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Introduction

Grandfather wis an anachronism. He did not belong in the
space and time that [ knew him. His wisdom does not fit
into modern society but i1s the call to wilder nmes and
places where all things are real. Modem time and place
had no value in his world, for his world was without limits
or time. His world was that of nature and eternity. [ doubt
il he ever really knew how old he was or any of the political
boundarics that defined the place of his upbringing. He was
truly one of the ancients, part man, part animal, and almost
entirely spirit. His home was the wilderness and in wilder-
ness he tested all things. Most of all, he was a searcher of
truth, trying to define his world and to preserve the purity.
His was a life of grand simplicity that few would ever know,
where true riches were defined in beauty and not the false
sods of the flesh.

I do not truly know the story of Grandfather’s entire
life and wanderings. Many things | can only assume, | do
know that he wandered throughout his entire life, gathering
and preserving the skills of survival, tracking, and aware-
ness, most of all searching for the basic truth in spiril.
For instance, he did not just teach me the making of the
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2 Tom Brown, Jr.

bow and arrow that was used by his people, but in all, the
making of twelve types of bows and arrows. His survival
skills come from the far reaches of northern Alaska to the
Argentine wilderness, from the East Coast to the West Coast
and everything in between. All of the physical skills that he
Laught were a composition of the various tribes and cultures
that spanned the country, selecting the skills that worked for
everyone and not the skills that worked for only a few. So
oo was his knowledge of philosophy and religion, which
was even more expansive than his knowledge of practi-
cal skills.

Grandfather was bomn into a small, nomadic clan of Lipan
Apaches, sometime in the 1880s, before the Apache people
had been fully relocated to the reservations. 1can only guess
at the specifics of his childhood, about which he was alwavs
very vague, from the stories he told, The first two years
of his life, until the horror and butchering of war came
from the south and killed most of his family and relatives,
were spent in the American Southwest, He was then taken
south by his great-grandfather, a revered shaman and war-
rior, to the scclusion of the trackless deserts and mountains.
There, with a small group of elders and a few children, he
was raised in the old ways. It was a nomadic and simple
existence, hidden from the wars that beset the territory and
from those who sought to destroy the centuries-old way of
the Native American life. The old ones. secing the greed
and destruction that the whites caused, would not permit
anything of the outside world to be taught or used by their
people. Theirs was a pure existence, of ancient skills and
natural wisdom to guide their lives and destiny as a people.
When most tribes had fallen prey to the reservations and
atrocities of white suppression, Grandfather’s people lived
free and unfettered. To all but the mountain spirits, it would
seem that they did not exist,

Grandfather’s people developed the skills of survival.
stalking, and tracking to absolute perfection, for these skills
were necessary to their survival. In their ability 1o escape
detection they were almost invisible, and the acuity of their
awareness kept them safe among the barren rocks and scrub
ihey called home. They deftly moved from one camp o
another, living free and wild as their ancestors had. The
power of their wisdom, worship, and medicine grew with
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the ascetic life they lived. The world of the spirit became
the single guiding force and the vision of this small group.
Their quest was to live in peace, to walk with the Creator,
and to keep the old ways alive. It was a life characterized by
an extreme simplicity on both a material and a spiritual level.
And out of the deepening of an understanding of the spiritual
dimension came the ability to speak a different language:
the ability to communicate with each other and the natural
forces in a real, forceful, and essential way. Grandfather
often spoke of his people, of their teachings and love. To
this day their legacy remains a guiding force in my life.

It is very difficult to write a book about Grandfather. Not
because 1 do not have enough stories about his life, but
rather too many. It 15 hard to choose those that would fit into
any given book. | see now that it would take several books
Just to cover the most important experiences of his life,
and still that would not even come close to covering them
all. It became a frustrating task to figure out which stories
would fit into this book. Alas, [ could only choose those
that created his most basic philosophy of wildemess and
spirit. There is $0 much more involved in the fabric of his
consciousness, so much detail T was forced to leave out,

An obstacle came to me in the telling of these stories
because they are secondhand. [ have assumed much in the
retelling. The only thing that I feel comfortable with is the
fact that when Grandfather told us a story, he didn’t just
tell it, he relived i, with all the emotion and detail. When
he told a story, we too became part of the story and felt
much of what he was feeling. The Native American people
were such grand storytellers, and 1 am honored that I have
been a student of one of the best storytellers. Still it is so
very difficult to retell someone else’s life story. No matter
how hard I try, there is always the probability of something
being left out or not stressed enough.

Another difficulty with retelling a story about Grand-
father is that he was locked into the keen perception and
sensitivity to the world of nature and spirit. I'm sure that
no matter how much he relived a story, he had to have
left so much of the experience out. I'm reminded of his
incredible observation powers almost on a daily basis. For
most people, a short walk in the woods was just that, but o
Grandfather it was an experience rich with natural wonders
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and spiritual rapture. We couldn’t walk ten feet together

without Grandfather pointing out to me couniless things
that I had missed on a physical level. The things I used
o miss on a spiritual level were even more exasperating.
This leaves me to often wonder about those many things
that Grandfather left unmentioned in his stories. Withowt
those things 1 feel that 1 cannot do his experience justice.

The writing of this book has been one of my most difficult
tasks. It is not just the countless hours going through my
dusty old journals that help jog my memory. And it isn’i
the fact that I had to return so often to the place in the Pine
Barrens, New Jersey, where the stories were once told. It
is mostly the fact that I feel guilty. Guilty for atempting to
tell his story and guilty because I know that I cannot do it
Justice. 50 100 is the guilt about making the wrong choices
for the stories included in this book. All I can do is rely on
what my heart tells me to do and then do the best I can.

Many readers and students ask me why I now choose
to write a book about some of Grandfather’s life. After
fourteen years of teaching and twelve books, I feel that
it will answer many of the questions as to where the phi-
losophy and the skills that 1 teach originated. Grandfather,
alter all, was one of the biggest influences in my life and
how he learned his skills is more important than how they
were passed on to me. His skills and philosophy were not
strictly of the Native American culture, but a result of his
wanderings and searching. For me it was important to know
how he arrived at the conclusions he did, and the circum-
stances and teachers surrounding this enlightenment.

My books, The Tracker, The Search, and The Vision, have
dealt with some of my life story. The numerous field guides
on tracking, survival, and awareness deal with the various
skills needed to take someone back to the wilderness and
become, once again, a child of the earth. The Quest and The
Journey deal primarily with the philosophy of wilderness
and the deeper spiritual quesis. Finally, Grandfather brings
this all together as it lightly touches some of the origins of
these teachings. It will give my readers and students alike
a greater understanding of who this man Stalking Wolf was
and the ultimate impact he had on my life and on so many
others.

1

Grandfather’s Quest

As I see it. Grandfather had just three missions in his hife,
His first mission was (o (ry to learn, preserve, and pass
down as many of the old skills of survival, l;mking. and
awareness as possible, and do so by hiving with the earth
with as little as he could. It was not just the practical and
physical skills of his people that were important to him, but
of all peoples that lived close to the earth. He sought out
anyone with any primitive skill, no matter it 1t came [rw!n
the Native American culture or some old hermit living in
the bush; everything interested him and he wanted to learn
everything. His quest to try to find and learn these skills took
him from Alaska to South America, from the East Coast to
the West Coast of America, and everywhere in between. He
wanted to learn skills that could be used in any environment,
any weather condition, and in any topography. Most of all,
he wanted to know what skills would become universal to
all places and situations. So oo he would leam the skills
known both by the men and by the women.

Grandfather could see that these ancient skills were being
lost to modern man, To him, they were the doorway back to
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the earth and the ultimate freedom from society's strangling
grip. They were a way to fulfill one’s purpose for being born
to the carth; to make things betier for future generations
by caretaking creation. The survival skills were a tool that
would end the struggle between man and nature, where there
was no longer any clash, only a perfect balance and harmo-
ny. It is through these skills that man can make a home in
wilderness, a real Garden of Eden, where all struggle was
hinally ended. So the preservation and use of these skills
became his first quest, a quest that would not end until the
day he took his final walk.

His second quest in life was to preserve the ancient Spir-
itwal wisdom, not enly of his people, but anyone who lived
close to the earth. He did not seck the things that did not
work, or worked only for a few, but he sought a truth
t!ml produced miraculous results. He was determined to
find, preserve, and pass down spiritual wisdom that was
viable and would work all of the time. He sought a dynamic
communication with the world of nature and the realm of
spirit that would work for anyone and everyone. He knew
that living in nature on a physical level was but a small
part of the whole consciousness of wilderness. Man had
1o go decper than just the flesh, otherwise man’s existence
in the world of nature would still contain a deep separa-
tion. Without spiritual skills, man could not become “one”
with the natural world, nor communicate with the things
beyond flesh. "

His final quest was to learn all that he could from every
philosophy and religion. He sought a common truth, free
from the crutches of man. He searched through all the cus-
toms, the ceremonies, the dogmas, and the traditions of
religion and philosophy, stripping away all the confusing
camouflage and arriving at a “pure truth.” It was the search
for these spiritual truths and spiritual knowledge that was
the main driving force in his life. In all that he pursued.
the spiritual was the foremost on his mind. Even when he
taught Rick and me, most of what he passed down was that
of the spirit. Even the practical skills had deeper spiritual
meaning, so that there was rarely a time or a lesson that did
not encompass his spiritual teachings.

Grandfather’s quest, his search for the “truth.” led him
far from his people and from a life that would be considered
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normal by any standards. He abandoned his people and lay
down his life for his quest, For sixty-three years of his life
he wandered and searched, many times living on the edge
of life and death. So 1o did he face many hardships that
would have driven most men from their paths. He pushed
himself hard, never being satisfied with just a superficial
understanding, but instead seeking the deeper and more pro-
found meanings of skill and spirit. He drove himsell harder
than anyone [ have yet encountered in life and I long to be
able 1o have the resolve and dedication that he had. Nothing
distracted him from that path, not even the hopelessness
of his overall vision: the vision to try to save the earth
by teaching the truth. Even when no one would listen, he
would not give up, for there was always hope and he had
to live his vision or not live at all.

It was within the first few months of our meeting that
Grandfather told us what had driven him to this quest. We
had been curious as to what had led him to this path and it
was only after a lot of coaxing and prodding that he revealed
his story to us. Jt was the story of the white coyote and the
spirit warrior that would forever change his path. That one
night, sitting by a small campfire deep in the heart of the
Pine Barrens, Grandfather revealed to us the vision that
drove him to his path. The reason that he faced so much
hardship and endless lonely searching. A quest that he had
to undertake without question.

Grandfather began his life, as all small children did.
leamning the ways of gathering herbs, cooking, mending,
and making camp, as well as learning the philosophy and
mythology behind each activity and skill. All things “of the
camp” were of the domain of the women of the tribe, and
it was in these matters that Grandfather was first schooled.
These teachings were never thought of as being lesser but
rather as necessary lite skills for the hunter and scout. To his
people, within their vision of the completeness of life, mnate
power or spiritual growth existed regardless of gender. All
skills were necessary to keep the camp alive. So Grandfather
wis taught all the things of the camp. From the women, he
learned the compassion of healing, the mothering instinct,
and the profound patience that would serve him through-
out his life. The women of his people were always highly
respected for their power and medicine. It was the women
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who gave him his first spiritual tutoring, which was the
catalyst that started him on his spiritual path.

Grandfather was the youngest member of the small aroup
of displaced Apaches and as such was somewhat of a child
to all. But his great-grandfather. Coyote Thunder, was his
foremost guardian and his most powerful teacher. Even
while Grandfather was under the ttelage of the women
of the tribe, Coyote Thunder still oversaw his education.

_!]j.f tradition, Grandfather was. at age seven, officially
given over to the care and teaching of Coyote Thunder and
the other tribesmen, in order to learn the ways of the men.
Now he began to learn the skills of the hunt. He learned to
miake bows, lances, clubs, arrowheads, and traps. As with
the lessons of the camp, cach lesson of the hunt—each new
tool, each new skill—was accompanied by a story explain-
ing the underlying spiritual implication. Later he leamed
to frap and track; he lcamed the honor of the hunt and
the dignity of stalking. It was from his prowess as a stalk-
er that Grandfather acquired the name Stalking Wolf. One
day some of the elders watched him stalk and then touch
a wolf—one of the most aware, cunning, and hence most
difficult of animals to catch. Thus, in ceremony, Grand-
father was renamed.

Stalking Wolf became one of the greatest hunters of the
group, always providing meat as well as medicinal herbs.
Always, when returning from a hunt, he would first feed
the sick and weak or bring them the medicinal herbs he had
collected from his hunting trip. By the time he had reached
ten winters, he was leading his own hunting parties. But
Grandfather preferred to hunt alone, and it was on such a
hunt that he was given a vision, a powerful vision that would
change his life and direct him toward a path of medicine.
Certainly before he had undertaken ritual quests of the spiril,
and with each quest he had gained insight and understand-
ing. But the grand visions of life come infrequently, and
then only afier long searching and many vision quests. This,
however, was the first vision to address the questions of his
path and purpose in life. a guiding force that would prepare
the ground for future visions and quests.

He was hunting alone, far from his people. This hunt
was for the mountain lion, an animal whose stealth aware-
ness almost always required the hunter to be alone. He had

GRANDFATHER 9

been fasting for the entire hunt—four days in all—and had
traveled without rest to the place where his father had once
killed a white mountain lion, the skin of which Grandfather
still used for his medicine bundle. Upon reaching his desti-
nation. he climbed a high ridge to sit and pray. A spirit in
the guise of an ancient warrior and scout appeared before
him. The spirit just stood there, looking at him. It was a
scarching look, scaring through his flesh, looking straight
through to Grandfather’s heart and spirit. When Grandfather
tried to communicate with the spirit, using both language
and sign, he was ignored. And so. for a long time, they
cach stared at the other. Grandfather said that he was at
once both fascinated and fearful. Instinctively, however, he
knew that the ancient one was a messenger from the bright
vision, not from darkness.

The spirit then approached Grandfather. In his right hand
he held the ancient headband of the scout society and in
his left hand he held the feathered staff of the shaman.
Without word or ceremony he first handed Grandlather the
scout headband, paused, then handed him the staff. Grand-
father trembled inwardly with fear and excitement, unable
to think or move. The spirit backed away and resumed his
silent vigil, gazing at Grandfather as he held the gifts in
his outstretched hands, Slowly, feeling the powerful force
of the medicine items he held, Grandfather drew them in
and clutched them to his chest. His motion was the symbol
of accepted gift and spiritual possession. At this sign of
acceptance the ancient one smiled, nodding slightly, then
made the sign for ten winters. ten years, and faded from
view. In his place stood a huge white mountain lion. It
growled at the sky, tumed, and then shipped from white to
gray and then to shadow.

Grandfather was shaken with what he had just experi-
enced. The objects he held were very old and tattered but
they were very real and extraordinanly beautiful. He was
aware of the awesome power, the mystery, they contained,
and the honor of holding them. They were fascinating. com-
pelling, as if containing the knowledge of the ages. He
sat until dark, rethinking what he had witnessed, and the
mystery of all that had happened overwhelmed him. lle
had so many questions, and the answers that came were
vague at best.
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He arose from this place and walked down to the creek
to wash. From the mists of dusk, the spirit reappeared.
this time accompanied by the white mountain lion walking
by his side. From across the creek, the spirit again stood
tacing him, watching. Again, after a long oppressive silence,
he made the sign for sixly winters and gestured toward
Grandfather. The mountain lion arose and leapt across the
creek to Grandfather. With an uttered sound the lion passed
to Grandfather the ancient medicine of the traveler, while
across the riverbank the ancient one pointed the directions.
Motioning to the east, the spirit and the lion faded into the
shadows. Grandfather looked toward the eastern horizon
where the spirit had last pointed, and there, in a cluster of
pines, stood a young white coyote. But it too faded from
view, vanishing into the moonlight. Grandfather was even
more shaken. Greater questions fell around him. Try as he
might nothing seemed to make any sense.

Grandfather stayed in this sacred place for four more
days, waiting for explanations, searching for answers. Per-
haps there would be yet another vision, one that would
dispel his confusion. When earth and spirit refused to speak,
however, he headed back to the tribe, and to the wisdom of
the elders. The ancient tradition was to seek out the guidance
of the elders and tribal shamans, especially where a vision
was concerned. The elders had always helped before, on all
his quests and spiritual scarchings, but he wondered if they
could really help him now. He didn’t even know if he should
reveal any of what he had seen or, for that matter, show them
the sacred stafl and headband. Did his reluctance to share
these matters stem simply from a feeling of possessiveness
or could it possibly be that in the sharing he would be
violating some sacred trust between himself and the spirit
of the scout? He took his time with the journey back 1o the
cncampment 5o he would have plenty of time to search his
heart for answers.

By the time camp came into view, he knew what he would
have to do, and that was to ask the elders to help. He had
searched his heart for this answer and it felt good; his heart
was, he knew, the only thing he could truly trust for clear
thinking. And so he asked the elders to give him a council
fire, following the old tradition of presenting them all with
gifts for their time, effort. and wisdom. That night, in a
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simple ceremony, Grandfather danced his vision, describing
in detail its events and symbols. He displayed the sacred
items, but sensing the sacredness and power within, none
would touch or disturb them. Once the vision story was
complete, the elders asked Grandfather a few questions for
clarity, then sent him away. It was customary to leave the
elders in silence, once the vision was told. This would give
the elders time to discuss the vision, and the seeker time
to meditate. It would also allow the elders time to prepare
for any ceremony or ordeal that they felt the seeker should
wilness,

Four days later, Grandfather was called from the hills, his
personal place of solitude and prayer, to sit before the elders.
They met him in a big brushy lodge at the far edge of camp.
The mood was somber and reverent. They sat in a semicircle
before a small fire and the smoke of many sacred herbs hung
heavy in the ralters, Opposite the semicircle, Grandfather
sat alone before the fire, awaiting patiently the reply of the
elders. Coyote Thunder spoke first, his voice weak with age.
trembling with sadness. Yet the gleam in his eye held hope
and pride. He told Grandfather that the vision and the spirit
had guided him toward a path he must take. To follow his
vision he must first spend ten winters trining (0 becoms
a4 scout, one of the most powerful positions in the tribe,
He must then abandon this path for another ten winters
and seek the path of a shaman and healer. And finally,
Covote told him, he would have to leave his people and
wander alone for sixty more winters, seeking vision and
knowledge, until his vision was reality.

Grandfather’s spirit soared at the thought of becoming a
scout and he felt greatly honored that he had been chosen for
the path of the shaman. But his heart was sad at the prospect
of having to leave his people and his homeland for so long
a time. He asked Coyote if there was a way he could stay
and still fulfill his vision, a way in which all could share
with him his honor and he could honor his people. Coyote
was adamant in his refusal. “A man not living his vision is
living death. Unless there is a question that the vision was
a trick of the mind, the vision should never be altered. But
the sacred items I hold are real, and so the vision is real.”

Coyote went on to explain that Grandfather’s calling
was from the Creator and its undertaking was necessary
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for the overall vision of his people and of the earth: that
although Coyote’s heart would be sick and sad at Grand-
father’s eventual departure, the journey was essential, even
critical. Coyote ended by saying, “You have been my hope
for many years, my life, but at the end of the training, for
the good of all things you must £o.” The other elders, men
and women, echoed the feclings of Cayote and encouraged
Grandfather in his quest. There was no communal ceremony
or feast at the finish of this council, for Grandfather had
chosen the life of the scout, a path that would, throughout
his training, separate him from the group. With this exile
he would begin his journey. He would now sleep alone, eat
alone, and live alone.

Grandfather then journeyed fi requently, for weeks at a
stretch and without any man-made tools, into the harshest
lands. He honed his survival skills until they became instine-
tual. He came to look upon even the most violent and lonel y
of places as home, and found comfort and security where
other men would only find death. He became an animal
again. a shadow living on pure sunshine and air. Survival
and the ability to face any environment without the need
of any supplies were skills essential 1o the scout. Thus, the
many skills of survival and the philosophy behind them
became Grandfather’s first priority. It was only through
survival thal a scout learned to become one with the land-
scape, 1o find refuge in the most rugged terrains.

Survival practice took Grandfather far from his people for
great periods of time and introduced him to many landscapes
and environments. He learned how to survive casily in the
hotlest deserts, on the mesas, on the plains, in the coldest
snows, and in the depths of the deepest forests. Each sur-
vival test the elders put him through he easily passed, often-
times to the disbelief of the old ones. Where he should have
been emaciated with starvation and ex posure, he seemed to
flourish. He could live where no one else could: he could
travel at great speeds and over great distances where even
the animals faltered. His skill was unparalleled by any tribal
member and even the noted elders marveled at his ability.

