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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT
THE SHAMAN WITHIN



This is a remarkable modern quest romance with the Divine, embodying one of the most important strands of contemporary non-establishment spirituality and linking together cultures in two different hemispheres. It shows how, with an unrestrained eclecticism, traditions from and different peoples can be brought together in a seamless whole. It also provides one of the best illustrations that I have ever read of the personal process of encountering spirit worlds, and the constructive uses to which those encounters can be put in order to advance human evolution.


Professor Ronald Hutton, Head of History at the University of Bristol, Fellow of the Royal Society and of the Society of Antiquaries, Commissioner of English Heritage.


Once I began reading this book I couldn’t put it down. Barbara has delivered a powerful and timely message. Through accounts of her own experiences and the timeless wisdom passed onto her by many wise teachers, we are taken on a journey of discovery of ourselves, leading us to a deeper and more profound awareness of all that we are.


Dr David Hamilton, scientist, speaker and Hay House best-selling author of How Your Mind Can Heal Your Body, and Is Your life Mapped Out?


Barbara’s book is alive, a sparkling journey that enchants whilst reminding us of the magic that both surrounds and lives inside us. By accessing our soul’s knowing; the living past, via the once treasured, but now little remembered, ‘rites of passage,’ we have the ability to make of this life something truly wonderful, co-creating it with the Source of all life. This book really does teach us how to learn from our experiences, from any lifetime, and move toward being the authentic manifestation of our soul.


David Wells, astrologer and author of Past, Present and Future (Hay House)


A beautiful recognition and celebration of the ancient rites of passage, so needed in our modern-day lifestyles. We know there is something profound missing in our everyday experiences, my feeling is that ‘The Shaman Within’ holds a most important key to unite and bring deeper meaning to the purpose and wonderment of our lives. This book is the accessible bridge between the devic and human kingdoms, the mystical gateway that opens to the timeless wisdom within our souls and the Great Mother. Such magic in these pages.


Anaiya Sophia, author of Womb Wisdom and Sacred Sexual Union


Discover a shamanic understanding of the universal web of life and the fundamental interconnectivity of the whole-world. Barbara re-envisions ancient and re-emerging wisdom in a wonderfully relevant and timely way. By describing her own profound and revelatory experiences, she demonstrates their universal insights, truths and awareness for all of us – if we are willing to let go of our limited perceptions. Thank you for such a heart-felt guide that empowers everyone to discover their Shaman Within.


Dr Jude Currivan, cosmologist, healer and author of The 8th Chakra and HOPE – Healing Our People & Earth (Hay House)


A beautifully detailed personal odyssey full of challenges, changes, insights and revelations. I felt myself taken on Barbara’s journey, experiencing her travels, seeing the sights, feeling the land, hearing the spirits and enjoying the wonderful characters who pass on their ancient wisdom. A magical book with much ceremonies to put into practice to help you on your way.


Leo Rutherford, MA, founder of Eagle’s Wing College of Contemporary Shamanism


Stories are so central to our human experience of being and becoming, allowing us to explore, reflect and learn; stories are at the heart of all Pagan spiritual traditions, guiding us forward. ‘The Shaman Within’ is a very personal story, glinting with wonder, enthusiasm and gratitude, balanced by self-reflection, and growing understanding.


Emma Restall Orr, Druid expert and author of The Wakeful World: Animism, Mind and the Self in Nature (Moon Books)


At the centre of ‘The Shaman Within’ is a pool of ancestral knowledge into which we can dive once again to heal whatever ails us, both as a race of beings and as individuals we can find true peace, health and wealth, through the authenticity of our soul’s purpose. As a healing practitioner myself I highly recommend what this book has to offer. It explains clearly how you can bring about change in your life today by healing the past, shoring up the present and helping you to co-create a better future.


Wayne Kealohi Powell D.D. Holistic Health Educator and founder of Shamanic Bodywork
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This book is dedicated to Swein McDonald, the Highland Seer. Without his visions and help this book would not have seen the light of day.


To Ed ‘Eagle Man’ McGaa, my first Native American teacher. He taught me of the ways of the Lakota and the connection of ‘One Tribe, One People’; red, yellow, black, white all nations as one vision.


To Naha the Hawaiian Kahuna who touched my life with aloha, sharing her ceremonies and songs with me.


To Two Eagles, wherever he may be, whose visions inspired and guided me.


To Wallace Howard, Leonard Crow Dog, Mary Summer Rain, Dave Swallow, Gerald Ice, Jim Beard, for their teachings and leadership of the Sun Dance.


To Cherokee Elder, Grandmother Jean C, for your wisdom, teachings and friendship; a blessing indeed.


To my spiritual brothers, Shaun, Alan, Rondie, Steve, Mark, Tim, Simon, George, Olaf, Kam, Nick, Sherif, Wayne and Yuri. And my spiritual sisters, Pat, Annie, Claire, Diana, Elaine, Linda, and Linda Lou, Lynn Taos, Janet, Jenny, Jo, Gail, Julie, Karen, Marjory, Ocean, Teri, Tree, Juliette, and Olivia.


To all the teachers in school who said I was not good enough, and to all the people who put me down, rejected me, abandoned me, misled me in this lifetime, for without your help I would not be who I am today. I have experienced what I don’t want in my life through these great teachers.










Foreword


My friend, the author, states that this book walks with you to reclaim your natural rites of passage, and create your own path to enlightenment. By tapping into the teachings our ancestors have accumulated since we first walked on Earth, Barbara holds – we access – the ‘Shaman Within’ which lies within each one of us. The key is to find it. Rites of passage, for we Sioux, our ceremonies are a key source from which we may discover this enhancing mystery.


I was blessed to experience two powerful Sioux Holy Men (Shamans) that affected and changed my life. The first Spirit Calling ceremony prepared me for deadly combat. I flew an F-4 Phantom Marine fighter, 110 Vietnam missions and then later, after my predicted (by the entering spirit to Chief Fools Crow’s Spirit Calling ceremony) safe return, I attended another ceremony conducted by Chief Eagle Feather wherein six bodies buried under snow and ice were found. All the entering Spirit’s predictions came vividly true in that Spirit Calling too. Spirits are real! Organized religion cannot connect or communicate with them because their leaders lack sincere focus and fruitlessly detour themselves to and through materialistic gain, accentuated fear, superstition, false ego and control. Not only Native Americans have cultured and kept alive this gift but the British Isles Celts also administered such spiritual communication is my strong belief. Some adherents believe that there existed a cosharing of Nature-based beliefs long ago.


