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Dedication


For my medicine teachers, especially Grandfather Tom Yellowtail, my spiritual father from the Crow Tribe and my first Sundance chief. I honor all the wisdom keepers who have been an inspiration to me whether we walked through the Andes, the Himalayas, or the mountains of Montana. All have given me gifts that help me on my path of life. And for the teachers who were always with me when my heart was open enough to listen to them: Mother Earth and Father Sky.
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May the fragrance of love enter every human heart.


May that fragrance open our minds


to realize that we are all brothers and sisters.


May that realization inspire us to join hands and hearts


into a circle of love which can dream a new world into reality.


—David Monongye, Hopi Elder
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Chapter 1


The Jaguar







Twilight glowed above the faraway hills. The first birdsongs of morning began to celebrate the coming of the sun. Spotted Cat stood in silent meditation, facing the place of sunrise. Two eagles circling above the sleeping Earth were already touched by the sun. The Father of Light peeked over the distant horizon and Cat raised his arms in welcome to the new day. As the sun rose above the hills, a small breeze rippled across the land and danced through Spotted Cat’s long black hair.


Cat started to sing the honoring song to the sun that Painted Story had taught him. The song spoke of the many gifts Father Sun gives to the Earth and all her children. He sang the song four times, then lowered his arms and let his gaze drift over the awakening hills.


Cat saw small dots of white moving across the hills and knew that antelope were starting to graze in the morning sun. He realized that by the time he walked to them the sun would be high over his head. As a hunter he had learned that, with their far superior vision, they could easily spot him standing on this hill, and if he walked toward them they would disappear like the wind. Trying not to look like a stalking hunter, he turned and walked away from them back down the hill until he came to a dry creek channel. Snaking along this low path, he made his way toward the antelope, crawling when necessary to keep hidden from their powerful eyesight.


When the sun was above Cat’s head, he judged that the grazing antelope were close enough to hunt. Crouching behind a sagebrush, he strung his bow and drew out an arrow. He also removed two small plant skins from his pouch and tied them to the top branches of the bush. The tribe of the Peaceful People had gathered plant fibers and woven them into plant skins like the loincloth that Spotted Cat was wearing. This clothing was much more comfortable in this hot, dry climate than the animal skins worn by his tribe, the People of the Painted Earth Temple, who only wove baskets from the plant fibers.


The antelope stopped and stared at the small plant skins fluttering in the breeze atop the sagebrush. Cat had worked his way toward the antelope, staying downwind from them so the breeze would not betray his presence. The natural curiosity of the animals awoke, and one of them walked closer to have a better look. When it was within bow range, the antelope gave-away with one of Cat’s arrows in its heart.


As he laid his hand on the animal to pray, Spotted Cat thought of Tree Spirit, his medicine teacher in the distant land of Gaia. The ceremony of thanking the antelope brought tears to his eyes as he remembered his beloved mentor. The strong, muscular animal, marked with white and tan, was a beautiful and sacred give-away.


He felt a presence standing near him and the hair on the back of his neck prickled. Spinning around, he could see nothing there. The still air came alive and encircled Cat. His hair and the feather he wore danced in the whirlwind. He realized that his thoughts of Tree Spirit had somehow called a part of his teacher to touch him. Cat sensed that his teachers in Gaia’s Land would be pleased with his hunting ceremony.


Cat knew that when he ate the antelope its body would join with his body, bringing all the gifts of its medicine powers. This animal was the swiftest in all the land and could run at top speed for a very long time. Cat felt honored that this gift would join with him and his adopted tribe.


Working swiftly, he sliced a long cut with his flint knife from the antelope’s breastbone to its tail and removed the internal organs. Peeling back the hide by sliding the sharp knife close to its body, he carefully removed the skin. Once tanned, the soft antelope skin would become part of a comfortable winter shirt.


His preparation of the body finished, Spotted Cat placed the antelope’s heart at the top of a nearby juniper tree as a gift to the eagles. He then wrapped the meat in the antelope’s skin and tied the bundle to his back for the long walk back to the village. The trail took Cat through the Valley of Stories where the people often came for ceremony. Many paintings and carvings of the Peaceful People’s stories decorated the canyon walls, and they reminded Spotted Cat of the paintings in the Cave Temple of his birth tribe. He sat down before a picture of a snake next to an Earth Mother symbol, the sacred spiral path of life.