Once the survival skills were mastered, he was then led
to the arts of tracking, stalking, and awareness. Absolute
proficiency in these skills—the ability to move, silent and
unseen, across landscapes with little cover, the ability to
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observe all things at a glance—were éssential to a scout.
Tracking, stalking, and awareness are never separated ‘!}ut
rather viewed as a whole, a sort of continuum in which
one is dependent on the others for ahﬁniutg prccisicm f'md
perfection. These skills, coupled with the ability to survive,
made of the scout a shadowy ghost, mystical and shrouded
in an air of secrecy and legend, much like the ancient ninjas.
Grandfather’s lessons and ordeal were soon intensified in
these arcas. The tests of the elders pushed Grandfather to
the limits of his ability and beyond.

Grandfather worked long and hard, pushing himself hard-
er than the elders pushed him, always holding his vision as
a driving force, always trying to live up to and beyond
the expectations of the elders. He stalked without ceasing,
slipping unobserved in and out of camyp. Hc tracked, stalked,
and ultimately touched all manner of animals, moving as it
composed more of spirit than of flesh. He added dan_gcr to
his tests by stalking powerful animals, where one mistake
could cost him his life. Finally he stalked and tracked the
camps of others: hostile tribes, cavalry, and seltlers. He
pushed his skill to the limits of mortal man, traveling along
open: ground, never observed in form or in track by his
enemiecs. Truly he lived up o his name as the one who
stalks wolves,

It was awareness lessons and tests, however, that were
of paramount importance. For Grandfather, for the scout,
awareness of all things, close and afar, was L‘.*LHE]"IIIEII both to
his own personal survival and to the survival of his people.
It was the scout’s awareness that kept his people safe. So
Stalking Wolf pushed himself (o observe at all levels, not
only on the physical level but alsoon a df::cpcr, MOre encome-
passing, spiritual level. Eventually his skills transcended the
mere senses, and he began to reach beyond to the force of
life itself. The confluence of physical sensing and spiritual
awareness was eventually so complete that when asked how
he knew that something was moving in the distance, he was
often at a loss to explain. Complete awareness became for
him a state of being. It was said of him that if a feather
dropped from a bird several miles away, Grandl"alhqr would
know about it. This keen awareness, surely and inexora-
bly, began to break down the distinction between the inner
and outer dimensions, creating a oneness of the self, where
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nothing happened that he could not feel.

Then came the training that Grandfather hated but had to
learn—the kill. The mark of a good scout was the ability
to become invisible, to be able to get in and get out of
situations without being detecied, but sometimes his life
depended on his fighting ability. Grandfather abhorred war-
fare and the pain and slaughter that went with it. but he
learned its skills just as well as he had those of absolute
survival, tracking, stalking, and observation. He understood
the necessity of the fight, but his heart would never agree
with his ability, nor could he find any honor in it, and so
during the tests of the fight and the kill he would never hurt
an enemy, only take their weapons, tie them up, or mark
part of their flesh in red to show how the kill would have
taken place, Only a few times did he have 1o fight, but these
lights ended quickly because of his agility and the strength
acquired from his powerful life-style.

Sometimes Grandfather would lead bands of warriors to
distant lands to check on neighbors to ensure the security
of his tribe. Only once did he actually have to fight and
that was when he rescued a young Lipan woman from her
captors. He left them alive, unharmed, and ashamed. He
became a powerful force among his people, an excellent
scout, and though he was very young, he was considered
by many to be an elder, or Grandfather, meaning teacher.
To nearby tribes and cavalry his prowess assumed mythic
proportions. He was so feared by many that cven a flect-
ing appearance by him at the edge of camp would send
warriors into blind panic. To neighboring tribes every time
something went wrong or was missing, the people would
smile and blame it on Grandfather. When someone was
walking alone and felt he was being watched, the common
expression was that the “wolf” was doing the watching, or
he was “wolf-watched,” as it was sometimes called.

As Grandfather’s skill as a scout neared perfection, the
clders held a council with him again. It was just past five
winters from the first major meeting, and they met as they
had before, in the big lodge at the edge of the old village.
Again he faced the elders but this time the ambience of the
lodge and the mood of the old ones were different. The lodge
itselt had remained the same—the fire at its center was low,
and the smoky scents of sacred herbs hung in the air. Now.
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however, the lodge was filled with the myriad sacred items
of the tribe and the elders wore their most sacred attire. The
attitude was one of reverential worship. A lone drum rang
out softly from the dark recesses of the outer lodge poles,
and there was a presence beyond that of the elders. It was
a powerful feeling, a feeling that the spirit world stood with
rapt attention, watching, waiting, guiding the words that the
elders would speak. The old ones seemed to be listening,
beyond the mortal sounds of the night. to voices that only
the pure heart could hear.

Grandfather stayed in the lodge for six days of teach-
ing from the elders. They all fasted; they all prayed. Sleep
was rare. When one clder counseled Grandfather, the oth-
ers would sleep. His mind and emotion, body and spirit.
swooned with latigue and the intensity of it all, but he held
on. He knew that this was his initiation to an apprenticeship
in the shamanic way of life. This had been his vision. This
was his driving force. and he wanted to live this vision or
not live at all.

The lessons imparted during this session in the lodge
formed the essentials of a code of ethics by which the healer
and shaman lived, a direction, and a path to greater spir-
itual power. Chant, song, and ceremony followed each of
the major lessons. Al these times the lodge would come
alive with sound and motion, freeing Grandfather's spirit
from the talons of fatigue. At the end of the sixth day
Grandfather was sent away for his first tesi—he would wan-
der the deserts for two moons. At the end of this time he
would return 1o the elders, if he was still alive, for further
counsel.

The desert felt like a furnace. His task was to face this
emptiness purely, to live without tools, fire, or clothing. He
could not trap, hunt, or kill. Instead he would have to forage
the leaves of plants as did the deer and lick dew from the
rocks and sand as did the mice. No shelter could be built, for
he had to wander, wander to the limits of starvation, thirst,
and fatigue. He was not permitted to speak or communicate
in any way with any being, not even with the Creator. To
all, he no longer existed, he was to walk as the dead. It was
his first trial, a trial of one long, waking, walking vision
quest, to show himselfl and the Creator that he was worthy
of the path of the shaman, to show all of creation that he
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wished to walk this path more than he wished to live and
that everything he owned, even himself, was sacrificed and
dedicated to this path, this vision of visions.

In retrospect, Grandfather remembered only the first four
days and the last seven. All else remained vague and
dreamlike, OFf the first four days he remembered vividls
the fatigue, the thirsl, the starkness of the landscape, and
the intense heat of the sun, which seemingly bumed holes
into his soul. No one spoke to him: nothing yielded any
sign or concern. Except for the perpetual pain and fear, he
felt as if he had ceased 1o exist,

On the fourth day he remembered falling from a high
ledge of rock, his body pounding into the sand below 2
if slammed onto a hot anvil. Then all reality was gone
Surreal images rushed to fill the void, Events and teachings
symbols and signs, ran by him a high speed, flooding hix
mind with a swirling mass of unconnected knowledge, He
remembered long and short journeys of the imagination; he
saw and spoke with spirit entities of animal. plant, rock.
wind, and water. He heard the voices of many spirit things
He remembered knowing all things and then nothing.

He awoke many miles from where he remembered talhny
from the ledge. He noticed the autumn colors and realized
that the season had changed, that he was several weeks
beyond the time of his fall. His body was undamaged; he
felt no fatigue, hunger, pain, or thirst, His once parched and
broken skin was as soft and resilient as the day he had firs
seen the world. But he could not piece together the pasi
weeks of forgotten travel or of the lessons he knew he must
have learned along the way. And he realized that the hell of
the barren desert could no longer affect him. He had been
reborn, renewed, and had moved beyond the effects of com-
fort or pain. He now traveled easily, without the restrictions
of flesh; his senses reached beyond human limits. He knew
instinctively things of life and of creation that he had never
consciously, willfully learned. And he understood that with
the fusion of inner and outer dimension came a release from
the exigencies of survival. There was only the balance, the
harmony of his thought and spirit with that of the universal
mind force. He had arrived at the sacred “oneness,”

On the morning of the appointed day. he retumed to the
camp. The elders were amazed, for Grandfather’s life force
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scemed Lo glow from deep within. Here he stood, {resh.
relaxed, and powertul, unscarred from his ordeal. It was
as if the Creator had taken his life only to send him back
more alive than he had ever been, [ull of knowledge and
power. From that day and for the next five winters he was
schooled by the elders and he flourished. His lessons were
learned quickly and effectively. and his tests and trials wer
undertaken with ease.

His knowledge of the old ways grew daily. But as months
passed Grandfather came to see that the old ones could
teach him no more, that all they could offer was a physical
reinforcement of what he had learned intuitively on his first
quest in the desert. The desent quest had certainly been
mysterious, shocking sometimes, yet he never guestioned
the truth, of the spirit world or of the Creator. He knew thai
all things were possible; he did not need to know why; all
he needed was absolute faith.

Nearing the end of his training, the elders began to address
him as Grandfather, though he was still in his carly twenties.
Al first Coypte Thunder called him Brother, but it wasn'i
long before he, as the others, called him Grandfather, He
was given all the honors of an elder and he traveled fre
quently into the wilderness to quest and pray, or to heal
a distant patient. The group quickly leamed to depend on
Grandfather’s wisdom and power for guidance.

It was when he returned from a long trip one day tha
he discovered his people gone. Not a mark of foot, fire, o
lodge could be found. It had been swept clean by the fiery
winds of the desert, and even his keen eyes failed to find a
sign. At the center of what was once camp, however, was
his scout headband and the staff of the shaman. Hanging
from the lance in a circle were sixty feathers. He knew that
the time had come, as his long-ago vision had declared, for
him to wander—alone, far away from his people.

As Stalking Wolf pulled the lance from the ground, s
coyote sounded from afar. He lifted his eyes, and there on
a ridge in the misty distance stood Coyote Thunder. His
great-grandfather waved a solemn good-bye, and Grand-
father knew that this would probably be the last tlime he
would see him. Coyote was very old. over one hundred
winters, and health was failing. Suddenly there was the call
of another coyote. The mists of the distant ridge cleared and
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where Coyote had stood there was a young boy, dressed
in the clothes of the white man, collecting ancicnt stones,
talking stones that spoke of ancient times. The boy stood and
waved to Grandfather, as had Coyote: then he was gone.

Grandfather struggled to find the message of what he
had seen. First there had been Coyote and then a boy—
a white boy at that—playing with stones. It didn’t make
sense. But the land remained mute and unyielding, and «
great loneliness filled him.

For over twenty years his small tribe had been his Family,
Mow, because of his vision, he was forced into exile, This
vision seemed to have no end, except perhaps in the wander-
ing itself. Was there more? He knew that he would spend the
rest of his hife looking for the answer to this question. But for
now he just sat at the old camp, searching his thoughts for
a place to stan his journey, his quest. He lost himself for a
while in the work of setting up camp, for here he decided
to stay until the path revealed itself. That night he dreamed
of a white mountain lion calling him back to the place of
the original quest.

Before the morning sun broke the horizon, Grandfathes
had broken camp and was heading back to the place of the
original vision. He hadn’t been back to that place since
the vision, and now he yeamed to drink of its purity and
isolation once again. There he hoped he would find the
answers, or at least a direction. He traveled quickly, as a
scoul, avoiding all the potential dangers, real and imagined.
His mind was fixed on that sacred place where it all began
for him, for his father, and for so many of his people. The
trek lasted several days, across desert, over mountain, and
through forest. The terrain was tough, but his training easily
carried him. Like the eagles soaring the skies, his trip was
an cffortless flight. It was sunsel as he approached the final
ridge that looked over the sacred arca. As he neared the top,
the memories of his first trip flooded forth. His spirit soared,
his body trembled with anticipation—until his longing eyes
broke the horizon of the ridge and his stomach sickened at
what lay below.

There below him was sprawled a miners’ town. Huge
holes gaped m the earth and the soil was torn by the deep
swathes of roadway. All about lay garbage, broken machin-
ery. and muddy water, where once the stream had flowed
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fast and clear. Buildings were tossed about the landscape in
a careless, haphazard manner, and the smell of rotten sweal
and liquor filled the air. On the winds drifted the drunken
laughter, arguing, and turmoil of the inhabitants. People
stumbled from building to building, throwing bottles to the
ground, laughing, shoving, and shouting. This sacred place
had been destroyed, butchered. Trees had been cut, rocks
moved, and the solitude destroyed. To Grandfather’s horror,
nailed on the front of a building was the gorgeous hide of
a white mountain lion. A coyote sounded near Grandfather,
and the people began firing guns blindly at the ridge where
Grandfather sat. In a flurry of bullets, Grandfather slipped
from the ridge and to the safety of the wilderness, his head
spinning with disbelicf, anger, and pain. ;

He wandered aimlessly for many suns, trying to under-
stand these white people who had no regard or reverence
for the natural things. Moreover, he did not know why
the mountain lion spirit had called him back. Why? What
reason could there possibly be in all that destruction and
sacrilege? What reason could there be for him to be its
witness? The more he thought about that sacred area. the
more he knew that he had to go back and find the lesson
in the destruction. Whatever the intent, he had to follow
his dreams and visions, sceking their wisdom no matter
how painful. It was an incomplete answer, bul it was the
only direction he had right then, and he knew that no more
would be given until he followed the one at hand. What
troubled him perhaps even more was that he should have
known something was wrong miles before he got to the
sacred area. Had the sacred scout skills failed him or did
the spirits blind him to the warning? He would retum again
to this discased town, only this time as a scout, to get a
closer look.

He used the cover of the night to slip back to the town.
He knew that where there were villages, there would be men
scattered throughout the surrounding area. The nuances of
the night foretold of people coming and going all around
him. but he could sense their apprehension, their inability to
blend with the landscape, especially at night. He was secure
in his skill and at home in the wilderness of darkness. His
trip went easily; not a bird or beast sang of his arrival. To
all concerned. he was invisible.
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A few hours before sunrise, he arrived at the ridge
overlooking the town. Below, everything was silent. Like
a phantom, he slipped down to the street, passing the
horses and dogs without a sound. Nothing stirred to his
presence. The main street was thick with the smell of
manure and the stench of unclean men. Garbage, rotted
food, and broken bottles were strewn about, making travel
slow and difficult. On the raised wooden sidewalks. men
slept the blind sleep of drunkenness. Some lay clutching
bottles, others were clutching guns as if in subconscious
battle with the night and all its imagined terrors. Grandfathes
easily passed through town, searching every alley, peering
into windows, and gazing into the open holes of the mines
He searched for answers to the questions of his heart, until
the sky tumed from black to the dark blue of approaching
dawn, when he returned to the ridge, 10 a small fissured
cave o sleep, escaping the eves of man.

He awoke late in the afternoon, judging by the action ol
the birds. The sky was dark and overcast. the distant hills
misty with rain. He slipped back to the edge of town, hiding
momentanly in a dilapidated tool shack. From his vantag
point he could see the comings and roings of the lowns
people. Grandfather noticed how restricted their movemenis
were, how square, boxlike houses and heavy clothing cm
them off from the elements. It seemed they saw m}lhiﬁg 0
the natural world—eagles soared overhead unnoticed. They
lived in a vacuum, separated from everything but themselves
and the squalor they'd created

These people seemed so strange. They didn’t blend with
the wildemness but feared it, holding it at a safe distance.
like a man handling a deadly snake. They had no regard for
the land, animals, plants, or even water. Litter was freely
tossed. Live trees and brush were carelessly cut from around
the dwellings. Unnamable waste was everywhere. These
men were worse than their domesticated animals, living 1
their own filth, having no other purpose, it seemed, than
to fatten and die. Laughter was usually drunken and at the
expense of others, otherwise there was none. The faces of
this village looked so pained and distorted with sadness
that Grandfather wondered what directed these lives into
this septic existence. So many questions filled his head.
Why did they wear heavy clothes against the reality of
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nature? Why did they cloister themselves in sterile houses.
rush about so aimlessly, or take such great time and care
with simple processes of survival? Their lust for comton,
security, and safety seemed almost barbaric. It was foreign
to Grandfather’s thinking that anvone could consciously
insulate themselves so lavishly from the wilderness and
life itsel.

Grandfather’'s attention was drawn 1o a young boy, «
Mative American but of uncertain ongin. His hair was crude
Iy chopped, and he dressed in old ripped clothing of the
white man that was far too big for him. His walk was labored
and clumsy in the heavy boots, not at all the Nluid and silen
gait of his ancestors. He was stumbling around a wagon
while unloading bundles onto a deck. One of the bundles
burst and spilled onto the muddy street. A large white man
who had been standing on the platform the whole time
began screaming at the young man, finally kicking him
the chest, then throwing him facedown into the muod. Othe
people began laughing at the boy as the man beat him with
a whip. As the boy collapsed in pain and humiliation, the
group of men went inside the building. Grandfather starcd
on in horror, for they had treated that boy waorse than they
treated their animals.

Kain began falling hard, casting the village into the dark
ness of cloud and mist. The boy lay in the mud, as still as
death. Grandfather could no longer contain the rage and
anguish that flooded his heart, In a fash, he slipped from
the shed, then under one of the buildings, finally to the deck
beside the young man. He carried the young one back 1o
the old toolshed and threw a blanket over him, nursing hin
back to consciousness. The voung boy opened his eves fo
a moment, trying to orient himself, then without a word fell
back to sleep. Grandfather waited for night, lashed together
a traveis, and dragged the semiconscious boy to a distant
cave, far away from town. He made a fire and a warm
bed of debris. When he had made sure the boy was in a
comfortable sleep. he slipped back out into the night 1o
hunt food.

The next moming the boy awoke with a start, disoriented
His face and chest held old scars of past whippings and the
fresh scars of yesterday’s lashing. The boy was afraid that he
would be hunted and killed, but Grandfather put his mind al
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case. 1t took a while for the boy to relax enough and aceepl
Grandfather’s caring. but somewhere deep inside his for

gotten heritage the boy instinctively trusted Grandfather's
medicine and power. He had been taken from his parents
when he was very young by the man who had beaten hin
the day before. He had been treated like a slave, a beast of
burden, and a whipping post. He was forced 1o steep with
the animals and forage for rotten scraps of food. Escape
would mean a cenain death because the man would hunt
him down and kill him as he had others before. The boy,
having none of his ancestors” skills, also feared the prospect
of survival in the wilderness. He had never been trained i
the old ways. but deep inside he could feel the pull of the
pure and natural world. an existence far from the insanins
of what he was living "

Grandfather learned much (rom this yvoung bov: all the
horrors of the white suppression, all the restrictions of res
ervation life, the starvation, the discase, the drunkenness
and the child stealing. He leamed that the old ones wer
not even allowed to practice their religion, nor could they
hunt for food. Instead, they had 1o live imprisoned on lands
that could not support them, where the winters were coldl
enough o kill elders and children, and the summers were
full of thirst. scorching heat. and killing discase. Whil
Indian agents grew fat and rich by hoarding the governmem
food and clothing that was meant for the F‘cﬁr:r':ﬂli{:nn, Dis
parate tribes were thrown together, warriors were tortured
or Killed, and quickly the old ways were being destroved
The once proud tribes were disillusioned and broken: h:::-pr
lessness and helplessness had become the rule.

The boy went on to describe the white man's religion
and how no two whites would agree on what was rieh.
They had forced their religion upon the people, and lhuﬁﬂl'l
this religion held many truths spoken, rarely did the whites
live the truths they espoused. Their black robes might speak
of peace and love, but their lives were struggles of greed,
power, and war. This only confused the people more, and
the elders who turned their backs on the teachings of the
whites were cast aside, beaten, starved, and even killed, The
young ones were sent away to distant schools to leam the
white man’s ways, only to find on their return that they were
unable 1o live in either world. Treatics signed in good faith
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were mel with hes and deceit and, in the end, the prison of
reservation,

The whites were strong in numbers, as well as weapons
but proved enormously weak in their ability to live with
the earth. And because they feared the earth, they called
it wild and forbidden, something 1o be ruled and civilized
The voung Native American begged Grandfather eamestly
to train him in the old ways, so he could live away from
the hell of the white world, Withowt hesitation Grandfathe)
agreed.

At that moment a covote howled from a distant ridge
thunder rolled across the sky, and Grandfather knew why
he had been led back to this place. He had seen the insanity
of people hiving against natwre, and he had seen the cruelns
that this isolation brings. He had seen the children of the
carth tose their skills and beliels w0 the suppression by the
whites. He knew that someday the white man would have
o pay for his sins.

Grandfather ook care of the voung boy for more than «
maoon. He nursed him back to health and taught him simple
survival and stalking skills and introduced him to the ancien
spiritual truths. During that time they moved camp Tarthes
back mio the hills for satety as encounters with people
from the village were becoming frequent. Once the bon
was strong enough to travel and had mastered the basics
of escaping detection, Grandfather decided to move norh
and to the mountains, Belore leaving, however, Grandlather
went to the village one last time, saying only that he had 1o
free the lion. That night he emtered the village once agan
stalked through town, and climbed the building that held the
white mountain lion captive. He cut the skin down, praying
and making ritual offerings as he wrapped it carefully into 4
buckskin bag. He slipped from the village, leaving this once
sacred place (o the cancerons insanity of the whites. He feh
the wrge 1o stay and fight for the sanctity of the place, bw
he knew that fighting would not produce anything but pain
and hatred. So with a reluctant heart, he looked now to the
high purity of the mountains.