Dominant society-organized religion has ruthlessly destroyed all influential vestiges of the old, practiced Celtic Way. It is quite foolish, my opinion; to go to organized religion to seek practical, applicable knowledge regarding genuine input into one’s Spiritual beliefs and advancement. The Natural Way, the Celt Way, (the Shaman Within) has been rekindled by my tribe, the Lakota, after it (our spiritual beliefs and practices) were unconstitutionally (unlawfully) banned by lobbying Christian missionaries to our legislative Congress.


We Sioux were great fighters and initially defeated the American Army, namely their mounted cavalry which were ordered West to defeat us. We were mounted as well and like Genghis Khan, whom we are descended from; we had better horses, expert riders and easily captured their guns and horses for close to two decades. What we thought was an end to the fighting was the treaty of 1868 which we would not sign until the Army burned all their forts down in our territory. Their losses were so evident that they signed but in less than a decade the White Man’s greed for discovered gold made them break the Treaty.


We were confined to Reservations eventually and the destruction of our ‘Shamanic Way’ began. During this sad, hungry time of despair, our Medicine men and women (Holy Persons/Shamans) stubbornly clung to their beliefs and ceremonies. Our reservations were so vast that the missionaries and their lackey Sioux-converted spies could never entirely penetrate our secret. The Olde Nature’s Way was the ‘Right Way’ for us, especially after we viewed the many atrocities displayed by the Christian missionaries, namely Paedophilia, Greed, Superstition, Cruelty and Un-truth perpetuated against us.


But fortunately we suffered less than a century of the U. S. Government occupation complete with their bullying, disrespectful missionaries before the advent of Martin Luther King’s Civil Rights Movement which freed our return to the Olde Natural Way, which the majority of my tribe prefers to go back to. Our ceremonies have returned, our Shamans have emerged from the Underground where the old full blood families kept the smouldering embers of Spirituality glowing during our Reservation confinement. A century was not enough to destroy us and now our annual Sun Dances of Thanksgiving flourish upon our reservations and the lesser ceremonies as well – Sweat Lodge, Vision Quest, Pipe Ceremony…and yes – the powerful Spirit Calling is also among us.


We have succeeded to re-birth the Natural Way, the Celtic Way, the Shaman Within. Over 60 annual Sun Dances of Thanksgiving now flourish upon our Dakota/Lakota reservations. Back in my time, as a young child there were no Sun Dances allowed. Finally, as a young adolescent sitting beside my Grandmother, I watched Chief Eagle Feather boldly defy the missionaries and bring back the Sun Dance on a hot August day. Chief Fools Crow, whom I would later dance six times in six years under, pierced Eagle Feather before a pitiful small crowd. In my final years of Sun Dancing this crowd would grow into thousands. Now you are ready. The Shaman Within will guide you. Read on!


Ed McGaa, Eagle Man, Oglala Sioux- OST 15287, best-selling author of Mother Earth Spirituality, Rainbow Tribe, Nature’s Way, Creator’s Code and many others published by Harper Collins.










Introduction




Behind all material things and all the change in the world rests one fundamental, universal principle – the way things are. The ultimate reality which is unfathomable and unknowable yet manifests itself in laws of unfailing regularity. The purpose of human life, then, is to live life according to the way things are – or the unfailing cycles of Nature. When we achieve an understanding, acceptance and appreciation of these cycles and our part in them, then we will be free to choose to continue within, or to move beyond them…


Taoist teachings





Shamanism is simply the way of being in harmony with all living things; it transcends all conventional divisions and is the oldest belief system known to humanity. Our Rites of Passage come from this knowledge and instil in our emotional and physical bodies clear guidance and direction, preparing us for the next stage of our human evolution…Atlantis is not a myth, Atlantis is ‘now’. Plato wrote that during the final ‘Golden Age’ the people could access the fifth dimension and live in harmony with one another and all that was around them. It was Heaven on Earth.


We have walked full circle and the test of time will emerge from the question, ‘Will we actually get it this time around?’ Our alarm clock is set and time is ticking. We are the ones we have been waiting for. We are those strands of life intricately woven in time and space to connect back with the past to intertwine it with the future possibilities of a chosen destiny.


It is our personal responsibility to gain a deeper understanding of the way in which our beautiful Earth works. She reflects back to us a mirror of our emotions that have been bubbling beneath the surface, like a volcano waiting to erupt. If we wish to flourish, the acceleration of dis-ease and illness within us has to stop. We are the cause of this ‘plague of illusions’ distorting and depressing our greatest possibilities. It is the wake-up call. So how do we answer it? By tapping into the teachings our ancestors have accumulated since we first walked on Earth – by accessing the ‘Shaman Within’ who holds the key, and the key is our rites of passage. This book walks with you to reclaim your natural rites of passage, and create your own path to enlightenment.


We yearn to be whole and sacred once again, to fill the great void that lies within the very centre of our hearts. We seek outside ourselves in order to try to rediscover, joy and desire. We hope to be truly free of the suffering that we find in and around us and follow the cycle of life, whether we are aware of it or not. Our ancestors walked the great Wheel of Life, from the Celtic wheel of the year in the North to the Medicine Wheels of the West, and had an intimate connection with Source. They knew it worked because they lived by it, through the ebb and flow of life. It was the golden age, an epoch, embracing the oral traditions of rites of passage.


Mother Earth has always maintained a very sacred connection with Wisdom Keepers, known universally as Shamans or Medicine Keepers, but the ‘Shaman Within’ exists in us all, waiting to be re-awakened. Our personal ‘vision quest’ (discovering our purpose in life) has been lost since our spirit was crushed and suppressed by systems of control and manipulation, and our individual souls expelled from existence. How can we regain our souls – our true, authentic selves, our very meaning? By reintegrating our rites of passage into our core foundations, the industrialisation that has traumatised our instinctive feelings will be removed. Then we will once again experience a sense of purpose in our everyday lives and satiate our need for the search of profound belonging.


For the last forty years I have listened and learnt from Mother Nature, the Grandmothers and Grandfathers, Elders and Teachers of our Earth-centred traditions from around the world. What I embarked upon in the process was the greatest treasure hunt of my life. This has brought more meaning and momentum to my life’s work to help others. I was led into the world of oral traditions and connecting with the native peoples of North, Central and South America and into the mysteries of Upper and Lower Egypt, all of which strengthened my connections to the Gods and Goddesses that have informed and inspired millions for millennia. I left my Celtic lands in search of completion, a fitting together of the missing pieces of the jigsaw puzzle and I have now come full circle back to my ancient soul rites. What I needed to do was ‘die’ to my old story so that a new story could emerge and be created – rebirth and renewal.


