed a sweater and left the cabin heading for the creek at a fast pace. I followed her onto the porch and then, changing my mind about staying, I ran after her.

“Carve? I don’t want to carve. I want to talk about all those things Ani told us. I want to go to Nepal and see her,” I said, pulling on Agnes’s sleeve and tripping over some poplar branches laying on the path.

“You can’t go running halfway around the world to visit someone you don’t even know.” Agnes laughed at the look of dismay on my face. “Well, you did say you don’t remember her, didn’t you?” Agnes asked.

“Yes. But I will remember her.”

“For now, you’re going to learn to carve.”

Agnes was already squatting down by the stream, its cold water rushing over her hands and turning them into shimmering, distorted reflections of themselves.

“Agnes, I don’t understand why you’re being so difficult.”

“You will,” she said, handing me six or seven flat round stones from the river bottom. I laid them dripping onto the moss that we were now sitting on.

“Close your eyes,” Agnes commanded. When she uses that tone of voice I do as she says.

“Place your hands on this tribe of stones and tell me which ones are male or female, and, most important, tell me which one is the matriarch, the old, wise medicine woman.”

I had to take several deep breaths from my belly to clear my clamoring thoughts. It took several minutes, but finally I placed my fingers on each of the cool, wet stones.

“This one is male, so is this one. This one is a female.”

As I rubbed my fingers over them, their brown surfaces felt a little slimy or soapy. At last, a flat stone about six- or seven-inches square began to speak to me in silence. She was very old. I could sense her age and her wisdom. There was a definite communication between us, but there is no language to explain the depth of well-being that she communicated to me. Finally, I opened my eyes. Agnes was still sitting in a deep, quiet state with her eyes closed.

As she opened her eyes Agnes said, “She is a wise grandmother. She gave you a message about silence, my daughter. Did you understand?”

“Only that I felt a depth of spirit.”

“Silence is where the Great Spirit lives. He does not live in language. That’s why you love animals, nature, and horses so much; because there are no words between you, only silence. You transmit your love for them from the heart and not from your mind in words. In silence there is divinity.

“This grandmother stone is perfect for your sculpting, my daughter. But first you must ask her what form she would enjoy. Like the Great Spirit, you must see the unborn form lying within the stone. You will help it to be brought into this world, by cutting the cocoon of rock that is hiding it. It has wanted to be born for centuries and now she has presented herself to you.”

For minutes I stared at Agnes and then at the brownish stone laying in my hands. I had never thought of an unborn form within a stone, but I remembered conversations with sculptors where they had spoken of something like that. But this was different. Through the weight of the stone, I began to feel something softer and deeply vibrant. I looked into the stone in a way that made me look more deeply within myself at the same time. A feeling of buoyancy and joy swept over me. For a moment, tears came to my eyes, tears of happiness and freedom. A freedom that only the wind or a wild horse knows.
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