Grandfather spoke often of his years in the mountains
wandering up o the heart of Canada, then back again
to the southern reaches. For a few years the young Indian
staved with Grandfather, leaming the old ways until hi-
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skills were sufficient to keep him alive anywhere. He evem
ually took a young Indian wife and retired into the wild
upper reaches of the Canadian Rockies. Grandfather visited
them whenever he was near their home, until the young man
was killed while bringing his baby to a mission for help
Some local farmers had mistaken him for a thief as they saw
him running from the mission with a bundle i his arms
The bundle was his infant son and both father and child died
in the same senseless Burry of bullets. Grandtather never
understood how anvone could feel that any possession was
worth a human hite. Thief or no, the young Indian should
not have had to die.

It was about the time of the young Indian’s death that
Grandfather left the sanctuary of the high, rugged Rocky
Mountains and began hiving in the deserts. Like his life i
the mountains, he pushed his skill to perfection, practiced
the spiritual teachings, and vision-quested. Whenever poss
ible he would seck out the elders of tinbes in the area, lear-
g whatever he could and sharing his anaflulg-.,_ Somw
of these old ones became hifelong friends and guides, and
he would visit them often i his travels. Many times he
would sneak onto reservations and gather a group of chal-
dren, weaching them the old ways of skill and spirit. Ofien
however, he was run off by the whites and sometimes the
Indian people themselves. So brainwashed were they abom
the taboos of the ancient ways and what the repercussion:
of leaming them could bring that they kept their children
from them. But more places than not. he and his teaching:.
were welcomed. '

Again and again, another calling, another vision, would
lead him to other lands. His spiritual quests led him to the
West Coast. up to Alaska, down the center corridor of the
Great Plains, to the Mississippt Valley, up the East Coas
again, then back down through Mexico and into Central
America, In his wanderings Grandfather crossed this coun
try many times, and always he was leamning, seeking the
things of the spirit, and pushing himself beyond his limi-
tations of yesterday. He would settle in and learn an arca
only until the next vision pushed him on. But even where
he did settle, there was little rest, for he was always a
scout, living secretly and undetected, fearful always that
he would be caught by whites and sent to a reservation
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or worse. With few exceptions, he stayed away from the
white people. And as he grew older, he sought only the
company of the wilderness and the spirits, rarely visiting
even the elders.

He wandered for the better part of his lite. Everywhere
he traveled he witnessed the senseless destruction of the
carth and his people. Like an unchecked cancer. the dey
astation quickly grew out of control. No place seemed sate.
untouched. not even the rugged, hidden areas, the places in
which as a young man, he had always huught refuge. The
more he witnessed, the more he despaired of fulfilling the
calling of his vision, of becoming a great and incxhaustible
teacher. Willing students, young or old. were increasingly
difficult to find in this fast- -changing society. And many ol
those who seemed willing were at best only curtous and
not willing to put in the work and sacrifice needed 1o learn
the old ways properly. Modem society had produced people
who thrived on instant gratification, on lightning-fast and

easy learning. Their new values were foreign to the teach

ings of the earth. He was growing old and running out of
time: his desperation. loneliness, and despair were itensc
His vision had led him to a weariness bevond old age. There
seemed 10 be no end in sight to the helter-skelter folly of
modern life.

It was at this pinnacle of despair and old age, when s
vision was fading. that Stalking Woll decided to end his
life. He felt as if the spirits had abandoned him, that he
had not followed his vision properly, that all was lost. Su
he wandered back to his homeland to find his people and
decided that if he Tound them vanished like so many others.
he would end his existence. He wanted no longer to see
the destruction of the earth; he would rather live out the
remainder of his years with his peeple or not live at all.

His long path brought him back to the ancient sacred are:
where he had had his first vision—the place of the ancien
scout, the white mountain lion, and the white coyote. As he
crested the ridge, he expected to see the squalid village once
again, but to his amazement it was gone. It had vanished
from the face of the earth in the flames of fire, the drving
winds, and the erosion of time. Hardly a scar was visible
Nature had reclaimed what was once hers. And his hean
soared.
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He set up camp near the same rocky outcropping where
he had his vision. Here he felt safe, and here he wanted 1o
stay until he died. As the sun set, a lone coyote moved to
a distant ridge and released its long primal cry of loneli-
ness, and thunder rolled across the clear sky. Grandfather
stood trembling, knowing it was a calling from his great-
grandtather. More coyotes and more thunder joined in until
the night vibrated with their callings, then all fell silem.
The ancient warrior appeared as he had many years before.
vivid and strong, standing out from the blazing horizon
like he was cast in stone. He motioned to Stalking Woll,
Then, as before, he motioned to the east, only this time
with more power in his command. Coyote's body tumed 1o
shadow, then evaporated, leaving only the pointing hand.
Grandfather gazed toward the east. A small boy collecting
ancient talking stones turned and looked at Grandfather.
then smiled and became a white coyote that finally lost itself
in the final flicker of sunset. Grandfather headed cast. By
plan or design, I was collecting fossils that day by the river
when [ saw Grandfather. | smiled, feeling that 1 had known
him forever, and in the distance I heard a coyote howl,
Grandfather smiled with tears running down his cheeks,
but I was too young then to know why.

That was all that Grandfather revealed about his life and
vision for a while. We could clearly understand his driving
force and how he had no choice but to live his vision or die.
We were amazed at the sixty-three years he spent wander
ing and scarching, sacrificing everything that most people
would normally cherish. He had no real home except for
wildemess, and no possessions other than the truths of his
heart. It would be many months before Grandfather revealed
the many things that happened to him during those sixty-
three years of wandering, but for this night we had enough
to understand, and we began to understand him.

2

A Different Drum

Rick and | were always at odds with society. There were
two different worlds as far as we were concerned, There was
the reality of Grandfather's world of nature and spirit and
there was the phony sterility of the world of society. Rarely
would they agree with each other and this sometimes put us
into horrible predicaments. We were torn between doing that
which was right in the patural world and that which went
against what we believed just to keep peace in the world
of society. This conflict never scemed to be resolved, even
in the smallest ways. What Grandfather taught us, what we
knew of the natural and spiritual laws, and what we knew
to be true in our hearts did not fit into society. What society
generally taught us did not work in the pure and natural
world. It only worked in the games people played. _

It was not long before Rick and I began to lead a dual life.
We leamned that we had to play the “game™ just to be able
to function in school or around people. We had to remain
silent about the many things we leamed in nature and of the
spirit, especially of the spirit world. There was no doubt in
my mind that we would be ridiculed if we even came close
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o saying anything about what we knew in the spirit world
It was bad cnough that many people looked at Rick and mi
as rather odd. They could not understand why we spent all
of our spare time in the woods, especially with the old man
They began to treat us at times like we had some disease or
were abnormal in some way. It was not long before Rick and
I said nothing about the woods or what we leamed there. In
fact we began o avoid the subject altogether whenever wy
were around our peers

Onee when I was still very young and just getting acquanmd
ed with the ways of the spinit, 1 was held up to horrible
ridicule. | had found an arrowhead in the back section of
our playground at school, in the thick out-of-bounds arca
of the schoolyvard. Many of the kids saw me emerge from
the off-lmits area with the arrowhead and wondered why |
had been back there. Not only had 1 violated a school rule
to pick up the arrowhead, but when guestioned by the kids
and the teacher [ told them that a spirit voice had directed
me to it innocent to the fact that 1 was saving something
bizarre. To me. it was guite natural to be guided by mn
mner vision and 1 did not understand why the kids laughed
s0 hard and the teacher sent me dircetly to the principal

The principal did not believe a wond that | told . In
fact, he seemed to be very concemed that T had heard somu
voice calling me. He told me that it was just my imagination
and that T probably had brought the arrowhead from hon
to give me an excuse for going out of the playground. He
sentenced me o three days of afier-school detention. Whal
was worse was that the kids would not stop mocking me
saying that I had imaginary friends. This ridicule followed
me home to my folks, who accused me of lying to the
teachers. It was a turning point in my life because from tha
day on I would tell no one of spirits. To me, up until this
point in my life, T thought that evervone used their “innet
vision” or heard the spirits speak.

That weekend in the camp arca with Grandtather, | wold
him what happened in the school playground and what the
teachers had said. | told him that I was concerned that |
might be some kind of freak to imagine voices, after all
none of my frichds did. 1 also told him that they thought
that 1 was a lLittle strange, even crazy, and I was ridiculed
often for i1, Grandfather smiled at me and said, “You found
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the arrowhead didn’t you? Was it then the voice of you
imagination that directed you to it or the voice of a spinit”
If there was no arrowhead to be found, then it would by
your imagination. Bul it was found, thus the voice is truth
It is always the end results which tell us if something 1
spiritually real or just imagined.”

He then went on to tell us that he too had gone through
what we were going through though not in such a bad
way. Generally Native American people as a whole, even
children, accept the spirit voices and the spirit world withow
question. It is part of their reality. Yet children even in 4
highly spiritual society can also be cruel, as Grandfathe
found out. He too had felt that he was strange at first and
would not ¢ven mention the things that occurred on a spr
twal level o anyone, not even the elders. He thought that he
miight be imagining the spiritual things that he saw. Some of
the things that happened to him were even grander than the
spiritual things that happened to the elders and he though
it would show disrespect.

Grandfather said that his first spiritual encounters were in
early childhood. At first, it began with a distant drumming
in the wilderness. When he would go to investigate who
was playing the drum, there would be no one there, Several
tmes he found evidence of an ancient encampment, bul
no drummer. He also began to hear a drumbeat different
from the one that was being played at the ceremonies he
attended. It was in perfect cadence with the beat of th
real drum, but where there should have been only one real
drum being played, he sometimes heard one, two, or more
different drums. He could pick the location of each invisible
drum and sometimes even feel the vibration. Sometimes he
could even feel the swish of the drumstick.

Grandfather did not want to tell anyone of what he wa:
hearing and experiencing. He did not know whether the
elders could hear or feel the other drums or if they heard
drums in the wilderness where no one was playing. He
would watch people’s reaction at the ceremonies, or watch
expressions when he heard drumming in the wilderness.
but there was no indication that anyone took notice. Once
in a while an elder would smile off toward the direction of
the drumming, but then go quickly back to what he or she
was doing. Sometimes he would even allude to drumming 1o
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people, without being committal, but all he would receive
were strange looks. Some people would tell him that he was
hearing things.

It was not long before Grandfather began to believe that
he was really imagining the drumming rather than it being
a spiritual experience. So too did he begin to believe that
there might be something wrong with him and his thinking.
Possibly, he thought at times, it could be an evil drumming
and it could be luring him into evil. He grew very upset
and confused over all that he heard. For a while he tried
to shut oft the drumming anytime he heard it, but he could
not get it out of his head once it started. The drumming
encounters went on for the better part of a year, then finally
disappeared. There was a period of several moons where
he received no sound of distant drums, not even during a
ceremony. At this point, he finally felt that his imagination
had created all that he heard.

Many months after Grandfather had heard the last of the
drumbeats, he was exploring a small ridge far away from
the main encampment. It was late in the day and the sun
was starting to set as he headed back to camp. The sun cast
the landscape into deep shadows and enlivened the colors of
the desert, adding a sense of mystery to the day. Grandfathes
paused for a while to enjoy the sunset and to pray, as was
his custom at that time of the day. Even at a very young
age, the children of his clan were taught Lo set aside sunrise
and sunset for personal prayer and introspection. This was
always a special time for Grandfather, especially enhanced
by sunsets that fired the sky. He always poured his heart
into his prayers, always devoted his full attention at these
times to the Creator.

As he prayed, he began to hear a distant chanting from
the ridge right across from where he was seated. At first
he thought that it might be one of the elders in his daily
devotions, but when he opened his eyes to look across the
small valley to the other ridge, no one could be seen. The
chanting, however, continued without stopping. He thought
al this time that the singer of the chant could be just beyond
the nidge, out of his line of sight, so he set out to find that
person. Though in waning light, he was still able to climb
down from the ridge easily and make his way across the
valley quickly, then just as quickly climb up the other ridge.
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The closer he got to the origin of the sound the louder it
became, but suddenly as he climbed to the top of the ndge
the chanting stopped.

To his horror and amazement, there was no one there, In
desperation, fearing that his mind was playing tricks on him
again, he searched the dusty ground for footprints. There
were none to be found, anywhere. There was no evidence
of any human tracks in the area other than animals, not even
old human tracks. In the now darkening sky, he feared that
he may have encountered an evil spirit that lured him to the
place, but the area did not feel of bad medicine. Still. he
hurried quickly back to the main encampment, just in case
it was of evil origins. As he ran, he was determined to tell
the first elder he saw of the chanting he had heard, bul then
as he drew closer to camp he decided not te, for fear of
being ridiculed as a scared child.

He began to contemplate the chanting as he neared camp.
It was in a language that he could not understand, a language
and cadence he had never heard before. He was certain that
there had been no ceremony of his people that came close
to what he had heard and that became his main reason for
not telling the elders. Still, he was concened that the chant
may have been of evil origins, and though he could repeat
every word, he drove the chanting out of his consciousness.
There was no way that he wanted to be called a foolish
child, or be told that his imagination, coupled with the fear
of the dark, was playing tricks on him. The thoughts of the
chanting troubled him all evening to a point where he was
afraid 1o walk into any dark shadows around camp.

That night. in fitful sleep, his mind became filled with all
manner of bizarre dreams. He dreamed of an old man sitting
on that same ridge, looking out to a similar sunsct as he had
seen that evening. The old one did not look evil, nor did he
do anything evil, he just appeared to sit and pray. Several
times he heard the chanting again, sometimes coming from
the old man on the ridge. Twice he was awakened from sleep
by the chanting, so that he could not determine whether he
was hearing the chanting in his dreams or in reality. All the
time, the chanting remained the same. His night was traly
tormented, and filled with fear.

With the light of dawn, Grandfather felt his fear now
being replaced by curiosity. Certainly the light of day could
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drive away the unknown fears bom of darkness. but his
curiosity was strong yet still cautious. He was determined
to go back to the ridge and find out if the chanting was still
there. He wanted desperately to know if the chanting was
truly from the world of spirit or if it was his imagination,
and whether it was good or evil. So after his camp chores
were done, he set out alone to go back to the ridge and sec
if the chanting came again. He did not want to go there
with anyone for fear that they would think him stupid for
what he was altempting to do.

He spent most of the afternoon searching the ridge from
which the chanting had occurred. In full light there was no
evidence of any other human being on top of the ridge. Only
his tracks from the evening before and other animal tracks
could be found. He began to wonder if the chanting had
occurred from a different location, producing an echo, that
he assumed to be the place of origin. Fully suspecting that
this was the reason behind the chanting, he began to search
all around the ridge, but again he could turn up nothing that
mdicated any human had been there. In fact, he did not even
find any old tracks belonging to man.

Finally, as the day moved to dusk, he climbed back 1o
the top of the ridge where he had first heard the voice,
Sunset again was a spectacular fire and the landscape was
rich with deep color and shadow. As soon as he began
to pray, he heard the chanting again and he opened his
eyes with a start. On the distant ridge, he clearly saw the
image of an old man, the same old man he had seen in his
dreams of the night before. Just as quickly as the chanting
had started, it stopped again, and the image of the old man
quickly disappeared. Grandfather blinked several times and
even changed his position to make sure that his eyes were
not playing tricks on him.

Sure now that the old man was moving away from the
ridge and back to camp, Grandfather quickly jumped down
from the ridge, crossed the valley, and climbed the ridge,
determined to catch up with the old man. Upon reaching the
top, the old man was nowhere to be found on the open land-
scape. Grandfather desperately searched again for tracks but
to his horror there were only his tracks from the afternoon
to be found. He wondered if it might be that he had seen a
large animal and mistaken it for a man, but upon searching
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he found no large animal tracks. He was so afraid at this
point, even more so than on the night before. He suspected
that because he heard a chant that he did not understand
that this old man must be evil. He panicked and ran back
Lo camp.

Just before reaching camp he slowed his pace and com-
posed himself. He did not want to show his peers that he
might be frightened coming in out of the dark. As he entered
camp, the image of a man appearcd before him, sitting on
the ground cross-legged. He jumped back from the image
with a yelp of fear and suddenly the man spread wings
and took to silent flight. It had been an owl that sat before
Grandfather, and such was the poor depth perception that
night brings, he thought that it had been a distant sitting
man and not a close owl. He laughed to himself at how his
mind had played a stupid trick on him and suspected that
was what had happened back at the ridge. After all. he had
never thought to check for the tracks of large birds. Satisfied
with that explanation he decided right then (o go back to the
ridge the next day and look for tracks of large birds.

By noon of the next day. after a full and virtually dreamless
night's sleep. he was back on the ridge checking for tracks,
He tried finding any evidence of bird tracks all around the
area where he had seen the image, but there were none.
He even searched out farther and farther, but again there
was nothing of significant size. He then began to believe
in his heart that it had all been a trick playved on him by
his imagination and that it was probably a play of shadow
on rock. As far as the chanting was concemed, he did not
know. He could not blame it on the wind for there had been
no wind. All he could do was speculate that it must be from
the world of spinit. Good or evil, he did not know, but no
harm as of yet had come to him so he thought it must be
a good spiril.

Later that evening the chanting returned to the nidge,
but this time it was not long before it vanished. Several
other times he visited the ridge and each time at exactly
the same time of evening he heard the chanting. Then one
day it was gone and the ridge was quiet and imageless,
Grandfather visited the ridge time after time but the image
or chanting did not return, nor did his mind play tricks on
him. At this point he had to just resolve himself to the fact
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that this mystery would never be solved as to whether it
was from fesh or spirit. With each subsequent visil to the
ridge, his fear diminished until there was no longer fear of
the ridge.

Almost a full moon after the last time Grandfather visited
the ridge he returned. this time with a friend. His friend
called Stone, was a few years older than Grandfather, nearls
ten. an age when most boys were thinking of manly pursuirs
and usually didn’t play with the younger boys. However,
Stone and Grandfather played along the ridges most of the
day, forgetting that age was any factor at all. They plaved
stu_lkjng games where each would try to stalk the sanic
amimal. The one who got the closest or actually touched
the animal before 1t took Might would win the match. Hy
the day’s end Grandfather had won nearly all of the matches.
and it made Stone very angry that a vounger bov could beat
him ai a stalking game. ' -

As it grew near 1o dusk, Stone began 1o realize that he
would not caich up to Grandfather's score and began o
ger even more angry. almost abusive toward Grandfathe)
Bul Grandfather was having 100 much fun 10 take notice
of Stone's change in attitude. Suddenly. as Grandfather and
Stone were in the process ol stalking & deer. Grandfather
heard the chanting again. This time it was stronger and
clearer than he had ever heard before. Such was the i
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stalkmg game. He demanded to be called the winner and
Grandfather complied. But Grandfather asked again if Stone
hadn't really heard the chanting.

All the way to camp, Stone, realizing that he was L
behind Grandfather in the stalking game, began to mock and
taunt Grandfather about hearing imaginary voices. Stone
figured that by doing this he would diminish his own delew
while making a mockery of Grandfather, He called Grand
father a frightened httle child with a stupid imagination.
telling him that he had no right to be walking with a real
man. Only children imagine voices and pretend friends.
cspecially when they realize that they may be losing a game
He also accused Grandfather again of cheating and lying.
taunting and mocking him all the way 10 camp. As they
neared camp other boys jomed into the mockery, coached
on by Stone. Grandfather at this point was almost in tears.
but anger had the upper edge.

Finally back at the outskinis of camp, Stone pushed
Grandfather to the ground and began to drive his face
it the dirt, Grandfather struggled bu could not frec
fmsell while the other boys began 1o yell and scream
at Grandfather tor being a cheat and a liar, a child who
had no right to be around true men such as they, Tear
began to Al O e e e - =

2

LR Y LT o =TT a3 9y




36 Tom Brown. Ji

began o walk away, leaving Grandtather (o his humiliation
and tears. At one point Stone turned back around and made o
rude gesture toward Grandfather and smirked in triumph.