I will share with you my journey of following the voice of Spirit to find the Shaman Within. It is a journey you may sometimes find strange, funny, painful but often magical, as we explore the ancient rites of passage: vision quest, soul naming, inner child, sacred marriage, the four losses, the give-away, elderhood, and death and rebirth. Once reinstated they will help you to evolve through life with greater ease, joy and appreciation of the beauty in being H-U-M-A-N (History Uniting Mankind And Nature). This visionary approach transcends all languages, cultures, beliefs and indoctrinations. The dream weaver sees the world as it truly is, one and whole.


Ed McGaa Eagle Man, of the Oglala Sioux, my first Native American teacher, said to me, ‘Barb, you’ve learnt enough now, go out and teach.’ Likewise my first earthly guide and mentor, Swein McDonald, one day said to me, ‘After you have reached fifty years of age you will have gained enough wisdom to share with others having learned and studied with the indigenous people, walking the fourfold path of seven years each. You live your life guided by Spirit so go and share the wisdom, when the time is right, with people of like mind, who live from their heart wisdom. Heaven is on Earth, the centre of the Universe is the centre of our hearts, the core of our awakening.’


I was shown a vision so powerful that it changed my entire life, and is waiting to be shared with others who are being called. This incredibly deep and profound heart-wisdom is accessible to each and every one of us. Through our personal life experiences and individual rites of passage, Spirit is waiting to help and assist us through the transitional journey to awaken and sing our souls back home. And now it is your time…










Chapter 1


The Calling Yule & Vision Quest




Our world is incomplete until each one of us discovers what moves us – our passion. No other person can hear our calling. We must listen and act on it for ourselves.


Richard J. Leider





‘I’ve got to go, they are calling me!’ I said aloud without thinking. Shaun looked at me and smiled, ‘Who’s calling you? Where do you have to go?’ I explained about the visions I was having, that I was being shown to go to Albuquerque in the USA.


‘What will you do when you get there?’ he asked.


‘I will follow my heart and trust what I am being shown.’ I was so excited; Spirit had gifted me yet another revelation. Nothing was going to stop me from following my calling. I needed to know more about Rites of Passage. I had gone through many different rituals and ceremonies in my life but when I had asked questions I was always told ‘all in good time, be patient.’


My mentor, Swein McDonald, explained once, ‘There will come a time when you will be able to share your stories, but until then act as if you know nothing. Go to the rituals and ceremonies as if for the first time. Learn, even though you may already know, and then watch and observe others whilst keeping humility in your focus.’


I knew that rites of passage marked a person’s progress, a journey from one stage of life to another. By working through and integrating our initiation ceremonies (our rites of passage), we become whole and complete. In traditional cultures, rites of passage were there to serve and support individuals in recognising their unique gifts and potential for the benefit of not only themselves but also for the whole community. Today we have become disjointed and fragmented, separated from our tribe, our people, not knowing how to facilitate our transition from self to soul, girl to womanhood, boy to manhood.


I was ready, booked my ticket, my calling had begun. I landed at Albuquerque airport, New Mexico, in America and the Sun was shining. I felt good and, as arranged, Mary was waiting for me. I had told her about my vision in the dreamtime over the phone a few days before I arrived and she offered to drive me around the area. I checked into a local motel and as soon as I lay down on the bed I fell fast asleep and drifted into another time and place. I found myself standing on a mountain top facing east, watching the sunrise. A new chapter in my life was beginning heralding endless possibilities. From the very depths of my being my spirit connected once again to the ancestors of the ancient land of ‘Turtle Island’. I felt Creator, Great Spirit, surround and embrace me – like a long lost child returning home. I was on the land of my ancestors once again. This was the heartlands, the land was alive and the birds were singing in the dawn of a new day.


I started to cry with joy. As my tears fell to the earth they created a river that flowed into the oceans of immortality. It was then that I saw him for the very first time. He was sitting on the mountain top in front of me watching the same sunrise. I felt the presence of a very old and wise medicine man. He turned around and looked at me and said, ‘Look to the gatekeeper.’


I asked, ‘Where will I find this gatekeeper?’


‘Look to the gatekeeper,’ he repeated and with that the medicine man disappeared and I woke up. I lay in my motel bed seeking answers from Spirit about my dream. I did not get a reply. It was now four o’clock in the morning and my body was still on UK time. I switched on the television. The local news was highlighting the ‘Annual Native American Powwow’ taking place in Albuquerque that weekend. That’s it! I thought, that is where I have to go. I believed my answers were there, but little did I know what was to come…


The next morning, I sensed that something wonderful was going to happen. I was ready for Mary when she picked me up at ten o’clock and as we set off in her car, I asked her if she knew where the powwow was being held. She didn’t, but suggested we drive around until we find it. After half an hour’s fruitless scouting, we began to head back towards the motel when we noticed several marquees near a very large sports arena called ‘The Pit’. Many Native Americans were heading through a gated area, so we drove right up. Sitting there, guarding the gate, was a man. I opened the car window and asked if he knew where the powwow was taking place. As he stood up I felt a cold shiver run down my back. This Native American’s presence was all-encompassing He was very tall, had long plaited hair and wore dungarees. He bent down and as our eyes locked he said, ‘I knew you were coming. I have travelled a long way to meet you.’


I was overwhelmed and began to cry. Mary asked him about the powwow and he told her that the arena was the very place, although the event was to start the next day for the public, which was Friday, and today was for vendor set-up and pre-selective dance competitions. When I finally composed myself long enough to speak, I asked him why he was at the gate.


He said, ‘I am a police officer for the native people. I am guarding this gate today to ensure that only authorised people are able to get in.’


I burst into tears again for here was the ‘gatekeeper’ foretold to me by Spirit in the dreamtime. Once I calmed down I started to explain why I was crying.


‘No need to explain,’ he said, ‘I already know. My name is Two Eagles and I am from Hickman, near Memphis. Come back tomorrow, we will spend some time together.’ He wished us a good day and went back to guarding the gate.


Mary and I were ecstatic as we drove away. ‘Amazing!’ I exclaimed. For the rest of the day we explored the local area and at the end I returned to my third-floor motel room where, I discovered when I looked out the window, the powwow arena was in clear view. It was only a ten-minute walk away! What I came to find was right on my doorstep! That night I slept well, dreaming of my power animals coming to me who sang sacred songs of their ancient ways. It was an incredible experience, which continued on from my dreamtime into my waking consciousness, singing the songs alive which echoed in my heart.