The Peaceful People used tobacco as a sacred offering in their ceremonies and Cat took a handful from his pouch. He sprinkled tobacco on the Earth and placed into the ground a hawk feather he had found on his walk. He prayed for his lover, whom he had not seen for many years, and his tribe as they made their way on the long journey to Turtle Island. Spotted Cat felt good about his adopted tribe, though he longed to be with Calf, Grandmother Spider Woman, Tree Spirit, and the rest of his own people.


The Peaceful People reminded him in many ways of his tribe in Gaia’s Land. This tribe walked the Sacred Balance Way more than any other he had contacted on the long journey to the heart of Turtle Island.


Cat’s new teachers, Grandmother Crow and Grandfather Painted Story, radiated a similar powerful energy as Grandmother Spider Woman and Grandfather Tree Spirit. He hoped that his people’s journey here would soon be over. Cat longed to be reunited with his tribe and the woman he loved, White Bison Calf. He imagined the People of the Painted Earth Temple sitting around the fire sharing stories with his newly adopted tribe.


The day was almost over when Spotted Cat saw the mountain that the Peaceful People’s village was built upon. This new land had strange mountains with high, steep sides and large, flat tops. The people called this place the Land of the Lying Down Mountain.


The people built their lodges by sticking four rows of poles into the ground facing the four directions. They wove smaller poles into the large poles and then covered the structure with a thick coat of mud, both inside and outside. They formed the thatched roof by attaching four poles to the corners and tying them together at the top. Like the lodges of the People of the Painted Earth Temple, the doors opened toward sunrise.


Painted Story stood by his lodge, watching the sun dip down toward the horizon. Soon the sky blazed with colors as the sun danced with the clouds, painting them red and orange. Cat stood silently next to Story as he thanked the sun for another day and the coming of night and sleep.


Then they sat by a fire as the sky’s colors faded away and the stars started to awaken. Spotted Cat told Painted Story of his concern for White Bison Calf and his former tribe. He wondered if he should disobey Grandmother Spider Woman’s instructions and return to Gaia’s Land.


Story placed a few sticks of wood on the embers and blew on them to bring the fire back to life before he spoke.




“Soon you will lie down to sleep. If you perform a ceremony to the Dream Kachina, she can help you travel to your loved ones in your dreams.


Why travel for two or three winters to go someplace you can visit in one night? In your dreams, you can travel without your body to wherever you wish to go.


Burn sage and give an offering of a prayer feather to the Dream Kachina, and set an intention to go and see White Bison Calf while you sleep.”





Spotted Cat returned to his lodge and went straight to his altar, dimly lit by the small hearth fire. Cat tried to remember how the masked Dream Kachina dancer looked during the Peaceful People’s Solstice gathering. Taking a charred stick from the fire, he began to draw on the wall near his altar. As he drew, he felt a tingling in his back and knew that the Spirit from the dream world had entered his lodge.


Cat thought of how Calf had looked when they said farewell before his journey to Turtle Island. Burning sage to purify his altar, he asked the Dream Kachina to help him to see Calf in his dreams. After placing a white swan prayer feather on the altar, he curled up on his sleeping skins and fell asleep.




In his dream, Spotted Cat looked down on himself as he had hunted the antelope that morning. He saw himself place the animal’s heart in the tree and then looked at his outstretched arms, which had become wings. Cat as an eagle flew down to eat the heart offering and then started flying north. He recognized the trail that he had taken when he journeyed to the Lying Down Mountain, and far away he saw a herd of buffalo walking south with a white buffalo as their leader. Suddenly, Cat realized that many hunters surrounded the herd. He screeched a warning in his eagle form, although he was not sure the buffalo could understand eagle talk. Instantly, the herd scattered as the hunters shot their arrows. The white buffalo broke through the circle of hunters and ran into the safety of a thick forest.





Cat awoke drenched in sweat with his heart pounding. After calming himself with the morning sun ceremony, he returned to Painted Story’s lodge and told his medicine teacher about the dream. The elder sat for a while in deep thought with his eyes closed before he responded.


“Jaguar, sometimes we can see the actual waking world in our dreams, although more often dreams speak to us with symbols. You can best interpret your own dream symbols because they are from a very deep part of yourself. I sense that the one you love is on her journey south and you will soon be reunited.”


The spotted cat that walked in Cat’s new homeland was much larger than the snow leopard of the land of his birth. Like the medicine teachers from Gaia’s Land, Painted Story recognized that Cat’s power animal helper and namesake was the spotted cat. Now known by his tribe as Jaguar, Spotted Cat felt good about having a new name to celebrate being in a new land.
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Chapter 2


The White Buffalo







The white buffalo led her herd into a lush meadow surrounded by a dense forest. The grass was a young, tender new growth after a late-autumn rainy season. Deep in the Earth, she could smell the passing of her buffalo tribe earlier in the year. They had stayed long and grazed the grass away, leaving dark brown soil as they migrated north. Within the wisdom of her body, she could feel the migrations of her tribe’s many generations that had stopped to eat in this place. The new grasses grew sweet and fragrant, and the white grandmother buffalo’s mind drifted to the needs of her herd.