Upset and angry that the elders would not histen to his
version of what happened, Grandfather did not know what 1
do other than to sing the chant. As soon as he began 1o sing
the first line of the chamt the group stopped abruptly and the
oldest of the elders looked back at Grandfather in absoluw
amazement. This old one was considered 10 have powerlil
medicine and as soon as he turned back so did the entire
group. Picking up on the chant, the old one sang along with
GrandFather until the song ended. Still held in amazement
and with tears n his eyes be asked Grandfather where he
had heard the song. Withow hesitaition, Grandtather told
him of the ndge. The old one simply smiled and sad, half
to the group and halt to Grandfather, “This is a very old
song | leamed as a boy. It is not of our people and has
been lost all of these years, The boy speaks the truth. He
15 not a cheat and a liar,”™ He then just twroed and walked
away. the rest of the group stowly following

Nothing more was sard 1o Grandfather abowt the chanting.
not even by the elders. He did notice o change in the was
thal the elders weated him from this point on. There was
always a warm smile from all of them whenever he passed
a warmer smile than normal. 5o too did his peers treat lam i
little differently, Certainly they still plaved games, but they
somehow kept him apart, as il he were different m som
way. Grandfather began to feel that they felt that he was
peculiar. S0 too did he begin o think that many people
the clan were talking about him when he was not around
and this made him feel even more self-conscious. Yet, as
the weeks passed nothing more was said about the chanting
that Grandfather had heard

Adter a while, especially since he was not agam confronted
about the chanting, Grandfather figured that the elder had
only sad what he said because he instantly knew Grandfathey
was probably-insane. Yet he could not explain how the elder
had picked up the chant right away. He also began to sense
that other people were watching him, especially the elders.
But when he would catch them staring out the comer of
their eye, they would quickly look away when he looked at
themt Thoee e didd ecateh watehine him wosilld alwave aive
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i @ warm smile and a wave. Sometimes he would even
catch sight of someone following him when he went out on
his walks. When seen they would act as if they too werc

just out for a walk or involved in doing something else.

This was an especially confusing lime for Grandfathes
and he began to spend more and more time wandering alone
He rarely played with the other children after a while, noy
s much because they didn™t want to play with him, but he
didn’t want to play with them. He was more than content te
just wander by himself, exploring, and spending time within
himself. So 100 did he find that the elders were talking to
him much more than they had in the past. They showed more
than a keen interest in what he was doing and where he war
going. His great-grandfather was especially instrumental i
encouraging him to get ow by himsell, many times domg
the chores that Grandiather would have done

AL first, even on his longest and most remote walks.
Grandfather no longer heard any drumming or chanting.
not even along the ridge where he had originally heard
the chant, though he had been back to the same place many
times before, Once when he san on the nidge and looked
over to the Chanting Ridge, as he called it, he spotted the
old elder medicine man there. The old one sat near the exac
place he had seen the image of the old man chanting and I
wondered 1o himself if it were not the old elder who had
truly been responsible for the chant. After all, he was the
one who knew il when Grandfather had sung that chani
Yet even during the time that the older elder prayed there
there was no chanting. The only strange thing that happened
was that the elder waved back to Grandfather when he lefi
never looking around to confirm that he was there.

It was shortly after the older elder was spotted on Chanting
Ridge that Grandfather began to hear the drumming again
and soon chanting that went aleng with the cadence. It was
miles from Chanting Ridge and on a barren strip of land
where Grandfather could see for miles around. Again there
was no one to be seen from the direction that the chanting
and drumming were coming. So oo was it in the middlc
of the day and there were no shadows or obstructive land
formations to alfect his view. He listened for a long time amnl
to his astonishment it was a different drum and chant than fx
cver heard hefore Several times the drom chaneed cadence
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and even the chant was modified or changed. though he
could not clearly make out the words,

As if driven more by deep spiritual desire than by physical
means, he began to wander in the direction of the drumming.
The farther he went, the louder the drumming and chanting.
until it felt like he was surrounded by it. He sensed thai
he had somehow walked into the center of an invisible
circle, such was the way the sound surrounded him. So
oo did he begin to sense a presence of some kind, followed
by some faint and guickly disappearing images of people
moving or sitting. Then as suddenly as it all began, every
thing vanished. Grandfather was left (o the vast empliness
of the open plain and with his deep sense of confusion and
wonder. He trembled from the mtensity ol the experience
though vowed that he would not tell anyone what he had
wilnessed

For the many weeks that followed this incident, Grand
father began 1o experience drumming and chanting almosi
on @ daily basis. 5o too did he begin to encounter the images
of more and more people but they did not s¢em o wan e
communicate with him. He still did not know whether ho
was nagining all of this or whether he was having real
spiritual encounters, Still, he would not breathe a word
anyone. He was afraid of the elders’ reaction (o all of this
in fact he was alraid of any reaction at all, whether positive
or negative. He knew from what he had heard that spiritual
encounters did not come easy to people. Many would have
10 20 oul on a vision guest Lo even come in contact with the
spirit world; many more would have to be deeply involved
in a ceremony. To Grandfather it all came so casily and he
feared that it would offend those who had to work hard fo
spiritual encounters,

It was during one of Grandtather’s trips out alone wher
he was startled by a man standing alongside the path. The
image of the man was so transparent that he had to look
hard 1o Keep him in his line of sight. He stood for a long time
in fearful amazement, until the spirit approached and stood
before him. The spirit looked at him for a long moment, then
spoke. saying, “Tell the wife of Owl Man Dancing that he
15 alive, but he is badly hurt and needs help immediat=!
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found and that he should hurry and get help. With that the
spirit fell silent, then vanished.

Grandfather, without question, began running back
camp. He knew that Owl Man’s wife had been worricd
when he had not returned from a lone hunt. He was o
week overdue and she feared that he was dead. As he
approached camp, he slowed his pace to a painful walk.
being torn between telling what the spirit had told him and
not wanting to be considered a fool again. As he walked inta
camp, he decided not to say a word to anyone. That was until
he saw Owl Man’s wife erying in front of her lodge, bemg
comforted by several elders. Without hesitation he ran up
to Owl Man’s wife and blurted out what the spirit had told
i, Grandfather no longer cared at this point what anyone
would think or sav and he was more than ready for then
quesLions. _

To Grandfather's amazement, everyone began running
arousing the camp for help, and heading, without hesitation
in the direction that Grandfather was told that Owl Man
would be, Grandfather was virually left alone and people
went about their rushed business without paying any real
attention to him. He wandered ofl, wondering 1if those thal
he had told thought the person he spoke to was a real person
and not a spirit. He began to be filled with all manner of
self-doubl and thought what a fool he was going to b
when they did not find Owl Man Dancing. He decided
then to disappear from camp for a while, especially since
the scarchers would be back before nightfall.

The remaining hours of the afternvon were filled with
anguish for Grandlather as he agonized over what he had
done. He imagined that he would be considered insane, and
would certainly be left alone from that point of his life on
Certainly, the people would not banish him from his tamily
group. but he would be treated from then on very differently
As he walked in the dwindling light he was again startled
to see the same spirit standing before him as had given him
the message. The spirit smiled at Grandfather for a long
time, then finally told him that Owl Man Dancing had beer
rescued. He said that Owl Man’s leg was not broken and
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He then told Grandfather to go back to camp,

Grandfather reached camp by full dark, et the camp
seemed unusually active with singing, laughter, and unusual
activity. It was as if the entire camp was in celebration.
though it was not the time yet for any celebration that he
Knew of. As he neared the outer edges of camp he saw o
huge fire in its center with many people gathered around
it talking and laughing. There at the far end of the fire lay
Owl Man, with his head resting on his wife’s thigh. He had 4
huge peaceful grin on his face that showed his contentmeni
Others sat around him, touching him compassionately every
so oflen as they talked. Clearly it was a celebration for
the safe return of Owl Man, though Grandfather could see
his bandaged leg. To Grandiather it was a grand rehef o
know that the spint had been right, Not 'I.'.f:"ﬂ'llill‘ﬂ tor face
any questions, Grandfather slipped quietly into his great
grandfather’s lodge and fell asleep for the nighi

The next moming Grandfather slipped out of camp early
before most people were awake. He thought that it would b
better 1o let the excitement die down a bit before having 1o
tace the questions of the elders and his peers. After walking
all moming he finally headed back to camp, passing along
the way several of the younger women who were gathering
wild edible plants along the trail. They smiled at him and
said good morning, but nothing more was said, When he
returned to camp, all was as if nothing had happened, N
one pressed him for any answers, In facl, no one mentioned
the return of Owl Man at all, and definitely no one thanked
him or acknowledged his tremendous role in the safe retuny
of Owl Man. Not even Owl Man’s wife said anything othe
than to give him a warm smile. It was as if he had no pan
in it at all.

'_I”hir; Kind of treatment contused Grandfather and he began
te imagine that he may have dreamed the whole thing. This
went on for days, but finally Grandfather gave up and put the
whole thing out of his mind. Afler a few weeks passed, he had
nearly forgotten the whole incident altogether. Grandfather
retumed to his normal long walks alone, along with the
increasing frequency of spiritual encounters, but there was
no communication as had been with the spirit that had wamed
of Owl Man’s peril. Grandfather felt a little used by the spirit
world for it what had happened had not in fact been a dream.
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then they certainty were not helping him with his problem uy:
until this point. He had always heard that the spirits were
there 10 guide people, but now he felt abandoned.

Possibly, Grandfather thought, he might have done some
thing wrong that he did not know about and that is wha
angered the spirit world inio silence. The more he thoughn
about it, the more anguish he felt. Finally he just gave up and
no longer paid attention to any spiritual encounter. Anytime
;m_vthiﬁg sparitual happened he would go out of his way 10
avoid it or push it out of his mind. He just no longer cared.
the frustration had become oo much, He even began to stop
somg on walks and kept himself busy with camp chores o
learming new skills, or practicing the old ones. He wsed
the work as a mandala for clearing his mind, remaoving
s consciousness from his mind 10 his hands whenever
possible. He chose o avord the whole thing rather than o
deal with it anymore,

He noticed a concern arising from the people. especially
elders, about his behavior. They began to tell im o stop
working around camp so much and to ger om and wande:
like he used o, Some actually came close w begging o
e o, telling him that he did not look bappy. Grandbathe
had to admit to himself that he was not happy at all staying
st busy. He would rather be out wandering and exploring
on his own, but he just could not face any more spiritual
encounters. Then finally an elder approached him one mom
g and just told Grandfuther that people seeking spiritual
things were always faced with many frustrations. But they
had o leam to rise above the frustrations, and seck spiritual
wisdom at all costs. Without [urther comument the elder jusi
walked away.

This statement shocked Grandfather because it had taken
himi by surprise and had come without prompting. Most
of all, it was exactly the answer that Grandfather had
been looking for. Without delay he headed back out to
the Chanting Ridge arca and began to pray ecamestly
for the first time in many days. He poured himsel!
into his prayers like never before, asking the Creator
to forgive him for giving up so easily. He also begged
forgiveness of the spirit world, and begged them to help
him. He stated that he wanted to know this world more
than anything clse he had ever wanted in his life, and
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that he would from that moment on dedicate his life
to that guest.

As soon as those words were uttered he heard the chanting
once again, clearer than he had ever envisioned before. As he
opencd his eyes from the place of prayer he was amazed to
see the original old man who had stood on Chanting Ridge
standing before him. Next to him sat a drummer, Keeping
a slow methodical beat while smiling at Grandfather. The
old man stopped chanting and lovingly put his hand on
Grandfather’s small shoulder. His touch was soothing and
CGrandfather felt hus spirit surge with excitement. The old
one said. “Tell the elders that yvou are now ready. and give
the old one who sang my chant this.” as he motioned to
the ground by Grandtather’s feet. Then suddenly all images
were gone, leaving Grandfather alone, staring al the empty
ground.

Grandfather was truly amazed and shaken by the encoun-
ter. Yet looking at the ground, all he saw was earth and had
no idea as to what the old man had pointed to. Grand-
father knelt on the ground and looked closely at where
the Chanting Man had pointed. There, almost completely
buried, was a buffalo effigy that was once part of a necklace.
He carefully dug out the effigy and tried to preserve the
strap, but it had rotted to dust. The cffigy looked very old
to Grandfather and he knew that he had to see the clders
without further delay. He rushed back to camp without fear
of any ridicule for he knew in his heart that Chanting Man,
as Grandtather now called him, spoke the truth.

He walked into camp with a purpose in his stride, so
much so that some of the people stopped what they were
doing and watched him pass by. He walked directly to the
elders” meeting lodge and paused at the door. He heard his
great-grandfather’s voice call to him to come in, Somehow
it did not shock Grandfather that they knew he was coming.
Grandfather stepped inside the lodge and was confronted by
many of the elders sitting in a vast circle around a small
fire. Shafts of sunlight poured through the smoke hole and
made the room look mysterious, filled with a shadowy mix
of smoke. The elders all looked at Grandfather, seemingly
excited over what he was about to say.

Grandfather approached the elder who had sung the chant
along with Grandfather many months earlier. He stood for a
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long moment. trembling, then finally said, “Chanting Man
told me to tell you that I am now ready, and he gave me this
o give 1o j.'{‘lli,:" as he reached out and handed the clder the
buffalo efficy. He sensed the deep hush in the room as the
elder closely examined the effigy. The entire group, includ-
ing Great-grandfather Coyote Thunder, seemed to wait n
breathless anticipation for- what the old man would say. No
ane was more filled with anxiety than was Grandfather at
this point. He actually felt his knees shaking, such was the
intensity of his anticipation. .

Finally the elder spoke, saying, “Once again the boy
speaks the truth. It was as we all had s:uspgwd. This effigy
was that of my great-grandfather, Chanting Man. and he
also knew the words of his sacred spirit chant. It seems that
we were all correct, The spirits have chosen this young one
and now we must begin teaching him immediately. He has
passed the test of dedication, and now he seems ready.”
With those words the elder tumed to Grandfather and said,
“We left you alone for a long time after we realized that you
pﬂHRUHSCJ the gift. We wanted you to have room 1o grow
spiritually on your own, and everyone knew 1o give you that
aloneness. Now it is time for more aloneness and a !a}nglhard
path, which you have already resolved yoursell to taking.”
With those words Grandfather left the lodge knowing that he
was somehow different from most others, listening always
to the drumming that no one else can hear.

What 1 learned from Grandfather was that 1 had to also
follow the distant drums, regardless of what society thought
about the validity of spiritual things. 1 knew that II"J'-'I'.}Llld not
be accorded the luxury that Grandfather had, iving among
highly spiritual people, so I had to take greater care in €ov-
ering my tracks spiritually. He taught me that just because
others did not listen to or understand the workings of the
arander spiritual world, it did not mean that 1 should turn
my back on my path and my vision. After all, it was obvious
that this modern world where I lived was far different from
his. In this society things would never be accepted that could
not be proven by the flesh. I also realized that if we as a
people are to ever emerge from the flesh to the rapture
of true spiritual enlightenment. then we must nurture the
calling of the spirits.



3

The Stone Vision

Rick and | were camping near the top of a high dome in the
Pine Barrens that we called Fossil Hill. Our main ambition
on this particular camp out was not to practice our survival
or tracking skills, but to explore the areas around the hill.
We were especially interested in collecting more fossils
for our collection. This hill was rich in the type of gravel
beds where fossils could be found. Mostly the fossils were
formed during the time that the Pine Barrens lay under the
ocean, thus they were fossils of siall shells, coral, and other
fragments of marine life. We would lie on these gravel beds
for hours, meticulously searching out the best stones. We
would become so engrossed in what we were doing at times
ihat we would be completely oblivious to anything going on
around us. This day was no exception.

Though there was rarely a competition between Rick and
me as we learned the skills of survival, tracking. and aware-
ness, there was a competition when it came o collecting
skulls and fossils. Our individual collections were so enor-
mous that they had moved beyond the confines of our rooms
and began to collect in the basement and in the attic. At

45



16 Tom Brown. Jr.

tines our competition becarme so herce that we would fight
over skulls or fossils that we both saw al the same timc.
In our minds, our wealth was measured in the size of our
collections and the rarity of its pieces. Many times before
we began a collecting expedition such as this one. we would
have to lay down ground rules that dictated when and where
we could collect. This would prevent us from infringing the
other’s territon

Stll setting aside all competition, Rick and 1 would work
together and help cach other, holding mock conferences as
to how we could approach a possible fossil-rich area. The
excitement of one of us finding a rare fossil in good shape
became the other’s excitement. We probably found more jon
m finding a uny fossil than did an archacologist finding the
complete skeleton of a wooly mane mammoth. Lying on ow
bellies and exploring the micro landscape of gravel would
produce hundreds of adventures and bursts of excitement in
a single day. By sunset, Rick and 1 would be exhausted from
all the excitement, though neither of us would have moved
maore than ten feet in eight hours. Our eves would burn and
our heads would pound with pain from looking so close
Our boadies were stift, cut. and scraped from lying in the
stones. But the joy and satisfaction transcended all pa

On this particular camp out, we had collected all duy
Friday and most of the day Saturday. Now on Sunday, we
were back 1o work again in the lower beds. Our collecting
bags bulged with all thal we had found. As we lay on
our bellies and searched the ground we discussed the work
of identification and labeling that lay ahead. This would
certainly keep us busy on the many school nights that we
were not allowed out after dark. The care and maintenance
of our collections were always a source of escape when
we were confined to the house. Our conversation drifted
o many topics that moming, bul as usual 1 terminated with
the discussion ol finding the “mother lode

In our imagination, the “mother lode” lay somewher
beneath us. It was an illusory bed of fossils that were unex-
posed, whole, and rare. This bed would contain hundreds
of fossils where we could not pick them up fast enough.
We talked about how we would explore such a bed. how
we would collect the stones, and ultimately the travois we
would have to build just to get the fossils back to our homes.
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In the few shor years and the many hours we had been
collecting fossils we had yet to find such a place, but we
knew they had o exist. In many of our archaeological books
there was reference made 1o these special places, yel try as
we might, we could not find one. We couldn’t even come
close. At best we would find two or three fossils lying in
the same small area, and that was considered a rare lind
The more we talked about this "mother lode” the more ow
passion grew for finding il

As we were lying on the ground, Grandfather came by
10 watch what we were doing. He called fossils “talking
stones,” and told us that they were the voice of the past.
He too showed a definite fascination with the fossils but
would never collect them. Instead. he would find a good
fossil and admire 1t for hours, studying it at every possible
angle. At times he would press the stone Lo his cheek, taste
it, or hold it 10 his ear and listen. 1 imagined that he was
actually listening to some faint voice that we could not
hear. To me it actoally appeared as if he were lalking to
the fossil and listening w what it had 1o say, such were his
actions. 1 always captivated me 1o watch him sit for hours
with a single stone. while we greedily gathered so many.
He always appeared so satisfied with just one. :

What was so perplexing to me was the way that _f_umnd—
father would find a fossil, He didn’t have to lic on his belly
and search for hours as we did. Instead he would walk
nght over 1w a stone and pick 1t up. It was as if he saw
the stone from many feet away and knew nght where to
vo. What was most exasperating was that he would alway:
find the most beautiful and whole fossil, one that could
easily become our most prized picce. This day was no
exception; no sooner had he arrived at the fossil bed:
when he walked over and picked up a stone. Rick ano
I immediately guit what we were doing and ran over
see what he tound. We knew from past experience that
would have to be beautiful. As we gazed into his hands and
at the stone 1 gasped. It was a perfect fossil of &
trilobite. ‘

This made me a little angry and frustrated, for in the
few years that | had been milccling fossils 1 only found
a partial trilobite and even that was in poor shape. Now
Grandfather’s hands lay a perfect specimen. It baffled me a-
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to how he could walk right over to an area | had searched
the previous day and pick up such a stone. It was as if the
stone were calling to him. We cach begeed Grandfather for
the fossil when he was done with it, and Grandfather could
sense the tension growing between Rick and me. He looked
at the stone, then at us, and then bent over and picked up
another stonc just in front of us. He then handed me the
stone he had just picked up and the trilobite stone to Rick.
My eyes began to fill with tears of disappointment until 1
looked at the stone that Grandfather had handed to me. It
was another trilobite as good if not better than the one he
handed to Rick. | was amazed.

Rick looked at me with a smug expression on his face,
as if to say he had gotten the prize, that is until he saw the
JoyTul expression on my face. He walked over to me and we
compared stones, trading them back and forth so that cach
of us could savor the beauty of each other’s stone. We could
not believe how easily Grandfather had found the stones.
and lying right next to each other. We both looked at cach
other and simultancously said “mother lode™ and dropped io
our knees, cagerly searching the ground where Grandfather
had found the stones. We searched the area vigorously fon
the better part of an hour but could not find a single fossil.
Grandfather watched from afar, giggling to himsell abow
our frustrated searching antics.

Finally, after satisfying ourselves that there were no more
fossils in that area we wandered over to where Grandfather
was sitling. To our utter amazement he was st udying another
perfect trilobite fossil. We could not believe that Grand-
father had so casily found another: it was impossible. |
thought to myself that if I could learmn what Grandfather’s
secret was for finding these fossils, I would become fossil
rich. Sheepishly, I asked Grandfather what he did to always
find such beautiful fossils. He smiled at me knowingly and
said, I talk 10 the stones and 1 hear them call my name. The
stones then tell me where the best are to be found.”

“But how do I learn how 1o talk to stones?” T asked.