Early morning I was up, dancing and singing. I could not wait to go to the powwow, so I phoned Mary to tell her I was walking over to it myself. As she had to drive from Santa Fe we agreed to meet up on Sunday, rather than her meeting me that day. I was first in the queue to buy my ticket and once inside I looked for the gated area where I had seen Two Eagles the day before. He was there again! I felt like an excited child who just discovered that fairies do exist. This was all my dreams coming true. Two Eagles got up and greeted me like a long lost friend. I had the most wonderful feeling about him, as if I had known him all my life.


He told me that he knew he was going to meet and teach me the sacred ways in order to help me remember who I was. I started to tell him about my dreams and visions and he just smiled knowingly, as he listened to me joyfully rambling on. The next three days spent with Two Eagles, at the ‘Gathering of Nations’, were among the most inspiring times I experienced. Two Eagles explained many things that I had been questioning. On the third day, both Mary and I walked around the powwow with Two Eagles. We caught up with people we had met through other trade shows; like reuniting with members of an extended family.


Two Eagles told me it was time for him to give me my Spirit name. I knew that to receive one’s Spirit name you offered a gift as a sign of deep respect for what was about to take place. I went off and bought Two Eagles a beautiful eagle bone necklace and returned to him with the gift.


After Two Eagles accepted my gift, he looked at me and said, ‘Your name is Hawk Woman. This is a sacred name and is part of your medicine way.’


I thanked him as I remembered the presence of hawks surrounding me since I was a little girl, walking in the wilds, talking to the animals, the ravens would chase the hawks away. My pagan name of Raven, gifted to me so many years beforehand by Swein McDonald, the Highland Seer, now sat side-by-side with my Native American name of ‘Hawk Woman’, gifted to me by Two Eagles.


As Two Eagles and I walked back to meet with Mary, he turned around and said, ‘I am leaving now.’


I looked up at him, ‘But the powwow is not over yet.’


He smiled. ‘My work here is done. Time for me to go.’ He handed me a powwow programme with his address and phone number written on it and told me that I was welcome to contact him whenever I needed him, adding that I should go to Santa Fe where more would be revealed.


As we reached the main arena, where the grand entry of the dancers was about to take place, Two Eagles turned around and said, ‘When you turn around next time I will be gone.’ Sure enough, one minute he was right behind me and the next minute there was no sign of him. I found Mary and told her that Two Eagles had gone. She did not seem bothered by this news because she was focussed on getting a seat in the arena for the grand entrance. So I decided to look for him myself.


Despite all the people making their way into the arena, I knew it would be easy to spot Two Eagles because he stood well above nearly everyone there. After searching inside, I went out to the parking lot where I knew he kept his camper van. I could not find it either. I went to the gate where I had originally met him and asked the guards if they knew where Two Eagles might be. They looked at me and asked, ‘Who?’


‘The native man, he was six foot four inches tall. He’s been at the gate for the last three days.’ I attempted to jog their memories. They looked confused and said they had no idea who I was talking about. This was weird.


I looked at them and said, ‘You know me, right?’


They all agreed.


‘Well, how can you not know Two Eagles? He’s been the gatekeeper here for the last four days,’ I insisted.


They just shook their heads. ‘Sorry, we still have no idea who you mean.’ I made my way back into the main arena stunned and perplexed, questioning everything that had just happened.


Confused I went to the trade stand of my friends Tom and Mary. They smiled and said, ‘Angels come in many disguises. Don’t worry. All will be revealed in due course.’


I walked around in a dream state, going over all the events that had unfolded over the past four days. What next? The only clue I had was Two Eagles’ message to go to Santa Fe and so I left Albuquerque with Mary on Sunday night to go there. Once in Santa Fe I hired a car and drove to a local motel. After a rather restless night’s sleep, I went across the street to a diner for breakfast. Whilst eating, I nearly jumped out of my seat when I glimpsed a man entering the diner who looked just like Two Eagles. He was the same height and had the same braided hair, yet he was a white man!


He sat down at a nearby booth and struck up a conversation with me. He told me his name was Joseph and after a few minutes of telling him of my recent days at the powwow, he invited me to join his drumming circle on Thursday night.


‘But I don’t have a drum,’ I sheepishly replied.


‘Go to Red Bird at the Cochiti Pueblo and I’ll see you on Thursday,’ was all he said before paying his bill and casually heading out the door to begin his working day. I checked out of the motel and drove half an hour or so to the reservation. Once inside the reservation, Spirit led me straight to a small house. I got out of the car and walked round to the back yard. A native man had his back to me as he sat carving a two-headed skinned drum. I walked over and said ‘Excuse me. Are you Red Bird?’ Without turning around or looking up, he said, ‘The Elders told me you were coming. I must teach you the native drum because you will be sharing this wisdom with many.’


We talked for a while about why I was here in New Mexico, both the vision that led me to the powwow as well as the practical side of my trip. Because the business Shaun and I ran involved me sourcing original merchandise from around the world, I had promised Shaun that I would take the opportunity, while in New Mexico, to go to Gallup, the central trading town of Native American jewellery and crafts. Red Bird suggested that he accompany me on the four-hour trip to Gallup because he could then use the opportunity for some drum business there. Surprisingly, without hesitating, I agreed. While Red Bird went inside his house to pack, it dawned on me exactly what my family and friends would say if they knew I, a 30-something lone woman, was driving off with a man I had only just met!


On our way I told Red Bird about the drumming circle I was invited to. Red Bird knew the two-headed drums he made were not yet right for me, so he suggested we stop along the way at his friend’s shop in Albuquerque to look for my first drum. We walked in to a shop where many All-One-Tribe shamanic hand drums were on display. One immediately called to me. Pictured on the hexagonal drum was a hawk in the centre surrounded by ravens in each of the four directions. I placed it against my heart and cried as I felt the joy of coming home to my long lost friend. I knew this drum could express the feelings that, until then, I was unable to voice from my head. The voice that needed to speak was from my heart and not my head. In a few seconds I could feel the difference between head talk and heart-talk. My first drum had found me!


We resumed our drive to Gallup and Red Bird continued his storytelling all about his family’s tradition of making Native American drums handed down from generation to generation. This was his life’s work and passion, and through his deep understanding of how the spirit of the drum works. The spirit of the drum shows us how to change our ways of both thinking and living in a natural environment. For the next three days we did our separate business during the day and then met at the motel during the evenings in order to continue with his storytelling and teachings. His wisdom and knowledge of the drum helped me to form a deep relationship with my own drum so that I could listen to what it was teaching me.