There was a new grandfather buffalo now that the old grandfather was wounded and lame. The old warrior had been gored in the shoulder during a battle for supremacy and was not healing well. He lagged behind whenever the herd was on the move. Recently, a small pack of wolves had attacked him and a few calves that walked with him. She had been able to run back and guide the herd to quickly surround the young calves in a protective circle. Faced with a ring of horns, the wolves had given up their hunt, but she realized that it was just a matter of time before the old grandfather would give-away to predators. He grazed close by her now, favoring his stiff, swollen leg.


The white leader of the buffalo tribe closed her eyes in the sunlight. She felt great joy in leading this strong herd through lush grasslands. But hidden deep in her body’s mind, a forgotten thought tugged at her. There seemed to be something she meant to do on this migration, and another tribe that could benefit from her wisdom. A distant memory awoke in the white buffalo; she held the Web of Life teachings to gift to the people of this land.


A loud cry brought the grandmother buffalo out of her deep meditations. Above her an eagle screeched loudly, and in her nose a scent screamed an even louder alarm. Humans!


She bellowed to the herd to flee south, reaching out to the group mind to turn in that direction. The old grandfather buffalo fell at her side with three arrows in his heart. Other arrows flew in the air and several hunters ran toward him with clubs to make a quick death of her old companion. The herd fled in all directions and thundered away, leaving her alone as she ran south.


The white buffalo ran until she was winded, then slowed to a walk to catch her breath. She came to a stream and stood still, turning her ears to the north. There was no sound of pursuit, so she tasted the gentle northerly breeze with her nose until she was content that no hunters were near.


The tired buffalo bent down and took a long cool drink. Her legs trembled with fatigue as she lay down to rest. She set all her senses on guard in case any predators approached and then drifted into the dream world. She was with Grandmother Spider Woman in the Painted Earth Temple. Spider Woman was explaining to her that, as a young priestess, she must learn about the Web of Life so she could pass the teachings on to future generations.


She awoke suddenly from her dream to the scent of humans. A circle of hunters surrounded her, though their bows were not drawn. They looked tired from being loaded down with the large bundles of buffalo meat tied to their backs.


The hunters stared in amazement at the beautiful woman in a decorated fringed white buckskin dress. Having followed the footprints of a buffalo to this spot, they realized that the white buffalo woman asleep by the stream was a medicine woman or perhaps a sorceress.


White Buffalo Woman sat up and smiled at the hunters, as her mind flooded with the long-forgotten memories of her time as a priestess in Gaia’s Land. “Have no fear,” she signed with her hands. “I have brought you a medicine gift from a far distant land. Take me to your village and we can celebrate this gift together.”


One of the women hunters came up to White Buffalo, gave her a warm hug, and signed, “I am called Morning Star and you are welcome to stay in my lodge.” Although the priestess from Gaia’s Land still hurt from the loss of her herd, she was happy to be back in human form and knew that the hunters had simply been following the natural order of life. So when the tribe invited her to walk south with them toward their village, she gladly followed.


As they drew near the circle of Earth-covered lodges, White Buffalo saw many plants growing close together and surrounding the village. She had never seen this kind of plant before and asked Morning Star about it.




“We call this plant corn and it is very important to my tribe, the Friendly People. Long ago, as our ancestors traveled in a land far away in the south, they gathered this plant’s grain. It became their primary food and they learned to grind the dried seeds between stones to make a white powder. They mixed this ground cornmeal with water and baked it on a hot hearthstone.


The ancient Grandmother Priestess of our tribe had a medicine dream one night. A goddess came to her dressed in green like the leaves of the corn plant. Her hair was the color of the tops of the corn, and she held a bundle of cornstalks with much larger ears than the variety that the people gathered in the wild. She gave our priestess a ceremony to honor the corn plant during the autumn equinox. We were to save the largest, most perfect ears of grain each year and use them to perform a ceremony of honoring and thankfulness.