Grandfather smiled again and said, *You must first give
your life to the stones, then and only then will vou begin
to understand their language.” 1 asked Grandfather what
he meant when he said 1o give my life to the stones. and
that is when he told me his story of the talking stones.
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When Grandfather was still quite young, and long before
he became a man in the eyes of his cullure, he leamed the
wisdom of the talking stones. Grandfather was always more
than impassioned with learning the practical skills of surviv-
al. rracking, and awareness, but he could see no connection
between those physical skills and the wisdom of the spiri
Though he had often heard the elders say that survival was
the doorway 1o the earth, and awareness was the doorway 1o
the spirit, he still could not fully understand the connection
between flesh and spirit. There was something that was
missing in the connection, something that he had to leam
before he could fuse the consciousness of flesh and spirit
He knew thal there was a connection, an answer, but he did
not know how or where 1o look

For more than a year, Grandfather had been commu-
micating with the world of spirit, but he still lacked tha
deep connection o the entities of creation. He could nom
understand why it had been so easy for him to communicate
with the spirit world and why it was so difficult for him 1o
conmmune with the world of nature. In his mind, it should
be the opposite way. Certainly he could feel the conneq-
tion, but that connection came hard. Communication was
always random and incomplete at best. He so often heard the
elders speak of “the-spirit-that-moves-through-all-things,” &
collective consciousness that we are at once part of and
“one” with, yet he could only touch it at times and neve)
fully communicate with its power. The elders, however,
could fully communicate with the trees, the plants, the
ammals, and all entities of the earth.

Grandfather began to grow very frustrated with his search
for the connection, for the voice of creation. He would si
for hours, sometimes for days, in front of a rock. a trec.
or a body of water, but nothing would speak to him. He
felt that the world of physical creation was ignoring hini
The herbalists of his clan told him that they knew whal
a plant was to be used for by simply asking the plani.
but no plant scemed to speak to Grandfather, at least no
when he wanted them to. Here too the communications were
random and rare, only coming to him when he absolutely
needed 1o know. It seemed to take almost a life or death
situation before anything would talk to his heart. His search
for answers became a lesson in desperation and frustration.
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to a point where he could think of nothing else.

In utter desperation, Grandfather finally approached his
great-grandfather and told him of his plight. He had hesi-
tated for so long in going to the elders, for he feared that they
would think him inept. Afier all, he had so freely commu-
mcated with the spirit world and now would possibly look
foolish because he could not 1alk to the entities of creation
He told Great-grandiather Covote Thunder of all the times
he had tried and failed to communicate with the varions
trees, rocks, plants, and animals, and of how miserably he
had fatled. Coyote Thunder listened attentively and patiently
to Grandfather’s plight, smiling at him lovingly. Then after a
long moment he told Grandfather thal he would have (o give
fus hite over 1o the rocks. He said. *The rocks are the oldest
and wisest people, for they are the bones ol Earth Mother
from which all soils and all life comes. It is the rocks and
stones you musi seek for vour answers.”

Grandfather had no idea of what Coyote Thunder meam
when he told him o give his life 1o the rocks. Contemplating
the rocks. he decided o take what he called a “stone vision
quest.” Possibly this is what Coyole Thunder meant when e
told him 1o give his life 1o the stones. After all, he assumed
that the vision quest was like dyving, and if he could surround
himsell with rocks and stones. then it would be like giving
his life over to the rocks. He searched for days. looking fol
1ust the nght location for this gquest. He decided that it was
not enough to just be surrounded by rocks, but he had 1o
be " the rocks. To be “in™ the rocks he knew that he
would have to find a cave and do his vision quest there
That way. he would in essence give his life to the rocks,
or 50 he thought.

Alter several days ol scarching he found just the right
cave, It was very small, and high up on a mesa. He wa:
barely able to fit his body through the opening, Grandlathe
could not stand or even sit in the cave, for the only way hie
could remain mside was to lie on his back. Even then, he
could not turm over unless he went outside the cave and
reentered in the position he wanted to lie in. He thought
that this would bring him the closest he could ever come
to being “in” a rock. His flesh would fuse with that of the
rock, such was the confinement of the cave. In essence, it
was like lying in a rock coffin. So too was the crawl into
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the cave very long and difficult. It would take Grandfathe:
more than an hour to force his way to the back of the cave.
There was no light after the first bend, and he had to feel his
way into the depth. He prayed the first time that he went in
that there were no rattlesnakes along his route.

After several days of fasting and praying about his vision
quest, he left before first light. It was difficolt to climb up
the face of the mesa in the dark, and he had to feel s
way o the mouth of the cave. Grandfather had o listen
attentively before placing his hands on any ledge, for fear of
4 raltlesnake resting there. Any slip would surely mean s
death, but his determination to quest transcended any few
It took him several hours of climbing before he reached the
cave, and then he was so exhausted from the climb and from
the previous days of fasting that he trembled with fatigue
All he could do was to lie at the entrance in utter exhaustion
and pray, such was his pain. It was first light before he could
even bring himself 1o enter the cave.

The crawl into the cave ok far longer than he ever imag
med. AL the first wim, he encountered a coiled rattlesnake
He had to wait utterly motionless until it finally slipped by
tum and out to the entrance. As Grandfather slowly worn
crawled lis way to the back of the cave, all of the difficulty
he thus far encountered began to weigh heavy on his mind
It did not feel right to be there, In fact, it hadn’t felt right
since the beginning steps of his quest. But he knew of no
other way 1o give his life over 1o the rocks. It seemed
thai even the very cave itself wanted to vomit him out
Even after reaching the back of the cave, he could not ger
comfortable. It took several imes going in and oul just 1
find a tolerable position. but even then he found it ver
difficult to breathe.

It seemed that everything from that poinl on tried to
drive him from the cave. At first, difficulty in breathing
had to be overcome, and only after shifting his position
for another time was he able to get enough air Now past
his body to make breathing tolerable. In the depths of the
cave it was very cold and he found it almost impossible to
stay warm without shivering. He could not see at all, such
was the darkness, and it was impossible to gauge the tim
of day, or even whether it was day or night. Finally, the
going and coming of various animals in the cave entrance
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kept Grandlather on edge. Several times he thought that he
heard the slithering of a snake and twice he heard a definite
raftling at his feet. Still, he was determined to stay in the
tomb of the cave.

He thought that it was not the fact that he shouldn’t
be questing in the cave, or doing something wrong, but
more that the rocks wanted to test him to sce if he was
worthy of their wisdom. It was an utter hell for every little
annoyance distracted him from his quest. At limes the tight
conditions created an intense claustrophobia that took him
to the edge of panic. He fought hard at times just to stay put.
He knew that this panic would only distract him more than
anything else he had yet encountered and that panic became
his biggest mental fight. This struggle against distraction
seemed endless, where even sleep became impossible. He
had no wea how long he had been in the cave, but it felt
like days had passed by. Logically, however, he knew that
he could not have been in the cave for over half a day.

He found that by holding his head hard against the side
ol the cave he could see past his body and toward the mouth
of the cave. He could make out a faint light coming through
the entrance ol the cave, and he knew that it must be just
high sun. He then realized that he had only been in the
cave for several hours, not days, and the disappointment
that swept over him was almost unbearable, It was not in his
consciousness to ever give up and soon his despair turned
to-an almost violent determination. As far as he was con-
cerned he resolved to remain in the cave even if he did
not get any spiritual communication from the rocks. His
determination tended to border on uncontrollable anger at
himself for giving in so easily. If torture is what he had
to go through to get any wisdom, then torture he would
endure.

It seemed that when Grandfather became determined to
stay in the cave no matter what he had to endure, the dis-
tractions lost their power over him. He could think more
clearly and for the first time he felt a certain peace. Time
then seemed to slip by unnoticed as his mind wandered over
all manner of questions about the rocks. In fact, the next
time that he looked toward the cave's entrance, there was
no light at all. Not even the stirring of a rattlesnake shook
him anymore. After all, if a rattlesnake did bite him, then
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it had to be for a reason and he no longer cared of the
consequences or fear of such a bite. Instead, the slithering
sound and the intermittent rattles seemed more. like music
than a threal. It was only when the snake struck and the
unseen prey squeaked, that it shook his concentration.

He watched the faint light come and go from the cave's
entrance. Though he did not actually know how many days
had passed, he assumed it had been at least two. Though he
did not sleep at all, it was hard at this point for him to discemn
between waking and sleeping. The sensory depnivation of
the cave became so overwhelming that he not only lost
time and place at times, but lost his perspective between
vision, dream, and reality. At times he remembered being
very lucid and alert, but most times he cxisted in some
other state of dulled consciousness. Even alter he fell into
his first deep sleep, there was still no sharp line between
reality and the surreal. Eventually he gave into trying to
discern between awake and asleep and no longer allowed
himself that luxury of knowing.

At the point of what he thought was the third day he
heard a rapping sound coming from outside the cave. Al
first he did not know what the sound was, such was the
intensity of the echo inside the cave. But upon listening
carefully he decided it was the sound of two rocks being
hit together. This sound kept up for a long time. At first
it was very rhythmical and lulled him into a stupor. but
eventually the sound became erratic and annoying, After
a while it became hard for him to concentrate on anything
else and his anger began to return. The more the hammering
kept up, the angrier Grandfather got. He began to imagine
that it was some of the very young children from camp,
playing around the base of the mesa. He tried to -seream
out, but the sound continued.

Exasperated and angry, Grandfather began to back his
way oul to the entrance of the cave. He thought that if he
was to ever be able to get in touch with the rock people he
would first have to put an end to the hammering. Finally
al the entrance of the cave, eyes burning from the glare of
daylight, he looked across the bottom of the clitf. There was
no one to be seen and the noise had disappeared altogether.
He began to wonder if he imagined the sound, but as soon as
he began to crawl back into the cave, the sound resumed.
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Gazing out across the landscape again. he reahzed that the
origin of the sound was not from the ground but from the
top of the mesa. He shouted out again, but the sound con-
tinued. Infuriated and more frustrated than ever, he crawled
to the top of the mesa, determined to vell at the children for
disturbing his guest.

As he finally reached the top of the mesa, he was sur-
prised not to find children, but one of the elders of the ¢lan,
working on some stone tools. With his anger dissipating
now, he began to approach the elder in a humble way. He
was gong to tell the elder of what he was trying 10 do and
to ask him kindly to work in another location, though he
did not want to seem disrespectful. As he approached the
old man working stone. the elder looked up at him and
smiled warmly. Without waiting for Grandfather 1o speak,
the elder said. 1 knew that | would find you here” His
words ook Grandfather by surprise, but he said nothing,
The elder spoke again, saying, “You must give your life to
the rocks, not die within the rocks.” and with that the old
one handed Grandfather a cutting tool that had been chipped
from stone. Without another word the old one walked away
and left Grandlather to s silent contemplation

Grandfather was dumbstruck, He was amazed that the
old one was actually looking for him. Confusion began
to saturate his every thought. What did the elder mean by
giving himself to the rocks rather than dying within the
rocks? Could all of this frustration in the cave have been
from the fact that he was going about this in the wrong way?
Was it that he had misunderstood what Coyote Thunder had
originally told him? And whal did the elder mean anyway
by giving his life to the rocks? The clue, he realized, mus
be in the stone cutting tool that the old one had given to
him. It was then that Grandfather realized what they had
meant. By giving his life to the rocks, he had to rely solely
on the rocks for his survival. It was obvious to him now and
he felt so stupid for not understanding in the first place.

Without delay or returning to the encampment, he wan-
dered out onto the desert, carrying only the stone that the
elder had given 1o him. After he was out of sight of the cave
he removed his loincloth, his bone knife, and the small bag
he always carried with him. This would be the first time in
his life that he would have to face a full survival situation
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without any tools. Usually on his excursions into the wil-
demess he would carry with him his bag and his knife, bu
now he faced the wildemess naked. So too did he decide
that he would have to also leave the stone tool that the old
man had given to him. That way he would have no ready
advamage and have to make everything from scratch, even
his most basic tools,

Certainly he was well versed in the survival skills, but
this would be the first time he ventured oul with nothing.
His survival excursions had been limited to a few days at
best. and even then they were under controlled conditions.
In & way. Grandfather was a little apprehensive, because
he doubted his own skill. He feli so frail and insignificant
as he entered the vasiness of the desert. So too was this
wildemess one of the most formidable that he had ever
known. The longer he walked. the more vulnerable and alone
he felt. He began to doubt his own skill till eventually his
apprehension turned 1o fear. Still, he was determined to
learn the wisdom of the stones. After all, he had since
wasted two or three days in the cave, and that made him
ore determined not o wasle any more time.

Cince Grandfather found a suitable place 1o survive, he
sl about building a shelter and finding a source of water.
Near 1o where he built his shelier he found a damp area
near the bottom of a mesa. There he was able to dig down
# few inches and the water began to seep in. Now all he
had 1o concern himself with was to build a fire and find
tood. He knew that with sheler and water he could stay
alive for many days. bui it he was to last out more than
that he would have o take care of the other necessities
That s when he knew that he would now have to give his
lhife over to the rock people. His chore then was to find and
torm a rock that would help him to carve the materials he
would need 1o make a hand drill. As he searched out the
perfeet rock, he began to realize that without that rock he
would never be able to make a fire and it would be difficull
it not impossible to build the hunting weapons and traps he
would need to gather food.

He searched all aficrnoon, but all the rocks were ma
miles back at the mesa area. All that surrounded him were
endless sands and chunks of soft rocks that easily crumbled
when he attempted to hammer them to shape. As dusk began
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1o overtake the land, he grew desperate and tried 1o make his
hand-drill fireboard and drill with the crumbling rocks, but
to no avail. He even attempted, as the lTast light disappeared
from the sky, to bite the picces into shape. At best, he was
able to bite a crude cut in the drill, but one that he knew
would not work. He realized at this point that he would
have to spend the night withoul fire and with no food. It
was too dark now to wander off into the landscape and find
any edible wild plants. He knew that he should have brought
the stone cutting tool with him that the elder had given him.
He should have known that he would not be able to find
suitable tools this far out in the sand lands.

The next moming after a miserable night with fitful sleep
and chilling temperatures, Grandfather set out to find the
chipped tool that the elder had given to him. The desert
had grown very cold that night and the shelter that he had
bwilt was designed to have a fire inside. He knew that he
would have to find the stone or spend another miserably
cold night in his shelter. It took him several hours to reach
the place where he remembered leaving the stone, but upon
his arrival he could not find it at all. He searched along
his path, but still he could not find any trace of where
he had left it on the previous day. The stone had virtual-
ly disappeared altogether, His search began to take on a
desperation as the day moved into dusk, It quickly became
obvious to Grandfather that he would have to spend the
niglﬁ where he was, and abandon his search for the stone
until the next day.

Night was moving in fast and Grandfather knew thai he
would have to hurry to build a shelter that would ward off
the chilling night air of the desert. The area he was in was
devoid of any suitable vegetation that could be used for a
shelter. Most of what he found was sparse. If only he could
make a fire, he would be at least able to survive the night
with a relative degree of comfort. Giving up the possibility
of making a shelter he decided instead to [ashion a hand
drill and try again to make a fire. He broke bits of dead
brush and tried desperately to bite the drill into shape, but
to no avail. He tried to cut the notch into the fireboard, but
every fragment of stone he found soon crumbled into dust.
He tried to make the fire with the crude apparatus time and
time again but failed even to get smoke. If he were to survive
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the night he would have to find some fragment of stone tha
would work.

Shivering in full darkness, he lay on his belly and began
to run his hands deep into the sands, searching for even the
smallest stone. Temperatures began to plunge even colder
than on the previous night and he began to shiver uncon-
trollably. Normally he would Fair much better but with the
previous days of fasting his energy was dangerously low. i
became clear that he might not be able to survive the night
and there was no doubt that he would have to find a stone
or perish. He could not venture a walk hack 1o the mesa, for
he would be dead before momning. He had to conserve what
little energy he had left. The only thing that stood between
him and death was to find a stone, any stone, large or small.
that could be used to cut wood without crumbling.

With trembling hands he began to intensify his feching
search of the sands. He was now reaching a point of panic.
for the sands would produce nothing but the crumbling
stones that he had used before. Several times he would
find larger pieces of sandstone, but even they were of no
use when he tried to file the notch into the fireboard. Tears
began to pour from his eyes as he cried out 1o the Creator
for help, but it seemed that even the spirit world had turned
its back on him. He felt so alone and vulnerable, and the
frailty of his life seemed to be magnified by his fast approach
to freezing to death. In the darkness, he could feel his
mind swirl with all manner of thought, nearing nightmare
or hallucination. Shapes began to move across the distant
landscape and he had to shake his head to make them
disappear. He could barely hold on to consciousness.

It was at this point of panic and hallucination that he
began to remember why he was here. It was to give his
life to the stones so that he could eventually understand
their communication. He cried out into the dark, asking the
unscen stones to help him live. It was then that Grandfather
noticed a faint sparkle in the distant sands. It was as if &
small fragment of star had fallen to earth and illuminated
the sands. He feebly crawled to the small sparkle of light.
He tried repeatedly to shake his head and drive away the
hallucination, but the sparkle continued. As he drew closer
he saw that the sparkle was coming from a large piece of
sandstone. Picking it up to examine it with his fingers, he
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found that embedded in the sandstone was a small hard
pebble, the kind that could be used to cut a notch. Though
this fittle stone was far smaller than he would have liked
he had to attempt to use it for the cutting,

He broke away the sandstone and dislodged the small
pebble. To his delight, it had a sharp edge along one side.
Though the edge was only the length of his pinky nail, he
knew that with a little time and effort he would be able to
cut the notch. He knew that time was what he had very little
of so he quickly located the fircboard and began abrading
away the notch. His shivering made the work very difficult
and at times he could not hold on to the stone hard enough
lo gnakc it cut. He talked 1o the stone unconsciously, asking
it for help, and thanking it profusely with each good cutting
stroke. Finally, almost near the edge of utter exhaustion,
the notch was finished. With his last remaining strength.
Grandfather began to spin the hand drill and within moments
began 1o get smoke.

He could feel the excitement and relief begin to emerge
from deep within him as he began to blow the tinder into
Rame. Tears filled his eyes as the tinder exploded and
hirelight flickered. Debris and sticks were added to the
tinder and he could feel the warmth of the fire cutting
deep into the cold of the night. As he felt his body grow
warmer and the shivering stop, he held the stone to the
firelight and thanked it profusely. That tiny little chip of
stone had saved his life and for the first time he felt a
definite communication between himsell and the stone that
bordered on love. Grandfather finally understood what the
elders meant by giving his life to the stones. This night, so
close to the edge of death, he had truly given his life over
to the stone, and it had saved his life.

Grandfather spent the next several days on the desert, He
began to find the proper stones casily, for he was beginning
to understand their Fanguage. He used the stones to help him
build fires, make traps, prepare wild edible plants, and do
so many other things. Grandfather finally understood that
without the stones he would quickly perish, and deep inside
a bond was formed, a bond of love and understanding for the
stone people. That night, in a real way, the stone had spoken
to him and sent him a sparkle of light in the cold darkness.
Grandfather could feel that this communication was just the
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beginning of what would intensify and last a lifetime. One
could not hope to speak to stones and understand their voice
unless that bond was formed. That bond came from life al
the edge of death.

As Grandfather told us the story of the stone, he took a
tiny stone from his neck bag and handed it 1o me. I knew
that this was the stone that had first saved his life. Though
[ had seen that stone so many times before, this was the first
time | could truly understand what that little pebble meant
to Grandfather. Up until then 1 thought it was just some
strange and ugly keepsake. | also began to understand how
Grandfather knew where to find the best fossils. All he had
to do was to ask the stones and they would call his name. |
knew that someday soon 1 would also have to give my life
1o the stones before | could ever understand their language
or hear their voices. For me, the story of the stone would for-
ever change my life. Stones for me became a living entity,
so critical for survival, 5o important to understanding the
deeper mysteries of life and spirit.
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The Tree Speaks

Late one afternoon | was searching for a sapling that could
be used for an arrow shafi. 1 was deep in the brush by the
edge of the swamp near camp, and the searching process
was difficult. I could have easily busted through the brush
and broken things out of my way, but that was not Grand-
father’s way. We had to travel through the landscape like a
shadow, disturbing as little as possible. We had been taughi
to be very careful in our travels, so unlike most people
who crushed and destroyed things in their path without a
second thought. We were taught that our impact on the
land should be kept to a minimum, moving with the earth
instead of against it. So my search became a combination
of gymnasticlike movements and all manner of contortions
just to move around things.

| had been meticulously searching for the better part of
the afternoon when 1 finally came upon the perfect small
sapling that 1 needed for the shaft. As I had been taught, |
thanked the sapling for its life and teaching, then prayed to
the Creator in appreciation for the gift of this life. 1 knew
that each entity had a right to live and that each entity had
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4 spirit. | had learmed long ago that there were no greater
or lesser spirits. All were equal. The spirit of the ant was
as important as a bear and the spirit of a blade of grass
was as important as that of an owl. There was no spiritu-
al arrogance in my heart, for [ knew that all things were
connected through the-spirit-that-moves-through-all-things.
This fabric that makes up the collective consciousness of
the life force makes all equal. Thus killing the sapling was
like killing one of my own family

After 1 had cut the sapling and begun o weave my way
carcfully out of the brush, | noticed that Grandfather was
watching me from the edge of camp. 1 had no idea how long
he had been there, but 1 assumed it was quite a while. T began
1o grow a little self-conscious. because he appeared 10 be a
little disturbed by my actions. 1 began to wander back n
my mind through the whole collecting process. | wondered
il I had overlooked something or done something wrong. |
knew that T had been very careful with my movements, and
even more careful with the cutting of the sapling. Somehow
] had done something wrong. 1 just instinctively knew it and
my instinct was compounded now by the look on Grand-
father’s face.