The first words the drum spoke to me were, ‘Get out of your head and into your heart, then you will know where to start. It’s not the thinking, it’s the feeling, it’s the knowing and believing…’ There, my first song was gifted from the spirit of the drum. Little was I to know at that time, that it would lead me to the awakening of my heart-voice and that I would go on to record many CDs of songs and chants.


Very early the next morning, we checked out of our rooms and drove from Gallup to a sacred mountaintop for my Sunrise Naming Ceremony, which Red Bird had informed me about the night before. I did not want to offend Red Bird by telling him I had already been gifted a name by Two Eagles, just four days ago, so I chose to say nothing about it. During this ceremony on the mountain, amidst burning sage and prayers, he lifted up his arms just as the Sun broke the horizon and spoke loudly in his native tongue. Then in the middle of the words which I did not understand, I clearly heard ‘Morning Star’. He continued to pray, whilst I was asking Spirit what I would do with both native names of Hawk Woman and now Morning Star. At that very moment I heard a piercing cry. I looked up to see a beautiful red-tailed hawk circling above us, and knew my name to be Morning Star Hawk Woman. Both Two Eagles and Red Bird had gifted me with my Spirit name. When Red Bird had completed the naming ceremony, I told him Two Eagles had given me the name of Hawk Woman and that when the hawk had flown above us, I had seen the vision of the two names coming together as one.


Red Bird said, ‘Time to become your medicine name, to gain a deeper understanding of its meaning. Only when you are ready, and not before, will you use your sacred name as you call to the Spirit of your ancestors. You have been on a journey, gifting you many visions, and will now lead you on to discover the rites of passage that will heal your life.’


Red Bird gifted me with a deeper insight – it was the understanding that there is no separation, that we are all connected to the One. I had spent four days with each of the medicine men, walking the sacred wheel and honouring the four directions. It was time to head back to Santa Fe for the evening’s drumming circle with Joseph. As we started back down the mountain I thanked Red Bird for all his teachings, I felt sorry to leave this sacred place, but knew one day I would return.


I phoned Joseph that night when I reached Santa Fe. I had a quick shower and met him in the motel lobby. We set off with my new drum firmly clutched in my arms. We arrived at the meeting house and I was introduced to the other drummers in the group. I was so excited to play my drum for the first time with other people. Joseph explained that the intention of this evening’s circle was a group journey into the lower worlds to meet our power animals. As I sat on the floor I could feel the vibration of my drum coursing through me. I could hear voices talking in very soft whispers but as I looked around the room I noticed that nobody was talking. That’s strange, I wondered, who’s speaking? Joseph picked up his drum and commenced drumming with a very fast beat. I was aware of all the drums coming together as one voice. It was like a high pitched drone. I tried to recall where I had heard this sound before, it was so familiar.


The next thing I remembered was spiralling down a tunnel into the Earth while observing my drum and hands having a life of their own. I asked, ‘Who is drumming?’


Spirit replied, ‘Let go of control and just trust.’


I saw a fire in a forest clearing. Trees, wolves, eagles, bears, snakes and many other animals were being pulled into the flames and then transformed before my eyes into drums. Once again I started to question what I was being given from Spirit. They answered with, ‘Find the drum-maker of your drum. Then bring back the drums to your land and share the spirit of the drum with others.’


I found myself being called back from my vision by Joseph’s drum who was drumming the call-back beat. After a while I realised I was back in the room with the other drummers.


We took turns sharing our experiences of what happened when journeying in the lower worlds whilst passing around Joseph’s ‘talking stick’. When it came to my turn to express my experiences and adventures, I found it very emotional and started to stammer my words.


Joseph said, ‘Barbara slow down, let your heart do the talking, not your head.’


I looked at him with tears streaming down my face and said, ‘Thank you.’ After that I was able to share my experiences with everybody. When the drum circle had finished one of the drummers came over to me and shared with me that All-One-Tribe were the makers of my drum and they were to be found in Taos, just a short distance from Santa Fe.


By opening hours next day, I was parked in front of the showroom of All-One-Tribe Drums. I met Feeny, the owner and founder and Lynn, the current holder of the original designs. Throughout the day I was shown the processes the native people from the nearby Taos Pueblo used to make their drums and beaters. I met many different native medicine men and women who would become powerful influences in awakening my inner shaman. At that time they were working with the company to promote mainstream awareness of the transformational powers of the drum. I met Standing Deer from the Taos Pueblo, a well-respect edelder who teaches singing and drumming in ceremony. He had travelled extensively, with his ‘Mother Drum’, sharing his songs, knowledge and native teachings to all who would listen. Standing Deer has to use oxygen for his breathing and finds it difficult to talk. As soon as he picks up the beater and sings his songs, his voice is amazing transcending the physical body into pure Spirit.


After a magical day in Taos, it was time to leave and return to Santa Fe. In the boot of my rental car were twelve, wonderful, new drums from All-One-Tribe and as many more from a neighbouring drum maker called Taos Drums; all destined to leave with me a few days later for the United Kingdom. As I stood looking down on my drum mentors, I took the opportunity to reflect on my very first calling which I would like to share with you.


Many of us have heard the saying, ‘When the student is ready the teacher will appear.’ For me, the experience of this wisdom began when I was twelve years old and met Swein McDonald. I had been crying out to Spirit for help. Spirit listened to me and upon hearing my heart, responded. Swein’s eternal wisdom teachings awakened my soul’s ‘knowing’. My mind expanded to embrace an incredible journey that would take me to the heavenly heights of the soul and the hellish depths of the self. I discovered, in both the Inner and Outer Worlds of our creation, Wisdom Keepers are waiting to appear to us. It is our choice whether we follow our calling – to awaken from the deep sleep that we have been subjected to and make the journey. Teachers come in all forms, and are not always who or what we are expecting them to be. My experiences are summarised by the first thing I always say when running courses and workshops, ‘Have no expectations.’


Understanding Your Calling


Storytelling is the oldest form of sharing and teaching traditions, which have deteriorated with the disbandment of tribes, clans and cultures. I have experienced sacred storytelling around campfires and hearths, when the nights are long and dark and the stars are bright. So what is the ‘Calling’ and how does it happen? It can come in many ways. Most of us are gifted with our calling in the dreamtime and through visions. It is a profound inner knowing. Everyone has a calling, be it to climb mountains, travel the lands, sail the oceans, become a nurse or doctor, nun or priest. Many saints and seers have referred to the beginning of their true life’s purpose as a ‘Calling to serve God’.