The seeds from this bundle were to be like children to the tribe. At the time of the winter solstice, we used the basket of corn seed as part of the Longest Night ceremony. In the time of spring equinox, these seeds were to be put back into our Mother Earth and she would give birth to more corn plants. The Corn Goddess told our Grandmother to talk to our children seeds, encouraging them to grow strong and tall. She told them to be loving and respectful to the growing Corn Maiden stalks, telling them that we would take care of their most perfect children and return them to Mother Earth. We were to be good nursemaids to the Corn Maidens and they would become like members of our tribe. Over many, many winters, the ears of corn grew much larger and they became the most sacred food of the Friendly People.”





After White Buffalo Woman settled into Morning Star’s lodge, she asked to use Star’s carving tools. Buffalo wanted to craft two pipes to be used in a give-away ceremony. The Powers had helped her envision a ceremony that would be called “the Making of Relations.” Star gifted her with two types of stone, one red and one black, which her tribe used in the making of their pipes. With the red stone she made a pipe for herself and with the black stone she carved a pipe for the Friendly People. On her new pipe bowl she carved a buffalo and on the black pipe she sculpted a spider.


White Buffalo Woman asked Morning Star to take part in the new ceremony and to invite six more elders. The eight medicine people sat around the central fire, watched over by the stars of the night sky. The rest of the tribe sat surrounding the medicine circle as Buffalo started the ceremony.




“Tribe of the Friendly People, I bring a gift from Gaia’s Land to you. The teachings I am giving to you are from my Grandmother Priestess. As I have journeyed over the past winters to your land, my trail has been long and difficult. In the land of my birth, there was much killing, and my tribe attempted to journey here together, though almost all of them perished in the wars.


You have been so kind to me that I feel I again have a family. Morning Star has become my sister and her parents are now my mother and father. You are all related to me, and now I would like to honor our new family with a ceremony.”





Morning Star had decorated a pipe bag with quills in the pattern of a spider’s web. From this bag, Buffalo took the black pipe carved with a spider on it.




“In this medicine pipe I placed all the love, kindness, and goodness that I feel in your circle. It is black to honor the Mother of Creation: the ‘Sacred Void.’ The carved spider on the pipe is to celebrate the powers of the Web of Life, the teaching I bring from Gaia’s Land. And in this ceremony, I say to all the Powers that you and I have now become relations.


As I traveled across the top of our Mother Earth, many tribes aided me and became my friends. Their kindness helped me see the deep wisdom in the stories of the Web of Life and the Sacred Balance. In the beginning of creation, the First Human Mother wove the Web of Life by weaving two luminous strands of energy to connect the Four Sacred Powers, forming a cross. Radiating in strands from the center of this cross were woven all the families of creatures. Finally, First Mother wove a spiral web onto this medicine circle, and wherever the strands touched, a being’s spirit lived. Some were plant beings, some were human beings, some were stone beings, and so on for every being in the All That Is. With this touching, the luminous Web of Life connected all the many parts of Mother Earth and Father Sky.


This is why it is possible to feel connected to all of Creation. When we forget that we are all connected and that what we do affects the entire web, we lose sight of our place within the Sacred Balance. In the land of my birth, the Sacred Balance Way is more and more forgotten, but in this land of Turtle Island, I feel that the Sacred Balance Way of my ancestors will live on for a long Age.


The Medicine Pipe that holds this ceremony of Making of Relations will help you and your children’s children remember that all parts of Creation are connected. Notice that often when people smoke their pipes, they become quiet and inwardly peaceful. When you use your pipes in this ceremonial medicine way, you may go deeper into this meditative place.


Before you smoke, join the pipe bowl and stem together and say, ‘In celebration of All My Relations.’ As you perform this joining, envision the coming together of the sacred twins of creation: the Earth Mother and the Sky Father. As you put tobacco into the pipe, call in the many powers of the Universe. When fire joins with the tobacco, the smoke will make your breath visible. This will help you envision your prayers traveling and touching every part of the Web of Life and keep you connected with all of Creation.


After I smoke the sacred pipe, she will be passed around the circle so each person can send their prayers into the All That Is. You may ask for healing and for finding the path toward giving your personal gifts of power to the Web of Life.”





White Buffalo Woman raised the pipe bowl and the stem in her hands and in deep meditation joined them together, saying, “In celebration of All My Relations.” With each pinch of tobacco she added to the pipe, she invited another power into it. She called the Earth Mother, the Great Spirit, and the Powers of the Four Directions. Next she honored the plants, animals, and ancestors. White Buffalo Woman then offered the pipe stem to the Earth, the sky, and the four directions before she put a coal of fire on the tobacco and smoked. She prayed for her new relatives in this circle and for her relatives in the Spirit World. She sent her prayers of protection to her beloved Spotted Cat.
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