I approached him sheepishly, like a naughty child who
had been caught breaking some unknown rule. My guilt
became almost overwhelming as 1 drew closer and his eves
pierced my very soul. I self-consciously asked him it 1 had
done something wrong. or if [ had upset him in any way.
The look of stern accusation vanished from Grandfather’s
face and he began to smile. | was confused, for | was sure
that he was dissatisfied with something that 1 had done. He
smiled at me for a long moment, then finally said, “So you
do somehow understand that vou are guilty of breaking
nature’s laws. T can see it in your actions.” | asked him
what 1 had done wrong, for surely 1 had followed all of the
spiritual and natural laws in the collecting of the sapling.
He smiled again, and said, “It was not enough.”

This statement really shocked me because T was certain
that 1 had done everything he had shown me to do when
collecting. My actions did not harm the earth and my heart
had fully been in my prayers. I could not understand what
Grandfather had mcant when he said that it was not enough.
Without waiting for me to ask the question, Grandfather
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said, “As | told you, we are caretakers of the earth. It is nof
enough to just remove the sapling and feel the thanksgiving,
but there must be more, much more. Long ago, | told you the
story of two men that were to go out and collect saplings for
a bow. You only understood part of the story and have not
fully become the caretaker. The meaning of your life here
has not been fulfilled, for you have done only part of the
work that needed to be done ™

My mind raced back to the story that Grandfather had
told me about the two men collecting bow staves. It was
during a time when I had asked Grandfather if survival was
detrimental to the carth. I had envisioned survivalists much
like a swarm of locusts that devoured and hurt the carth.
That is the way that most people looked at survival and I had
to question Grandfather to see if it were true. It made me feel
very gailty that I might be hurting the earth through survival
living. Grandfather told me that there were two types of sur-
vival: that of the white man and that of the Native American.
He said that the white man’s survival hurt the earth. but the
Native American survival helped the earth. He then told me
the story of the two men collecting bow staves. to illustrate
how different these types of survival were,

He said that when a white man needed a bow stave, he
would just go out onto the land and take the finest and
straightest sapling he could find. He cared litile about what
impact it would have on the land, nor did he care what he
would leave for the future. As far as the white man was
concerned. nature was put there for his use and his abuse
Land, water. animals, or plants did not matter. He fulfilled
only his own needs with no thought to future generations or
nature in general. Survival to the white man was a struggle
hetween himself and nature. He felt that he was above the
laws of creation and had dominion over the land. This sur-
vival destroyed the earth then and continues into the future,
The white man's legacy has been adopted now by the global
sociely, a society of people that kills its grandchildren to
feed its children.

Grandfather said that when the Native American went
out to collect a bow stave it was far different from the
consciousness of the white man. First, the Native American
had to have an extreme need for the bow stave. Then the
collecting trip would be proceeded by periods of fasting and
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praying. After all it was not as simple as just cutting down
a tree, for he would be taking the life of his brother. He
would then go out onto the land and begin his search. He
was not looking for the solitary saplings that grew straight
and tall. Instead, he would search the groves of saplings that
were in competition with each other. He knew that in their
struggle for soil and sunlight many would die and others
would be badly bruised and injured as the years passed. It
left alone the forest would not be strong and healthy.

When such a grove was found he would search it thor-
oughly, looking for the ideal sapling. It would not be the
straightest and tallest. Instead, it would be one thal was
dying or would eventually be crowded out by the other
saplings. He would then ask himself if the land would be
left better by removing the sapling. If so. then he would
ask what kind of legacy would he leave for his children
and grandchildren. Would it be a strong and healthy forest?
Only when those questions were answered In a positive
way would he eventually cut the sapling. Even then there
miust be the prayers of thanksgiving. His was the attitude of
the caretaker, helping nature to grow better, stronger, and
faster. He could do in a short period of time what would
take nature years to accomplish, That was his purpose: to
help and nurture creation, not to destroy il

I had understood Grandfather’s story about being a care-
taker very well and 1 always followed that consciousness
in collecting, but 1 could not understand what Grandfather
meant when he said that it was not enough. What was |
doing wrong, or not doing? Again, without waiting for mg
to ask the question, Grandfather said, "It 15 not enough to
just take that sapling. Your vision is in a tunnel. You must
look beyond the sapling and see what else should be done
in the arca to make the forest healthy. By taking care of a
small part and not the whole, you are not doing enough.
Your work as a carc¢taker has not been completed. Tt is also
not enough to be the caretaker only when you are collecting
something for survival, You must be the caretaker all of the
time, whether collecting or not,”

“But isn't that like playing God?” I asked Grandfather.

He said, “In a way it is, but we are only following the
instructions of the Creator. After all, that is why we are
here on the earth, to care for nature, not destroy it. You
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must take things from nature to live, that is a given facl.
but it is the way that we take those things and the end
results. both immediate and in the future, that make us
carctakers.” 1 thought about what Grandfather was saying.
and 1 knew it to be true, but I could not be sure if we were
truly following the wisdom and direction of the Creator.
That is when Grandfather told me the story of the old tree
and how he learned the wisdom of the carctaker.

It was just after Grandfather learned the wisdom of giving
his life to the rocks, when he learned the lesson of being a
caretaker. He was now learning to fully communicate with
not only the rock people, but many other entities of the earth
He would sit for hours with a plant, rock, or animal that he
had been drawn to through inner vision, He would event-
ually begin to understand their silent language conveyed
(o him through the-spirit-that-moves-through-all-things. The
language, he quickly learned, was not in the tongues of man,
but through the language of the heart, These communications
would come to him through waking visions, dreams, signs.
symbols, and feelings. At first these things were difficult to
understand, but with practice they becamne as casy as any
spoken language.

On this particular occasion, Grandfather was seated
beneath an old and weathered tree, a iree that the elders
called “The Grandfather.” He had always admired the tree
and felt compelled to go to it often, though there had not
yet been any communication. It was a joy for him just
to visit it regularly. He expected no communication from
something as powerful as this respected old monarch. It
would always fill him with such a sense of peace and
contentment just to sit by its aged trunk. To him it became
a symbol of nature’s awesome power. Its sheer age and
size made Grandfather humble and in awe. Even without
any communication he could feel a bond forming between
himself and the tree, a friendship that reached beyond all
definition of fellowship.

Even though this old tree did not communicate with
Grandfather he would still spend hours talking to it. He
would discuss his problems with the tree, tell it of his
adventures, ask its advice, and tell it of his triumphs and
failures. He always felt so much better after talking to the
tree and many times he found that he would gain answers
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and insights into problems by just discussing them with the
tree. After many visits, the communications with the tree
began, though he was not aware of it as a conversation at
first. He began to learn its many moods, and how those
moods would change with weather and other conditions.
He could sense when it was sad or happy. He could feel
its fear in a wind or lightning storm, and he could feel its joy
on bright sunny days and during thirst-quenching rains,

On many of his visits to the tree, Grandfather would
spend the entire day, and at night sleep beside its massive
trunk. On one particular occasion, Grandtather had a power-
ful dream about the old tree, one which would change his
perception of nature, and man’s role in it, forever. Certainly,
he had dreams while sleeping beneath the tree before, but
rarcly about the tree itsell and never one so profound and
upsetting. It was not that he had been seeking a vision
during this time. The whole thing just happened without
any provocation or forethought on his part, It came to him,
however, after a day filled with questions about the spirit of
nature, where Grandfather had been wondering if he could
learn to communicate with nalure more fully if he gave his
life over to naturc.

Grandfather was well aware of the fact that the only
reason man could survive at all was through nature. Man
wilthout the raw materials to make tools could not survive
at all. It was for man, he thought, a parasitic relationship,
where man took but never gave anything back. Yet he knew
that by giving his life over to the rocks, he had also in
fact given his life over to the whole of creation. It was
just that the rocks had become a connection to everything
else. He was wrapped in a tremendous guilt about taking
everything from nature and giving nothing in return. There
had to be some justification to man’s existence other than to
just use nature, These questions and thoughts raced through
Grandfather’s mind as he fell to sleep beside the tree.

He began to dream randomly at first and the images
seemed unconnected. He dreamed of past survival expen-
ences, the trees he cut, the plants he had eaten, the animals
he had killed, and the many rocks that he had broken. The
dreams quickly turned into nightmares. Plants and animals
began to scream out with fear at Grandfather’s approach.
As Grandfather walked through the dreamscapes he could
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feel the very plants begin to bend away from him. So too
did animals flee from him in a blind panic. He began to feel
that he was a disease that infected and ultimately destroyed
nature. It was becoming clear to him that man was probably
a mistake of creation, an entity that was dangerous and out
of control.

His nightmare became more vivid. Now it was not only
him that was destroying the natural world for survival, but
many other people too. The accumulated effect was abso-
lutely devastating. It was not the native people that he saw.
but those people of the white race. Their effect on the land
was even more destructive than he could ever imagine. Their
lust for monetary gains left the land barren and beyond
repair. They did not scem to care for the land at all or
appreciate the many gifts of life that they were taking. Most
of all they did not follow the rules of creation in anything
they took from the land. The land did not matier (o them.
What mattered was only the present, and they destroyed the
future for their children and grandchildren. The land cried
out in pain and suffering.

He began to clearly understand the difference betweer
how he and his people survived as compared to how the
white race survived. He did not feel as guilty now as he
had. for there was a disease on the land far worse than he.
At least he did not ravage the land as these other aliens were
doing. The natural world seemed so helpless, especially
before the destructive force of man. At least the animals
could flee but the trees and plants could not run, They were
vulnerable and defenseless against the unstoppable force of
man, especially the effective killing techniques of the white
man. That is when Grandfather’s nightmare turmed to thal
of the old trec.

He dreamed that he was looking at the old tree from a
distant vantage point when he saw people approach. He
could feel the tree’s trembling terror and he knew that the
advancing people were intending to destroy the old tree.
Unlike the animals the tree could not run or even try to
defend itself. It was held fast to the ground and had to
withstand anything that was done to it. With axes these
people began to cut at the trunk of the tree. The chopping
produced huge gashes in the bark and blood began to flow
from the tree. The old tree cried out in pain but the people
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cutting paid no attention to its ¢ries or its pain. The chopping
continued endlessly and Grandfather could do nothing to
stoep them for he even feared for his own life, such was
their viciousness.

Since the tree was so big, the people seemed to give up
on trying to chop it down. Instead. now they climbed to the
upper branches and began cutting these away from the main
trunk. There oo blood poured from the tree with cries of
anguish and pain. The tree now shook with suffering, but
still no one paid attention. Finally, Grandfather could stand
no more. The tree was his friend, his Grandfather, and to
stand by and watch the butchering and suffering continue
was more than he could bear. Caring little for his safety,
he rushed to the ree and began frantically pulling people
away from the tree. No sooner did he pull someone away
than another took his place. It seemed an endless stream of
people, all determined to kill the tree.

In frenzied desperation now he began screaming at people
to stop. to look at what they were doing, and understand the
sutfering of this old menarch. He was ignored completely.
as if their lust to kill the tree destroyed their awareness
to all around them. The cutting and hacking continued for
most of the day, unceasingly. Grandfather tried everything
to stop the massacre but to no avail. All he could finally
do was to collapse in exhaustion and watch the old tree
tortured beyond anything he could ever imagine. He could
feel the tree cry out to him for help, but he was helpless.
He cried in angupish, for he knew that he was losing this
trusted old friend to the greed of man. These people felt
no reverence for the tree, no remorse for what they did. In
fact, they appeared as if they felt nothing at all.

Finally the chopping ceased and the people began to gath-
er up some of the branches they had cut down. Soon they lef
the area, carrying the wood, but leaving much more behind.
I all they but took 4 small portion of what they had cut from
the tree, leaving the rest to decay on the ground. If only they
had just taken what they needed, Grandfather thought, the
tree would still have a chance to live. Now with all of its
branches gone and its trunk badly hacked. it would stand
no chance of survival. As Grandfather crawled to the trunk
and wrapped his arms around part of its base, he could feel
the tree dying. It wreathed in the final torture of pain. then
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slipped away into death. Grandfather had truly lost one
of his best friends. His wailing cries awoke him from his
nightmare and echoed across the night landscape.

Grandfather reached out and touched the trunk of the old
tree, sighing now that it was only a hideous dream. The
tree looked as strong and healthy as ever, but the images
of the dream still lingered heavy in Grandfather’s mind. He
could still feel himself shaking deep inside. Even though he
knew that everything was just a dream, it had left a lasting
impression on him. He knew that it could be very possible
that the tree could be cut someday, just as he dreamed. The
horrible realization came over Grandfather that there was no
way to prevent this from happening. The tree was helplessly
imprisoned in the soil and could not run. It was vulnerable
and helpless to the ravaging of man’s destruction. He could
not stand guard by the tree forever, nor could he hide the
tree in any way. It frustrated him that he could do nothing
o prevent its cutting from happening.

He even began to despise himself, for he was not really
any better than those people who had butchered the trec,
Certainly, he went about things differently than they did,
but still nature was being used by him and was vulnerable
to his needs. He understood full well that he had to take
from the carth to live, but that still would not justify the
way he felt. Man had an unfair advantage over creation,
all take and no give. It seemed to Grandfather that this
was a very one-sided relationship. 1t hurt him deeply thal
in one instance he could look to nature as Kin, leam from it
both physically and spiritually, then tum around in the nexi
moment and Kill that which he called family. It just did no
make sense to him, because he could not really justify his
actions, at least not in the way that he wanted. He could
see no benefit that man had on the earth. At least animals
and plants contributed to the overall scheme of things.

As he sat by the tree, his mind became saturated in these
thoughts. It just wasn’t right that man should be such a
scourge on the land. He began to wonder again if man
truly wasn’t in fact a mistake made by the Creator. He
was a disease, man was a discase, which seemed to have
no real purpose. He looked toward the tree again, remem-
bering vividly his dream. The tree looked even more frail
and vulnerable. He felt the hond between him and the tree
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growing stronger, but he could also feel the fear that the
tree felt. The overwhelming sense of helplessness overtook
him again. At this point he even felt the paradox of his
Kinship with the tree. At once they were friends, but on
the other hand if need be he would destroy the tree for his
survival.

As Grandfather sat contemplating the essence of man’s
existence, Coyote Thunder sat down next to Grandfather.
Grandfather had been so caught up in his thoughts that
he did not notice Coyote Thunder’s approach, and it star-
tled Grandfather when he sat down. Coyote Thunder did
not speak, instead he searched Grandfather's questioning
eyes. It did not take Coyote Thunder long before he knew
exactly what was going on in Grandfather's heart. He told
Grandfather that he oo had come to this old tree many
years ago and was confronted with the same questions that
Grandfather now wrestled with. Coyote Thunder said that
he had felt the old tree’s vulnerability and told Grandfather
of a dream that he had, so similar to the one Grandfather
Just experienced. He told Grandfather that the tree was like
4 doorway Lo the answers, and many who came to the door-
wiy were given the same questions and the same answers.

Without another word, he motioned to Grandfather to
follow him. They traveled for the better part of the morning,
deep into a mountain gorge. A beautiful stream cut its way
deep into the gorge and they followed along its banks quite
4 way up the mountain, It was obvious to Grandfather that
Coyote Thunder had come 1o this place many times before.
such was his apparent knowledge of the area. Grandfather
could also sense a reverence in Coyote Thunder for this
place. It was not just another gorge. but someplace spe-
cial to the old man. As they walked on, Grandfather began
to see the landscape change dramatically, On one side of
the stream the forest was healthy, tall, and strong, but on
the other side of the stream the forest was bent, twisted,
and many of the trees were guite diseased. It did not look
healthy at all.

The difference in the two forests was quite stariling to
Grandfather. He could not understand why one forest was
so healthy and the other so sick. After all the two forests
were only separated by a thin ribbon of water. There was
no evidence that Grandfather could see that would cause

GRANDFATHER 71

this remarkable contrast. Coyote Thunder said nothing but
continued to walk slowly along the stream’s edge. The far-
ther up they went, the more dramatically different the forests
appeared. The sick forest looked now as if it was barely able
to survive, while the other looked stronger and healthier
the farther he went. The healthy forest showed evidence of
more animal tracks and the plants and trees had much fruit,
Still, Grandfather could detect nothing on the landscape that
would make one forest healthy and the other so sick and
tangled. There was no sign of anything out of the ordinary
in either forest.

Finally Coyote Thunder motioned 10 Grandfather (o sit
down. Coyote Thunder said nothing to Grandfather at first,
but just sat and looked around with an expression of sat-
isfaction on his face. Finally, he began to tell Grandfather
the story of the forest. He told Grandfather that this was
the place he would come to collect his saplings for bows
and arrows. He had used this area many times in his youth.
but now only came here to honor the forest. Grandfather
looked around in utter amazement. Coyote Thunder had
ndeed helped this forest grow stronger than the other forest
across the stream. Everything seemed perfect here, everv-
thing healthy. Grandfather told Coyote Thunder that it was
one of the most perfect forests he had ever seen. Coyote
Thunder only smiled and said that this was but one of many
torests he had helped.

Coyote then began to explain to Grandfather man’s pur-
pose on the earth. He said, “Man is the tool of the Creator
and creation. Man can help nature do what would otherwise
lake many years. Man belongs to the carth and the earth
belongs to man. It is not just taking from the earth and
giving nothing in retum. As you see, the earth, this forest.
once gave to me and I in return helped it to grow stronger.,
Man has an important part in the survival of creation, for
it is through man that nature can grow strong and healthy.
Do not the winds and storms trim the. trees, do not ani-
mals eat the plants and other animals? Do the plant people
not feed on the sunshine, the soils, and the waters of the
carth? We all need each other to survive, But there must
be a balance and harmony with man and nature. The forest
here shows such a balance, it is the perfection of man’s
purpose.”
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Grandfather was beginning now to understand what Coy-
ote Thunder meant by man’s purpose for he could see the
splendid results in this strong and healthy forest. Without
wailing for Grandfather to ask any questions, Coyote Thun-
der continued, saying, “The problem is that the white man
does not understand this balance and harmony. White man
takes but never gives back. He is not a caretaker. but
disease that destroys the carth. White man does not Know
his purpose on the carth and thus is lost and searching for
himself. Land to these people does not matter. for what
matters is only their immediate survival, They care little
of future generations or what their greed will do 10 the
land. They have become contrary 10 the laws of creation
and 1o fulfilling thewr destiny ™

Grandfather sat and pondered all that Coyote Thunder had
said to him, but more questions still needed imswers, Coyote
Thunder then said. “We must first understand that all things
that live on the earth must eal. We must take things from
the land in order to survive. It is how we take these things
that makes the difference, that makes us caretakers and nol
a disease, We take things first with great thanksgiving and
appreciation in our heans for we must take a life in ordey
to survive. We then must take that hife mnoa sacred manner,
in a way that will benefit the land rather than destroy
it. We must look to the future and leave a grand legacy
for our children and grandchildren. So too must we leave
creation better than we found 1z thus we fulfill oor destny
as the caretakers of the earth ™

Covote Thunder continued. saying. “Buol our role as care.
taker does not begin and end with taking the right things in
the right way. We must become protectors of the carth. We
must be willing to defend it with our lives if need be. So too
must we always live the life of the caretaker. Nature needs
our help all the time, not just when we are taking some-
thing from it. We must wander the lands, cutting, pruning.
planting, and helping nature along, all of the time. So too
are people part of nature and we must help them to grow
stronger by teaching them and showing them the sacred
ways. This is the best way we can protect that precious
gift of life for future generations. However, many will not
listen for they know no other way. The fight can become
very long and hard indeed.”
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Covote Thunder waited for a while so that Grandfather
could fully digesi what he was saying. Finally, after a long
pause, he continued, saying, “Unlike the white man, we
only take things when there is an extreme need. We are
a people of simplicity, not excess or convenience, It is the
comsciousness of excess and convenience that produces the
grced that ultimately destroys the carth, White man ook
for this excess and convenience because he thinks that 1
will make his life simple and easier. This is not truth fo
the more white man tries to simplify, the more complicated
s world becomes. He looks to the false gods of the flesh
for the things he thinks will satisfy, but in those gods he only
finds pain. There can be no satisfaction in a world of excess
ane destruction. We can justify our existence through thal
simphicity and thus help niure grow stronger. for now and
i the future

Coyote Thunder then walked off back down the stream
leaving Grandtather some time Lo think. Grandfather began
ler wander the forest that Coyote Thunder had helped to cre
ate, He also spent time in the sick forest on the other shore
He began 1o understand the great satisfaction Coyote Thun
der must teel every time he visited this forest. He imagined
the tremendous legacy that Coyote Thunder would leave
for future generations. And for the first time, Grandfather
could feel man’s place in the scheme of things, and how
mmpartant man could be to nature and for future generations
Cieandtather felt so proud of whatl Covote Thunder had dong
tor the land, He could feel that same purpose growing within
his own heart, and vowed 10 become a caretaker like Coyole
Thunder, a full-time caretaker. He no longer felt like he was
a discase, but a servant.