Your calling is the ‘highest purpose’ for your life. Great prophets and oracles of the past like Muhammad, Buddha, Jesus, Gandhi, Alexander the Great and Joan of Arc, to name a few, had to fulfil their calling, even if it meant death. These people did not fear death; they knew it only as a transition from one form to another. They had reached for the impossible dream, to go and do what no one has done before. Captain Kirk’s quest to ‘go where no man has gone before’ is the calling that lives within every one of us today. The greatest Universe of all is the one within you that still needs to be explored and traversed without damaging or spoiling the integral landscape.


We came to Earth from the Spirit World to follow our calling. This desire has propelled us through time and space to be in the here and now. If anyone should ask you to explain what drives you forward, your honest response will come from an unquestioning faith, for when you have no more questions you will not be asked to explain yourself any longer. I discovered how much easier my life became when I eventually surrendered to the Great Mystery and put away for good my ‘girlish ways’ of anxiously wondering what’s next. The calling to awaken your life purpose arouses your soul. Following your calling is your proclamation to willingly become the best, the most content, you can be.


So what happens to keep us from following our calling, awakening our soul, knowing and walking on Earth on our own, unique journey? Look at your life now. Are you awake? Are you following your calling? Do you know the history of your soul path? If not, why not? What has stopped you? Perhaps it’s because of your fears, doubts and worries or maybe you are reacting to other people’s fears, doubts and worries. Many times I have witnessed people not following their calling because they were worried about what other people would think, do or say about their most heartfelt decisions. Expressions like, ‘Anything for a quiet life’ become common excuses. Despite the fact that we have bills to pay, to live in the materialistic world of today, we can all still be ‘walkers’ between the middle world of self and the upper and lower worlds of spirits and souls.


Our unloved and unloving selves are almost always birthed from our own emotional and psychological wounds experienced during childhood. I was in a local supermarket and overheard a conversation between a mother and her young daughter. The little girl asked, ‘Why do we have to buy our food in the shop? Why can’t we grow it ourselves and have lots of animals around us?’ The mother’s response to this wise little one was, ‘Shut up. You come out with such stupid ideas. Don’t question me. You are only a child. You know nothing.’


Many of us are told that our visions of what we will be when we grow up are silly fantasies. When I was in primary school, singing and dancing in the school play, I told my mum that when I grew up I was going to be on stage. I also told her that I would help lots of people get well by giving them lots of love because they were walking around with holes in their hearts. The response was, ‘Don’t be so stupid, how could you possibly know that? You’re only a child?’


Before I became a teenager, I again shared with my parents my dreams and visions, telling them that I knew what I was going to do and I would do it. I was belted and told, ‘Don’t go telling anyone what you have just said. They will all think you are crazy and we don’t want anyone thinking that about our family. We have morals and standards to keep up.’


I believe that as children our souls communicate very clearly to us about what it is that we want to do, but we become conditioned to be afraid of being hurt or hurting others when we act upon our inner knowing. We are confused about what is truly selfish and we really struggle with why it seems we must abandon everything and everyone we’ve valued to follow our dreams and goals. I was further humiliated by my dyslexia, so I buried my visions deep within my soul and waited until I grew up. I knew I had a calling and when the time was right nobody or nothing was going to tell me otherwise.


I will share with you a story of my dear friend Nicolas Standing Bear. As a child he was ridiculed for his poor health and every time he would rise up, something always knocked him down. Over the past couple of years he has travelled all over the world searching for answers. His calling was to find out who he is and why he is here. His Journey led him to many sacred places including Egypt. Here Nicolas’ goal was to climb Mount Sinai. On his first attempt he got three-quarters of the way up the mountain before the climb became too much. When he returned with my group in January 2009 he was determined to make it to the top. I decided to remain at base camp that morning. When Nicolas returned to our base, he was very disappointed.


With tears flowing he confided, ‘I nearly made it. I am such a failure. I was so close to the top but could not quite do it. I could even see the top. I’m so upset with myself.’


I sat him down and said to him, ‘Nicolas, stop looking at what you have not achieved but rather look at what you have achieved. You have climbed the mountain twice now and both times you have seen the top of the mountain within arms’ reach. Remember as you look down the mountain see how far you have come on this journey.’


Our calling can feel like the proverbial ‘voice in the wilderness’ and in a way it is when we don’t remember how to find our way back to our soul. It would be very helpful if we had signposts that showed us the way of our calling or a satnav directing us to our souls! When we realise we are at a crossroads in our lives, we are in a place of power because we have a choice to make. Many times the directional signs we are seeking are literally right in front of our faces. How many times have you looked for something you have lost and you go back to where you started and find it is right in front of you. If I had looked out of my motel window in Albuquerque I would have seen the powwow site that I had spent time searching for.


When we start to ask questions such as, ‘Who am I?’ and ‘Why am I here?’ we open our hearts to receive the answer to our very own life purpose. When we hear our soul’s response, our calling, we begin our ‘awakening’ by trusting our deepest sense of knowing. Upon making the commitment to journey, we cease questioning. You become one with all of life, filled with a deep joy and sense of wholeness. Those who truly love you will support you every step of the way with words and actions of encouragement. Supporters want you to be happy and to share with them the joy and rapture you are feeling in your success. Look at how happy some parents are for their children when they do well. I wish it was applied to everything we do.


Living the Dream


My first vision quest was to come to this Earth plain to learn and grow with the many different cultures and traditions from around this world. I have met and worked with many elders and Wisdom Keepers, the shamans who have helped many people to connect to their first rite of passage, their vision quest healing. I have come to realise that while others can help us discover ourselves, the one thing that does not change, no matter how far away from home we venture, is Spirit.


The shaman within is a self-realised ‘IN-DIVI-DUAL’. Shamans go with-IN, see the DIVI-sion of the self and the soul and recognise the DUAL-ity of the Creator and Creation as one. My greatest teachings and learnings have come from the self-realised shaman within awakening me to my calling and my journey throughout this life. How can we come to this moment of self-realisation, self-mastery?


One of the surest ways of knowing our life purpose is to go on a vision quest. Since the beginning of time people have gone ‘walkabout’. We’ve climbed the highest mountains, gone deep down within the womb of our Mother Earth by entering her sacred caves, ventured into dense jungles, journeyed across deserts and sailed on uncharted seas, all for one purpose. We were crying out for a vision, seeking our life’s purpose and answering our calling. Today with modern technology we can see into the deepest oceans, yet the depths of our souls remain the last bastion to be navigated due to lack of support by the system, that will cover up, at any costs, the real meaning of your life’s purpose.