Eventually, Grandfather began to wander back along the
stream and ultimately back to the old Grandfather ree. To
s surprise, Coyote Thunder was seated by the base of the
tree, leaning up against the trunk. Apparently he was waiting
tor Grandfather to return. As Grandfather sat down, Coyote
Thunder said, “For a long time now you have separated
nature from spirit. First you learned to listen to and hear
the voices of spirit but you failed to hear those same voices
in nature. Only when you gave your life to the rocks did you
begin to understand. Now you must understand that ther
can be no separation of nature and spirit. They are one
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the same. Nature becomes a doorway to the spirit and spirit
also becomes a doorway to nature. There is only the sacred
‘oneness’ that we are all part of.”

Coyote Thunder continued, “One last thought that you
must understand. When we take something from nature,
its spirit does not die. Instead it becomes part of our flesh
and part of our spirit. There is no real death, at least not
when things are taken in the right way, the sacred way.
The only time that senseless death occurs is when things
are taken out of greed and thus destroys the land. You
belong and are part of creation’s laws, and you belong to
the earth, just as you are part of this old tree and it of you.
Nature can exist without us, but it would struggle far more,
Remember, we are here for a grand purpose, beyond sell.
We are the caretakers.” Coyote Thunder stood up, smiled
at Grandfather, touched the old tree lovingly, then began
to wander back to camp. Grandfather sat in contemplative
silence until nightfall.

As Grandfather wandered back to the encampment in the
dark, for the first time in his life he felt so much a part of
nature. He felt hike now he could justify fully his reason
for living. without regret. He knew that it was no longer
a lopsided relationship, but an alliance that would benefit
both him and nature. As he walked he felt so much closer to
the entities of nature. He felt a grand communication begin
and a new awarcness that he had never known before, To
him it was as if creation was welcoming him home, home
as a savior and not a disease. He began to understand the
essence of the “oneness™ that the elders so often spoke of.

After hearing the story of the old tree, 1 could finally
understand what Grandfather had meant when he said that
what I was doing with the land was not enough. It was not
enough just to be a part-time caretaker. The consciousness
of heing a carclaker must be foremost in mind and in action,
It is not enough to just care for the land when we are taking
something from it, but to constantly work to help nature
along. No, we do not want to create a landscape like a
well-sculptured modern park or garden, Certainly we wanl
to keep it wild. But what we want to achieve is a perfection
in nature, free of disease, healthy and strong. We must fulfill
the reason we are put here on earth, and we can never do
enough to help.
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Today. | can see the ultimate impact of Grandfather’s
teaching of the caretaker attitude manifest in my students’
lives. When we first leased our camp area in the Pine Bar-
rens. the land was horribly out of balance. Poor lumbering
practices had left the trees and plants in such bad shape
that very little could effectively live off the land. The rabbit
population was far outnumbering the carrying capacity of
the land. twelve deer had died of starvation that winter,
and the stream was choked and stagnant, devoid of fish.
Today, after hundreds of students have passed through the
area taking classes, the land is back in perfect balance.
Our plants are back in balance, no deer have starved in
the past seven years, and the strcam is open and potable.
Fish have returned and every year we gel a vast crop of
acoms, pinecones, and innumerable berrics. It has become
4 Garden of Eden. What would have taken naturc many
decades to correct, our caretaker attitude has corrected in
less than four years, The students carry this attitude back to
their homes and cherished wilderness and now fulfill their
destiny as carctakers



Aloneness

| camped alone for the better part of a month. Grandtather
had gone deep into the southern part of the Pine Barrens
= 1o visit an old Native American friend and Rick was awal
¥ with his family for most of the summer. Certainly I had
camped many times alone before, but this was the longest ]
had gone without seeing another person. For about the firsi
hwo weeks, it was so good to be alone. 1 had no one 1o please
bt myself and 1 could practice my skills endlessly withouw
having to discuss what should be practiced with R ick. There
i is also that timelessness that occurs when one is alone,
i for 1 was governed now by my own internal clock. Time
[ becomes necessary only when other people are involved.
i So too was there the profound freedom that comes with the
aloneness, # freedom to do whatever 1 wanted, whenever |
i wanted.
s However, after the novelty of the first two weeks of
aloneness wore off I began to feel very lonely. 1 had
_ accomplished and witnessed so many things that 1 wanted
4 10 share them with someone, but there was no one there. Al
; first the feeling of loneliness only hit me around the fire a
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nightfall, a ume when we would normally share things with
cach other. Then as the days passed the pangs of loneliness
would become more frequent. Especially in the quiet hours
alter dark the loneliness became acute. 1 found myself doing
things just to keep my mind off of my loneliness and on other
things. The skills I began to practice became more involved,
requiring more concentration or physical performance. So
too did 1 find myself talking to myself o loud just to hew
a human voice
Now gomg well o my third week alone, | began (o feel
a prisoner of this aloneness. [ thought frequently about going
out of the woods and heading back home for a while. | even
considered going to one of the closer houses just to watch
people for @ while. My conversations with mysell were
becoming rather lengthy and complicated, | even began
answer mysell, frequently thinking out loud, After a while
all 1 could think about was how alone and abandoned |
fell. The loneliness saturated my every mood. 1o a point
where 1 could think of nothing else at all, T so desperately
wanted Lo share so much of what 1 had done over the pasl
several weeks with someone, anyone. At this point I began
10 doubt mysell. 1 thought that if 1 were to ever understand
what Grandfather did 1 would have 1o love to be alone.
Right then 1 hated it with a passion
Grandfather so often 1old me how imporiant extended
periads of aloneness would become 10 my developmen.
not only in survival but especially i the things of the spirn
Aloneness and asceticism were pan of a person’s spiritul
teachings, and without that one could only understand pan
of the truth. This really bothered me. for I thought that some-
how the woods and the world of spint were trying to drive
me away. They scemed to be somehow using my isolation
and loneliness as a weeding device, It was like some kind
of test that 1 had 1o pass. 1 knew that this should be an (ST
and much welcomed process, but the aloneness and isolation
became profound loneliness. 1 became so disgusted with
mysell for feeling this way. I felt unworthy, for loneliness
did not seem to be part of Grandfather’s consciousness.
Finally on the first day of the fourth week 1 decided that
I could take no more and began to pack up my camp, |
would just go home for a few days and then come back
to the woods after [ had gotten cnough company. Just as |
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put all of my things i my cache, I looked up with a stan
Girandfather was sitting al the edge of camp watching me
Al first 1 felt overjoyed to see him and wanted to run rrgh1.
over 1o him, but this feeling was soon supplanted by Thr\.'
fecling of guill. Grandfather knew that I was to be alone
for at least four weeks, in fact he had advised 1t, byl‘ﬂo\? !
was leaving early and telt very ::mhaj.rras:mdl for giving |:|t
He kept watching me with a half smile on his face, lhﬁu;l, !
there was no accusation or disappointment to be found n
his eves. He said nothing, but just motioned me over i
sit down, i ity
| approached him humbly, feeling that in some way Lhac
disgraced him and mysell. Without waiting for me to ask
guestion he said, “1 was expecting that it would be E!Ihﬂl.ll
this time when you would leave, 1 knew that the lmff:llm‘-s#
would eventually try 1o drive you from the woods.” | Wi
shocked by his statement, not only because he had known
the time I would be driven from the woods, but also rb_*.-
what would drive me away. I told him then that | ﬁ:.ll like
| hiad dishonored him in some way, but I just couldn’t {:}kt-
being alone anymore. | felt that the lonchness was gelting
in the way of everything else and because of the lonelines:
| did not feel myself worthy of a spiritual path. He then
said, “There is a vast expanse between being alone and
loneliness, and you must find the difference. _"f'»i’c“ail ums,l
face that question someday, and yours is now. \K‘!{l'l those
words he began to tell me the story of his aloneness.
Girandfather said that he had been wandering tor quily
a few years when he hit the tremendous barrier of .m."ﬂ'
ness. Cerlainly he missed his people, but he had traveled
back to their encampment several times over those car-
ly years. He also encountered many people in his jour-
neys, so his aloneness was not always that prolonged. Iim-.'.
ever, there was a period in his life when he faced trut
aloneness for nearly ten years. It was during those years
that he did not speak to or see another human. He was just
too deep into the trackless wilderness of Canada, where ‘fcr:»
if any people ever ventured. In fact, during that umLh‘e.
rarely even found a track or any ull:tr::r cwdcgc{: of another
human. It was then, in the beginning of this long period
of asceticism, that he would have to face the demon of
loneliness.
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’_(}mndl'alhcr said that the lonehiness and oppressive iso-
lation did not hit him all at once. Instead it was a gradual
process that overtook him slowly. At first he found that
many of his questions were going unanswered, He yeamed
tor the elders, needing their advice about many things, bui
he knew that there would be no way he could get to them
His feelings of being isolated and abandoned were cxr.-ccii{l—.
lv intense at night, but soon they even intensified during the
day. It was not so much that he missed people in general,
for he had always aveided people outside of his own tribe,
He just missed his family and tribe. Though, after a while
he began to long for anyone 10 come along, even if lhc'.:
were in the wilderness for the wrong reasons. The need to
talk to someone became a driving passion that saturated his
every waking hour.

Even with the passage of time and season, the feelings
ol intense loneliness never weakened. On the contrary, they
grew stronger, There was never a period of reliel, not even
for a moment. No matter what Grandfather did. he could
nol shake that horrible longing, Several times he]mrpmch'
moved camp, for no other reason than the change of scencry
might take away the sting of isolation, but 1o no avail. So too
did he practice skills and disciplines that would involve full
concentration of thought and action. but here too he found
no comfort. It came to a point where he could not think
or function at all without the horrible feeling of loneliness
overtaking him altogether and m-'c:rs;imdr.uwi'ng everything
else. Ile knew all along that somedav he would have 1o
face that intense loneliness, and that is what kept him going
even in the deepest moments of despair, N

_II:I desperation, Grandfather began to look to nature and
spirit for comforl. Even there. the communications were
ur:eak_ and after a while became obscure altogether. The
piercing lonehiness overshadowed cvervthing and even
excluded any spiritual conversation or understanding
Grandfather knew very well that he would have IL‘;
transcend this loneliness or it would forever become his
demon. It would defeat him unless he understood and finally
defeated its smothering power, Aloneness was a vital part
of any spiritual path and he had to separate aloneness from
being lonely, but he had no idea as to where to begin his
search for answers. What had kept him going for 50 long
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was his sheer determination, but even that was beginning
1o erode.

It was at this point, alter many seasons of being absolutely
alone. that he decided to travel out of the Canadian wilder-
ness and back to his people, or at least into areas where he
could find some old ones living alone. As he slowly packed
up camp he began to argue with himself about giving in o
the loneliness. He argued that he needed to see someone.
anyone, because this isolation was affecting his every mood
and action. On the other hand he knew how important it was
to be alone. especially for those on a spiritual path. He knew
that if not at this point in his life, then he would have 1o
face the demon of loneliness eventually. He lingered for
several more days in his camp arca, even though he had
pulled everything down and scattered it to the earth. The
mternal struggle to go or stay became overwhelming.

Finally. in a sheer act of desperation, he decided that he
would leave the area and go back to his people. He headed
south. a direction that he assumed would bring him out of
this wilderness quickly. rather than retrace his journey 1o
the southwest, What he did not realize was that his route
would bring him deeper into the wilderness and into the
high mountain arcas, many of which had no passes leading
out. He wandered into the mountains for days before he
realized that he was walking deeper into the wildemess,
The surrounding peaks had already been covered by the first
<nowfall of the season and Grandfather knew that unless he

found some mountain pass he would be trapped here for the
winter, It was far too late for him to backtrack now. so all
he could do was to search out an accessible pass.

Days slipped by as he repeatedly tried and failed to find
4 mountain pass. The trails he had chosen thus far were
too high and slippery to afford safe passage. So too did the
pre-winter storms batter the higher peaks frequently and at
times he found himsell wading through waist-deep snow.
Finally resolving himself to the fact that none of the trails he
had taken would lead him anywhere, he moved back down
into a small deep valley where he built a temporary camp.
What became foremost on his mind, once the necessitics of
camp were taken care of, was to build a sct of snowshoes.
He had only one hope of getting out and that was to make the
snowshoes so that he could get through the high mountain
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snows. This was his last hope for getting out before the
fury of full winter hit.

He worked feverishly on the snowshoes for several days.
Proper materials were now a little more difficult to come by,
He also had to build a larger pair than he normally would,
with a tighter weave, such were the deep powder conditions
of the higher snows. Finally after three days the snowshocs
were completed and he had stored up enough food to last
him well into his journey. Before dawn of the fourth day
he struck out again to the mountains. Out of all the passes
he had tried he knew that there was one that would hold the
most hope. Though it had a bad exposure to any oncoming
storm, il the weather held, he would stand the best chance.
It scemed to be the easiest climb and most of the deeper
snow had been swept from the rock faces by the strong
winds of previous days, With pravers on his lips and hope
in his heart he left camp and headed directly to the pass.

It took him nearly hall the day to arnive at the base of
the mountain pass. Without hesitation he decided to build
a camp and spend the night, Even when he struck out the
next day, the camp would be left standing in case he could
nol make it through the pass and was forced to retreat. Al
least then he would have a safe refuge to recuperate from
his attempt. He also decided that atiempting this pass so
late in the day he might be forced to spend the night on the
barren, exposed rocks high above. That would afford little
protection and no way of building a shelter as the rock faces
were high above timberline. Even if the conditions were
absolutely perfect, it would be a difficult and treacherous
climb, a climb that would easily demand mwuch of a day.
He also had no idea of what he faced on the other side. He

could only guess that it led down.

In the place where he decided to put his camp there was
already light snow on the ground from previous storms. He
was much higher up in the mountains than he had been in
the last camp and a good snowstorm would very likely dump
heavy amounts on the area. He took a great deal of time to
build the shelter solid and strong, designing it to withstand
heavy snows on the roof. He also spent the latter part of
the day gathering up firewood and making sure his hand
drill worked without fail, These he would leave inside the
shelter to assure that they remained dry. So too did he
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gather nuts, roots, and some of the Ia:}t remaining berries
in the area, again storing them deep in his shelier. Fc:n:rd
would be impossible to obtain during any sort of mountam
izzard.
bh'::?]-mt night he went into the shelter early in the hopes F:]"
getting a good night’s sleep. Untjun‘un{ﬂci}r his sleep was
racked with hideous nightmares of ﬁl_lppmg and tallmg f[:__:um
high rocks. Several times he awoke in a cold sweat, tcclm.g:.
that he was in the process of falling. He clr-:lmncq of snows
and blizzard conditions, of avalanches burying him, and q!
huge chunks of ice falling from the mountain peaks. l-11.=T
final awakening was to the sound of a thundering rock
slide. He dreamed that he had fallen and started the shide
that threatened to bury and crush him. He awoke with 2
sense of terror, to a point where he uncontroliably shook
a1l aver. The whole scenario of dreams z;hn:nn}q him up so0
badly that he was reluctant 1o leave camp at first. : :
He gazed up the icy peaks toward the pass for a long
time, watching the first glimmers of da}:llght begin to light
the highermost spires. Now with his confidence hulidmg and
what appeared to be the start of a beautiful day, he struck
out from camp and headed to the pass. At first the trek
was quite easy. He followed animal trails up to the base uzi
the steeper elevations. The animal trails skiijlchcd l?uck_ an
forth across the face of the lower mountaimn, making it an
casy walk. However, as Grandfather reached the Itlldpmﬂl..
the trails steepencd and the snows grew deeper. Eventually
he had to put on his snowshoes before he could -.:nmmu‘::.
any higher. From past experience, il the snow got d-.:cw,[
than the knee he would be using far too much energy. He
had to conserve energy if he was to ever make 1t through
the pass. : 45
Grandfather quickly strapped on his snowshoes and pro-
ceeded without delay. The deep snows and steeper condi-
tions made his progress slow, even with the snowshoes. Al
times he had to crawl and at other times he had to use
sticks 1o help him keep his footing. Finally by high noon
he was past the upper tree lines and now was facing open
slopes. Eventually he reached the barren rocks that had Iheerf
cleaned by the winds and he could take off his snuu_fshﬂm
and begin to move more quickly. His progress was slowed
rather abruptly again when he found that much of the upper
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exposed rocks were covered in sheer ice, He had to Fashion
m_ck I.f.p]kcx and use these as traversing spikes to keep from
slipping off the slope and over the cliff, Several times the
rock spikes broke or did not hold at all. sending him sliding
down several terrifying feet.

Grandfather had to pour all of his consciousness into
what he was doing. He could not take his mind off (he
icy slopes for even a moment. Each rock spike had to be
chipped solidly into the ice and each foot had to be put into
4 position that would not slip. One wrong move, one slight
shift of weight. and he would be carried down the slope
and over the cliff to his death. With all of his concentration
poured into what he was doing he did not notice how long
it was t;ik.l_ng him o traverse the upper slope. At the rate
he was going he would not even make it to the top of the
pass by mightfall and would be forced to spend the entire
night in full exposure to the clements. Nor did he notice
the approach of an oncoming storm, which would certainly
catch him on the icy slope if he did not pick up his speed. His
concentration was so absolute that he had no other sensation
than himself, the rock, and the ice.

Finally Grandfather reached a point on the slope where
he could rest. There was a small indent into the side of
the slope that was caused from the dislodging of a large
boulder in a past season. It appeared to him to be much
like a huge bird’s nest or bowl, cut deep into the slope. It
would afford him some flat ground, a partial buffer to the
wind, and a much needed resting place. Once Grandfather
was inside the boulder bowl and his concentration removed
I"ruu:- the rock face, he began to view his surroundings
He immediately realized that he would never make it 0
the higher area before full dark, nor could he make a full
retreat before full dark. He had 1wo choices: proceed up the
slope, climbing in the dark, or spend the night in the boul-
der bowl. It was then that he also noticed the oncoming
Slorm.

Grandfather was terrified. Panic began to set in for he
realized that any choice he made could mean his death. If
he stayed in the rock bowl for the night he might survive
but with the oncoming storm it seemed highly unlikely. I;"
he tried to climb across the face to the higher pass he would
face climbing in the dark, a climb that was treacherous
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enough in full light. Even then when he eventually hit the
pass he would have to weather out the oncoming storm in
full exposure. The storm looked to him as if it contained
an awesome power. He could already see the distant peaks
being obscured by driving snow and the winds now were¢
steadily increasing. His only hope was to try to go back
down to his camp and hopefully beat the storm and fasi
disappearing light.

He knew that the climb down would be more perilous and
difficult than the climb up, but that was the only choice he
had. At least he would be part of the way down the slope
when he was reached by full dark or the storm. Without
fully resting, he refashioned his rock spikes and began the
long journey back down, He went much slower than he had
before, caused more by taking his time than by what the
rock face dictated, He began to slip more frequently and
placement of his feet was far more difficult, such was his
reverse angle of descent. At one point along the journey his
stone spikes gave way and he slid several yards down the
rock face and dangerously close to the cliff. The only way
he could continue with the climb was to go straight back
ie the rock bowl and begin over agan.

It was fast approaching dusk and the winds were howling
across the rock face as Grandfather finally reached the rock
howl. Again, without much of a rest, he climbed out again.
He had not gone more than a few yards when he realized
that he would not be able to make 1t back to is camp. The
winds had increased so much that they threatened to tecar him
trom the face. He now had only one choice and that was o
spend the pight back in the rock bowl. By the time he got
back to the bowl it was full dark, the winds were raging.
and now it was beginning to snow hard. Fortunately, the
storm was hitting the rock bowl at a slight angle, and this
gave Grandfather protection from the full onslaught of the
storm. Grandlather prayed fevenishly as he listened to the
winds and looked out into the darkness. He was trapped
and without a good shelter he knew that the chance of his
survival was minimal.

The rage of the storm increased as the hours passed.
Eventually Grandfather became entombed by snow in the
rock bowl. Al this point, he was now totally out of the wind
and the insulation of the snow kept him from freezing. The
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hours passed by miserably, but at least he was alive. He
could hear the screaming winds, even through the muffling
snows, and there was no let up in their intensity. He packed
at the snow around him to create a small room. Several
times he had to punch his ann through the snow cover
to let in fresh air, Each time he had to reach farther and
farther out, as the snow’s depth increased. At least now
when there was a break in the weather, it would become
casicr 1o traverse the slope and head back to his camp.
The snow would surely accumulate on the slope and cover
the treacherous ice. Using his snowshoes, he knew that he
would at least stand a betler chance, and not slip as he had
before,

Finally, as he punched through the snow, he could see
the faint glimmer of daylight coming through the air hole,
now several feel above him. Though the storm still raged
outside, he knew that he could not stay in the small snow
cave much longer. His energy was depleted and he had
begun to shiver intermittently through the night. Freezing
to death would not be far away and he would have to move
as soon as possible. He punched his way through the wall of
his little snow cave and into stormy daylight. The landscape
had been transformed and deep snow now clung to the
slopes, completely covering the ice. As he gazed out onto
the barren landscape, he saw no break in the storm and
without hesitation he put on his snowshoes and carefully
left the snow cave.