A look through history reveals stories of just such personal journeys. Greek mythology is clearly about vision questing; heroes and heroines would journey for months, if not years, to find the ‘Golden Fleece’; their pot of gold at the end of the rainbow. They encountered and overcame monsters and demons for the single purpose of awakening within life’s greatest gift of self-realisation.


Where are the heroes and heroines of these ancient tales in today’s world? Are they lost and forgotten? Today they are replaced by celebrities. Are they to be our roles models? Have they replaced the myths and deities of a golden age that forged the foundations of great wisdom through storytelling? Have television and gaming replaced our sacred storytellers?


In the deepest recesses of our soul awaits the ‘quester’ of our vision; the one who knows. There have been many films which inspire us to use our imagination to remember what it was once like. From Harry Potter, to the Sorcerer’s Apprentice, Pirates of the Caribbean, The Golden Compass and many more, we get lost in the excitement wishing we were a part of the film. One of the greatest epilogues we have at hand is our own life story and by travelling our timelines back into our soul’s history, we can discover riches beyond our wildest desires. From my experiences of vision questing, I have found that when I journey to a sacred place and whole-heartedly rest my intention on what it is I am searching for, I always receive the answers. It’s about knowing how to press the on switch to activate the archives, to show you the moving pictures of your time lines which so many see fleetingly flash across their vision in an instance. By slowing down time, which we all have the ability to do, we can access what has been lost and forgotten.


My first initiation into the art of the vision questing ceremony was in my homelands of Scotland. One day when I went to visit Swein, he decided that we would go for a walk. He picked up a blanket and said, ‘We will be out for a while, so we’ll make sure you are warm.’


We climbed the hill behind his croft where there was a forest of Scots pines. We found a secluded area.


‘This is a sacred grove, a special place where our ancestors have gathered for thousands of years,’ Swein explained to me. ‘Here you will be safe. The Spirits will take you on a journey to help you find the visions you are seeking.’ He stood at what seemed to be an entrance into the grove and started talking to the Spirits, asking permission to enter into the other worlds. I stood behind him holding my breath, and felt as if everything in the forest was doing the same.


Time stood still, the land surrounding us changed and came to life. Everything was connected. Nature looked like a giant spider’s web as luminous threads floated through the air from tree to tree and from bird to bird. Then I heard the buzzing sound for the very first time. I thought it was from bees. When I could not locate any sign of a hive or nest, I shook my head to clear out my ears.


Swein laughed and asked, ‘Are you okay, lass?’


‘What’s that noise?’ I asked.


He smiled as he replied, ‘Oh, you mean the fairy folk. It’s them talking. It sounds like the humming of bees, the droning you hear are spirits talking to one another.’


I imagined recording my voice on tape and then speeding it up one hundred times to make a sound like that.


I asked Swein if he meant the spirits of people were talking to each other. ‘Much more than people, lass. You are hearing the Creator and creation as one voice,’ he replied and then he took his staff in his left hand and held it out in front of him as he walked around me in a clockwise direction. He moved into the circle and struck the ground three times, leaving his staff in the ground in the centre of our sacred space, declaring, ‘The circle is now open so we can communicate with the other worlds. You are protected and safe within this sacred place. It is time for me to leave you so that you can journey and become one with all of Nature around you. The elements are your teachers. Go into the silence and listen.’


My desperate questions tumbled out, ‘How long? What will happen? Will I be ok on my own?’


Swein replied, ‘You are never alone. You are very safe here. I will not be far away. I will light a fire and be your watcher. You are about to become the quester.’


‘What am I seeking?’ I asked.


Swein re-assured me, ‘Soon enough you will find the answers to your calling.’ He handed me the large tartan blanket. ‘This will keep you warm. You will be staying here until the morning when the Sun comes up,’ he said with a firm, but gentle voice and with a glint in his eyes.


So I sat down in the circle and pulled my jacket around me.


Thank goodness I was wearing my warm clothing and had the cosy blanket. The Sun was just disappearing on the horizon and it was quickly becoming dark. I was a little afraid. All sorts of thoughts were running through my head. I shouldn’t have listened to all those ghost and witch stories which abound in the Highlands of Scotland. My friends and I had shared these tales during many long nights around log fires in their homes. Now my imagination was going wild and fear was creeping into my bones as if it were dampness. Through the trees I noticed Swein in the distance silhouetted by the fire. He looked like a great magician with his beard, white hair and his staff in hand. He was staring at the fire and talking to it. I sat feeling sorry for myself in the damp and for a moment I was jealous of Swein sitting by the nice fire, keeping warm.


Suddenly, I heard a noise behind me. I thought, this is it…the bogie man is coming for me! I held my breath until I saw a deer come into the clearing. She was beautiful. She took a long look around to make sure all was well. Then I noticed the fawn, the baby deer. I found my breath taken away again, this time in wonder at the tenderness of what I saw. After the mother was content that her little one was safe, she lay down and the little one followed. I was not alone. My fear left as soon as the deer had entered the circle. I knew I had to remain still because any movement or loud noise would scare the deer away and I did not want to cause that. So I gently lay down and wrapped Swein’s blanket around me. I made a pillow for my head out of one of my jumpers, and looked up at the night sky. Near the horizon was an incredible blood-red crescent moon. It was alive, like the fire Swein was communing with. As I watched the clouds passing by the moon, I beheld a magical dance of fire in the sky. Many times I had dreamt of the Earth going through transitional changes with the elements of Earth, Air, Fire and Water all playing their part in the process of renewal and rebirth. My dreams and premonitions always showed me that there was nothing to fear.


I could now begin to see the shimmering Milky Way spread across the sky above. As the Moon edged over the horizon, I was transfixed by the millions of stars coming into view. I remembered the time when I was four years old pointing up to the stars and saying I wanted to go home. I now understood that I was home. I was not separated from the stars. I was the stars. In a rush I felt the Earth. It was like a roar, I could feel the ground tremble and the trees surrounding me shook. I felt strange, as if I were caught up in a vortex of energy. I saw spirals, like the ones I had been drawing for as long as I can remember. The teachers in the schools always told me off for day-dreaming when they found me drawing these spirals over and over again, as I travelled into the other worlds, during classes. I would explain to the teachers that the symbols and signs I was drawing were singing and talking to me. Now I was actually experiencing visions of these spirals in this sacred place.


I felt as though I was travelling at ‘warp speed’. It took my breath away. I had stopped breathing. I remained breathless for what seemed forever until I came to the end of the spiral and stepped out into a place of nothingness.


I heard voices say, ‘We are the Gatekeepers and Guardians of the Great Mystery. You have come to the Great Void to experience who you are and where you have come from. You are a star child, as are all souls of the Earth. You have remembered who you are and that you have come to the Earth at this moment in time to help others awaken to this knowing. The spirals you have been drawing are the keys to the doorways of different worlds of your one reality. In time you will come to understand their full meaning, but for now it is enough for you to just know you are a Wisdom Keeper and Gatekeeper of the Earth.’


I was told to share the fruits of my experiences. In this way, many people would come to me. The voices continued, ‘You are here in the place of creation; the Milky Way. This is where you chose to extend the very creation of your divine being. You will travel to sacred sites and connect with fellow Wisdom Keepers. You will access the portals that have been left on Earth. The signs and symbols there are keys to sound travel and in time you will understand their meanings left by your ancestors about who you originated from.’


I cried as the old ones, the wise ones, now appeared before me. I remembered being here in the Great Void since time began. ‘Here in the Great Void you will recall everything. You are on a journey of more than fifty years. Until you share what you know, use your time little one, to learn, grow, travel and prepare. The golden years are upon the Earth. There are many changes coming. Now is the time of the great serpent, death and rebirth. You are a part of the needed change of consciousness on this planet. The spiral which you draw is your key, the portal to the stars. We are here always, for we are not governed by time. When you wish to connect with us, find a sacred place. We are waiting for you wherever and whenever you create a sacred space.’


As I stood up I heard sounds coming from them. They were singing me back home! My whole being was filled with vibration, the vibration of the sound of symbols being sung into me. I saw the spiral once again. This time it looked like a long snake. I slid down its back to Earth.


The next thing I remember is Swein saying, ‘Come on lass. It’s time to go back to the croft for breakfast.’


Breakfast? But I had only been in this sacred space for a few minutes. I looked around me and noticed that the mother deer and her baby had vanished and the Sun was streaming through the trees.


Swein said tenderly, ‘You have had your quest to the stars, lass. I sent the deer to protect you so you would not feel alone. Remember, many people do not know who we are and it is best to keep it this way. Let them think what they want, only speak to those who are ready to understand the true message. Take your time to prepare for what is to come. Learn and watch. Even if you already know things, do not say so to others until the time is right. Our ancient traditions tell us we must learn for thirty-two years before we share.’


I told Swein the ancient ones told me I would be in my fifties before I was ready to share my knowledge.


Swein responded, ‘The timing is perfect. Be patient, for you are a quester and this is your calling.’





Rite of Passage: The Vision Quest


How will you become the quester of your vision? My journey has included vision quests on my native lands of Scotland in the spring, a ‘walkabout’ in Australia during winter, an empowering ceremony in the rain forests of South America in the autumn and visions of a Sun Dancer on Turtle Island in the summer.


Before Sun Dance, the dancers climb to the top of the hill to experience what the Lakota tribes call ‘hanbleceya’ translated as ‘crying for a vision’. Many different peoples and cultures practice some form of vision questing. Whether we spend just a day in Nature or devote four days and nights of fasting we gain an insight into our calling. So how can you take time out from your ‘linear’, busy work schedule and make sacred time to connect with Spirit out in Nature? Make the time to be with your soul to go within and find something far greater than you have ever known before. You will be questing for your own personal power – the true vocation of your calling.


Today, one of our greatest fears is spending time alone in Nature. Media hype, exaggerating the dangers of lone travel, has caused many people to develop a deep fear about going walkabout alone. Yet vision quests often require us to travel to the remote destinations to find a quiet, sacred space without the usual distractions that keep us from connecting with Spirit. When I did my first quest with Swein, my head was full of ghost stories and my imagination created all sorts of fears that would not normally have been there.


As we walk the wheel of the year through the Gates – North, East, South then West – working with our rites of passage, it will attune us to the seasons, bringing a rhythm of balance back into our lives once again. What is important is that you do what feels best for you in your own time and in your own way. The healing rites of passage in this book serve as a guideline only; they are not set in stone. They have shaped and changed my way of living and being, something I now wish to share. So I invite you to take what you need and shape your wheel of life your way.


I was given a vision to write this book by Spirit showing me eight rites of passage and the Celtic festivals. I was guided to start with ‘Yule’ – the new birth from the universal womb of life. This is the time of the year known as the Winter Solstice (Alban Arthuan, Saturnalia or Christmas).


Winter Solstice marks the shortest day, Nature’s least productive time in the Cycle of the Wheel. The time of endings and beginnings, the re-emergence of light out of the darkness of winter, bringing renewal of life as the Sun is reborn and starts to burn brightly once again. Our Celtic ancestors celebrated the birth of the Sun as did the ancient Persians, and later Romans, who celebrated the rebirth of Mithras, a Sun god, born on 25th December. We are invited to emerge from a period of deep personal reflection during the dark winter slumber, now stepping into new life, and a new year – from death to rebirth.


It is now time for you to prepare for your vision quest by calling on your spirit guides and power animals, to help you discover the answers to the questions you seek. Firstly, it is important to find a sacred space, a safe place to hold your rite of passage ceremony. This may be a place that you already go to out somewhere in Nature. Walk around the area, making sure of your personal safety in case of extreme weather conditions. Make sure you are not sitting too near trees, just in case of a lightning strike. Yes, it is a sign of a shaman if you are struck by lightning; however, speaking from personal experience it is not advisable as anything electrical goes haywire when you touch it. I have gone through too many cars, phones, and computers, so save yourself some money and be safe.


Also make sure you are not near a cliff edge, as I don’t want you going into a trance and falling off. Some people prefer to be hermits and go into the womb of Mother Earth. A cave is a wonderful place to do a vision quest. However, please make sure it does not have any unwanted guests in it or you could end up meeting a new-found undiscovered power animal in the flesh, which might not be of your choosing.


It is very important to ask permission of the ancestors before walking onto and working upon the land. Place seeds and food for the animals and tobacco for prayers as a giveaway and thanks. Once we have prayed to the ancestors and received their blessings, we then create a safe and sacred circle in which to hold our vision quest. If your vision for the quest includes building a purification lodge I would suggest finding a Wisdom Keeper who is experienced and knowledgeable in preparing a lodge for you to sweat before and after your vision quest.


The most important thing you need to do is set your intentions before going out onto the land. Many of us will start preparations for a vision quest at least a year in advance. We will be shown in vision how long we will be on our quest. This can range from one day to four days in ceremony. When I assist people as a watcher, I build a fire nearby and sit like Swein did all those years ago for me, offering protection for those in my care. If you have medical problems let the watchers know before embarking on your vision quest.
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