Very cautiously and slowly he began to work his way
across the snowy slope. Now, with the aid of the snowshoes
on the deep snow he could almost walk upright, so unlike
the belly-down crawl of the day before. For a moment it
passed through his mind that he should try now to make it
to the pass, but the storm’s fury put it forever out of the
question. Instead he continued relentlessly, concentrating
on every move, the feel of the snow, and the lay of the
slope. In several of the steeper areas he saw that he was
climbing directly beneath an avalanche and had to use even
more care in his foot placement. One small avalanche gave
in behind him and narrowly missed wiping him off the face
of the mountain. The cold also bit deep into his flesh 1o a
point where he could barely feel his hands or feet. It now
took all of his concentration just to keep going on.
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He began to draw on a strength he did not know he had.
His body and mind felt so in tune with the mountain and
snow, (o a point where movement became almost effortless.
Soon the power of the storm was forgotten as he began to
make greater progress. He could feel his body living on the
edge of life and death, traveling as gracefully as a well-
conditioned animal. He loved the feeling, for he became
totally focused on its power and molion. It became as a
dance. more fluid than he had ever known. At this point he
no longer felt the cold and he began to sweal, even though
the storm kept up its raging intensity. He felt so proud of
himself, for the years of training had truly snatched him
from the perilous edge of death.

It was not long before Grandfather reached his camp. In
a short period of time he had dug out his shelter and had a
warming fire going inside. He cooked and ate some of his
food, then melted snow for drinking water. He could feel his
full strength returning as he fell into a state of deep peace.
He felt so alive and whole that he began to laugh and cry at
the same time. Something on that mountain had profoundly
moved something inside of him but he did not know whai
it was. All he knew was that something had changed and
he liked the feeling. He had not felt this much peace and
serenity in a very long time. He reveled in the moment
to a point where he felt like he was going to burst with
uncontrollable joy. He had gained a passion for living like
he had never known. It wasn’t long before Grandfather fell
into a deep and much needed sleep.

Grandfather awoke the next morning to a beautiful day,
The sun shone down bright and the air was pure and still.
He could feel the warmth of the sun and could go about his
mormning chores without his robe. The feeling of clation that
he had the day before made his day even brighter and he
sang as he worked. He still could not understand what had
shifted inside of him or even how it had gotten there. He
wondered if it had been the fact that he had been so close
to the edge of death but had beaten it back and robbed it of
its triumph. Many times, after walking the edge of life and
death, Grandfather would experience a similar clation, but

this was not quite the same. This was something far different
than one gets from the high achievement when triumphing
over impossible odds, but he could not yet understand.
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As Grandfather sat down to take m all of the beauty
that surrounded him, the answer suddenly came to him.
He was not lonely anymore. He stll did not know why
it had happened, but the change in him was transcending
the loneliness that had haunted him for so many months,
In fact, he had not been lonely since he decided 10 make
the climb to the pass. He began to wonder it the loneliness
was yet to come back, Certamnly his full attention was on his
treacherous trek and there had been ne room for loneliness,
or for that matter anything else. His concentration had been
so absolute thal there could be nothing else. But he some-
how knew that the loneliness would not retum, or at least
not as i had before. There was too much peace within him
and he enjoyed the solitude. There was nol even a longing
o go back to s people. as had been before, Even though
he would ke (o see them, he didn’t need 10 see them

He began to think deeply abowt the change i himself

and why 1t might have happened. It was then when he
remembered what Great-grandfather Covole Thunder had
told im abow being alone and loneliness. He had sad,
“The chasm between being alone and loneliness is deep
The way vou begin to be alone and al peace without bemng
lonely is to know that vou are with vour best friend. When
you are at peace with yoursell and love yoursell, you can
never be lonely. Only when one leams o love himsell can
he love another. You must find that love for vourself before
you can touch the purity of aloneness. Love of sell, withow

also creates a love for evervthing else and brings us closes
to the sacred oneness.”

Girandfather thought long and hard about Covote Thun-
der’s words, trying to fit them inte what had happened to
him on the face of the mountain. As Grandfather retraced
all the events of the past several davs, it finally occurred 10
him what had happened o change lonehness into aloneness
It was at the point when he was making the joumey back
to camp that he began to appreciate what his body could
do. In that appreciation he also found a love for himself.
It was at this point when he stopped being critical of his
every thought and action and began to accept himself, value
himself, as he would everyone and everything else. That is
when his journey became an effortless dance and he felt so

GRANDFATHER 89

wch @ part of the mountain and snow. That 1s when the
foneliness vanished forever

Grandfather's story of aloneness helped me through the
next several weeks. Though 1 cannot say there weren't per
ads of time when 1 felt lonely. for there were, they were nol
s severe. Nor did the periods of loneliness get to a poinl
where | wanted 1o leave the Pine Barrens. 1 did begmn 1o
grow more comibortable with my aloneness because | began
1 like beng with myselt. | stopped bemg so critical of
iy actions and began to enjoy my mistakes and failures
As Grandfather had said, you can’t be lonely when you
are with vour best friend, yoursell. So too did | leam thn
_»,-p'ariumltj; one can never be alone. We are all connect
ed 1o all other entities of the carth through the-spirt-that
merves-through-all-things. and once realizing that spinl we
hecome one with all things There can be no loneliness.



6

White Death

Grandfather did not have much il any contact with the white
culture in his youth. Slowly, through the years of his travels
lie began to encounter more and more of the white man. He
did not despise the white race, only their way of thinking.
I was contrary o everything he believed in and most of all
contradictory to the laws of creation. He could find no real
rruth in the life-style of these people. All he found was it
culture that chased the False gods of the flesh and destroyed
¢verything in their path. He saw a culture that killed ity
grandehildren to feed its children, a culture that made deci-
sions for the satisfaction and convenience of the flesh today.
and threw away tomorrow, decisions that would one day
destroy the earth. Again, it was not the white race thal
Grandfather so loathed, but their way of thinking and living,
which is the thinking of the global society today.

1 remember when 1 was still quite young, hearing Grand-
father talk of the white race with a tone of hatred in his
voice. It bothered me deeply for the first few months thai
| was with him. He held the white race in contempt, and |
was white, so I began to think that he hated me too. 1 often
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wondered what he really felt about me, bul was afraid (o
ask. 1 guess that I really didn’t want 1o know. Anylime
he said something about the white race. 1 held mysclt as
responsible as the entire race itself, as if [ were one of the
causes of his anger. 1 felt very guilty at times, especially
when we encountered destruction, dumping. or polluting.
This tended to get very confusing for me, for he never said
anything about my being part of it all. He treated me much
like a loving erandfather would treat his grandson, vel |
still felt responsible for the sins of the white race

As the first few months went by and we encountered more
and more destruction, this question of how Grandfather fell
about me began to weigh very heavy on my thoughts, The
auill that 1 felt became very profound at times. Every time
I heard Grandfather speak of the destruction and ignoranc
of the white race 1 would drilt into a depression that would
sometimes last for several days, 1 just could not understand
the contradiction of how Grandfather could despise a culure
of people and not hate me at the same time. After all, I was
part of it all. 1 lived in a house, rode in cars, and went 1o
school, like everyone else. Was not 1 also as responsible as
evervone else” | just could not undersiand how Grandfathes
could make any separation between everyone clse and me.
Finally, unable to bear the confusion and guilt anymore, |
asked Grandfather how he felt about me.

We had been on a short hike away from the Medicine
Cabin when we came upon a huge illegal dumping ground.
We had been to the area not two months before and the arca
was as pristine and untouched as any natural area of the Pine
Barrens. In fact, we had camped near a small stream and
had freely drank from the waters without fear. Now 1t lay
in ruin. Stretching before us lay all manner of debris, from
household goods, to old paint cans, twisted metal, rotting
food, cans, bottles, and drums of old motor oil. The stream
now was choked with litter. vile, and contaminated with a
slick of iridescent oil. Many trees had been randomly cut
and left where they lay to make room for the trucks to tum
around. Everywhere was the stench of rotted garbage and
the caustic smell of undefined chemicals.

Grandfather stood at the edge of all of this destruction
and eried. 1 was horrified beyond words. I could sce the look
of pain on Grandfather’s face. It was the look generated by

GRANDFATHER 93

severe loss mingled with hatred. 1 know that he could nol
comprehend this kind of destruction, for it was far beyond
his way of thinking. It was as if somcone had wantonly
killed his mother, Grandfather damned the white race with
a seething anger, an anger that Grandfather rarely showed.
He turned to me and said in a trembling voice, “You see,
this is caused by stupidity. These people think that they can
live above and beyond the Jaws ol creation. They destroy
land and feel no remorse, They destroy the land becaus
of their lust and greed. They care nothing of the land o
lomormow.”

| was overwhelmed with guilt and simply told Grand
father. without thinking. that | was sorry. Grandfather looked
al me and asked, “What do vou have to be sorry for? You
are not one of these people.” 1 then told Grandfather of my
plight, 1 said that 1 live much the same way as these people
do and that 1 am part of the white man’s culwre. | told him
that I am white, not Native American, and thus part of this
destruction. I told him that 1 could not understand how he
conld hate the white man’s destruction and not hate me also
J also said that 1 did not understand what he meant, my 1ol
being one of these people. A look of concern came over his
tace, for he must now have realized that 1 did not understand
and could not make the conscious separation between me
and the white man.

He smiled at me lovingly and said, 1 do not hate the
while man, grandson, just his way of thinking and living
You are not a white man, but a child of the earth. Skin
color and blood do not make vou a child of the earth. I
is your heart and vour beliefs that make you one with all
things. I do not condemn or curse the white race, only their
ignorance and destruction. They know no better. They are
not my enemies, but their ways are. 1 never considered you
part of that way of thinking, for your heart has always beal
as one with the earth. I hate no one, nol even my enemics.
I only hate the ignorance of these people and that is what |
curse. It is their ignorance that T will fight, not the people.
Not every white man destroys the earth as not every Native
American protects the earth. No race is responsible, but we
are all responsible for ignorance.”

Grandfather went on to explain to me that he did nol
always think that way. There was a time in his life when
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he blamed all the white race for destroying the earth, and
hated them all. He told me that he had carried this hatred for
many years of his wandering. He saw no good in the white
culture. The same culture that was destroying the earth had
also destroyed many tribes and people of the earth. He had
seen the imprisonment of all tribes, the starvation, and the
living conditions that were worse than any of white man’s
animals could ever bear. Though he hated the white man,
he saw no use in fighting against them, for their numbers
were too strong. Many of his people had died in the past
and a true warrior was always the last to pick up the lance.
Instead of confrontation, Grandfather just chose to avoid
the white man at all costs. He did not even think that they
could be taught the old ways, far less listen to what he had
to say.

He told me that all of that hatred changed and refoc-
used at one point in his life, where he no longer hated the
white race but only their way of thinking. It was in the
first ten years of his wandering that this metamorphosis
took place and he finally found in his heart a love for
the white man. His early years of wandering had taken
him into many different parts of the country and deep into
vast new wilderness arcas. Many times, in order to get to
certain areas, Grandfather had to pass dangerously close to
white civilizations. He feared for his life and he knew that
if he were caught he would eventually be imprisoned on a
reservation. That is why he always sought 1o travel in the
deepest and most inaccessible reaches of the wildemness. It
would be highly unlikely that any white man would be
there.

So too was his stealth as a hunter and scout far superior
to that of the white man. He could exist where others would
die and he could become invisible to anyone who tried to
find him. He needed nothing of the outside world, thus
it became easy for him to avoid the white culture. Even
to those trappers who sometimes wandered the wilderness
alone, he found no contest. They were just barely better
off than their white brothers of the cities and towns. They
could never be part of the land, for their life and thinking
kept them removed from that oneness. They were aliens and
did not belong on the earth. Te Grandlather, their survival
skills were inept and their existence in wildermness was a
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joke. Even those who removed themselves from the white
culture to make a living from the wildemess still needed
the tools of white society 1o survive.

In his travels, though rarely, Grandfather would secret-
ly observe the activities of small towns and villages. He
would prowl the limits, just outside the sight of man and
animals, observing the commotion that went on. He would
listen to conversations, watch people’s walks, observe how
aware they were of their surroundings, and look into their
faces for clues to their happiness. Though he detested the
stench and commotion of these places, he knew that he
needed to learn what they taught firsthand. His skills as
4 scout enabled him to easily travel within the confines
of any town and aveid detection. He could casily become
invisible to animals so escaping man’s detection was cffort-
less. He wanted to know what drove the white race to this
insanity, to this destruction. He wanted to comprehend the
consciousness of that alien society in its fullest. That way:,
by knowing why, he might be able to come up with a way
of reeducating them.

The more Grandfather observed the workings of the white
race, the more he detested them. He could see no way of
reaching them with the truth. To him, they were a losi
cause. They were nothing more than a group of encapsu-
lated, unhappy people, unaware of themselves, the world
around them, or each other. They did not even know they
were unhappy. It seemed to Grandfather that a man’s hap-
piness, his success, in this socicty was based on external
possessions and little else. These people seemed to fret, to
strive, and to slave, with little other purpose in their hives
than to make things more convenient. They looked upon
the wilderness as a hostile environment, something that
should be avoided at all costs. White man tried to insulate
himself from the life-giving forces of the carth, to remove
himself, and to control his environment. In this society, it
is a constant baitle between man and nature. White man
wanted to rise above all laws of creation and bring it under
his complete control.

Grandfather never went near the larger towns. Instead he
kept to the smaller hamlets. Even from a distance big towns
were more than Grandfather could handle. He had no idea
that there were even bigger towns, called cities. So in his
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early days ol cxploning the white man’s civilization. he
stayed to the small hamlets and homesteads. There was
always enough going on in them to satisfy his curiosity.
Even in these small places, he was appalled at the waste, at
the way man farmed and kept his animals, and at the condi-
tions that the white man chose to live under. He could not
imagine that there could be anything worse, that was until
he took his first journey toward the east and encountered a
city the white man called Chicago.

Grandfather had been wandering over the prairic country,
through what he leamed the white man called lowa. He had
been wandering toward the east for days, avoiding towns
and homesteads along the way. He could not understand the
numerous fence rows that he encountered along the way.
And with cach passing day. the fence rows and cullivated
fields became more numerous. He was appalled at the fact
that buffalo had once freely roamed these prairies and now
were all but gone. Gone too were the Native Americans
who once roamed these prairies. Now the prairies them-
selves were disappearing to the fields and fence rows of
man, Cattle now roamed in place of the buffalo, and this
saddened Grandfather. He remembered stories about the
buffalo of the plains and how the herds were so large that
they stretched from horizon to horizon. Now all was gone
to the greed of the white man.

As Grandfather continued his eastward trek, called more
by inner vision than by mindful purpose, he began 10 sce
maore and more signs of modern civilization. It became more
and more difficult o avoid the farms and towns of man.
Eventually, Grandfather was compelled to travel at night,
to remain undetected. After a while, that even became a
difficult 1ask. He had to take great care as o where he
set his camp for fear of being located when he was asleep
during the day. Still he was driven onward, but now by a
force that he could only define as spirit. He knew that he
had to continue his journey, but he did not understand why.
He was now far removed from his natural element, in the
fields of society, almost like being behind enemy lines in
his mind. Here, he felt like an alien.

Midway through what started out as his typical night trav-
el, Grandfather began to hear strange noises in the distance,
sounds that he had never before heard. Looking toward
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the cast he saw an cerie glow in the sky, the color and
texture he had never before witnessed in nature. Often, the
wind would change direction and he would catch a terrible
stench that at times would make him sick to his stomach.
As he moved on, all of this strangeness intensified until a
point where he was absolutely terrified. He did not know its
source. whether man or spirit, and decided to camp where
he was and await full light before he went on. He hardly
slept the rest of the night, being awakened frequently by
the stench, the strange sounds, and the lights in the sky.
It was just before dawn when Grandfather finally fell mnto
a deep sleep.

He was awakened by strange noises and the distant voices
of people. Cautiously he looked up from where he had
fallen asleep. To his shock, he had fallen asleep on a small
tree-lined hill, overlooking a road. On the road, a horse and
wagon were going by, loaded with several pigs. The driver
and his passenger were talking loudly, so as to be heard
over the creak and rattle of the wagon on the bumpy road.
Grandfather laid close (o the ground, fearing that he might
have been seen. He waited for a long time before he put his
head up again, and only after he was sure that the wagon
was well away from the area. He looked again, up and down
the road, but there was no other evidence of people coming.
However, he could see by the wear marks in the dirt that the
road was heavily used and he was sure that there would be
more people coming along al any time.

He slowly arose from his open bed and to his horror, the
hifl was right between two roadways. All around him and
stretching for miles was nothing more than rolling hills and
short grasses. There were only a few islands of deep vegeta-
tion. During the wanderings of the previous night it had not
occurred to him that he was traveling right out in the open.
The small rolling hills had given him a deceptive sense of
security in darkness, but now he realized how vulnerable
he was. He could be easily seen from any direction, and
he began to feel like a cornered animal. Scanning the arca
around the hill, he saw people working in the various fields.
preventing him from backtracking. Before him lay the road
and beyond the road was a small homestead. He could clear-
ly see that in the distance was a small town. There was no
way he could cscape, at least not until darkness.
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~ He cautiously laid back down and carefully buried himself
n the fallen leaves. Unless someone walked right on him,
he would be safe. For hours he lay motionless, as he heard
numerous wagons pass and more people talking. Near the
middle of the day, all travel seemed to stop, and he could
hear no sound coming from any direction. He cautiously
Ilft-;d his head from the ground to get a look at the arca
again. No one was around and nothing was moving. People
had seemed to disappear from the face of the earth. As he
scanned the immediate area, he lified his eyes to the distant
eastern horizon. From his perch on the small hill he could
barely make out the outline of a distant mountain range, but
it was nothing like any range he had ever seen. It seemed to
rise out of the plains like a wall, terminating the wilderness
in all manner of geometric forms that defied anything the
Creator would make. j
He scrutinized the distant mountains, trying to understand
them, when to his amazement he spied several columns of
smoke arising from the peaks. At first he thought that the
smoke was from campfires, but it was far too much smoke
to be from a camp. He then thought it could be from a brush
or forest fire, but the smoke columns did not travel over the
ground. He was mesmerized by the distant range. trying
desperately in his mind to figure out what it was all about.
It was then that he saw the numerous roads that lay before
the cliffs, and the movement of wagons and people along
those roads. To his horror, he realized that he was lookine
at one of the white man’s great cities. He had never scen one
before and had only heard about them from various people
he encountered in his travels, This was more than he could
bear and all he could do was to stare at the city, terrified.
He was paralyzed with this fear. He could not imagine
something so immense that it would appear as a mountain
range from the distance. He gazed at the thick blanket of
smoke that hung above the city and he could not understand
how those people could live in such conditions. He waited
at the crest of the hill for hours trying to comprehend the
vastness of what he observed. He wondered if it could in
tact be some sort of hallucination, for there was nothine
he had encountered in the past that would even compare to
this. His fear was laced, however, with a certain fascination
and he wondered if the spirit world had not led him to this
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point to observe this city. After all, he had no idea why he
had wandered so far to the east, other than it had felt like
he had been compelled to do so.

As the sun began to set and the lights of the city began
to make the clouds of smoke above glow with an eerie
light, Grandfather began to scan the landscape leading to
the city. In the last remaining light, he began to plan how
he would reach the city unobserved. As usual, he waited
until full dark before he moved, He had the entire journey
mapped out in his mind. He knew how long it would
take him to get there and back, where there were safe
hiding places along the way, and where all the probable
escape routes were, He knew if he were caught in the
arca he would probably be taken to a reservation, or
possibly even Killed. He had to be extremely careful.
His fear was now set aside and curiosity began to guide
him, though deep inside his apprehension was intense.

The journey began with relative ease. He stayed to the
landscapes that held the most brush and cover. When
crossing a road, he was careful not to leave any tracks,
which was not very difficult to do. From his experience, he
doubted if anyone here could track him, or for that matter
see tracks at all. He knew that some of the mountain men
that he had encountered could track, but not very well to
say the least. His trip took far longer than he had expected,
and he covered only about half the distance that he should
have. Most of the reason for the slow travel was that
he had to take great care in his movements, laking no
chances of being seen. The trip would have gone much
faster if he did not have to worry about being caught.
He began to realize that he would just barcly make it
o the city before first light. There would be no way he
could make 1t back to the hill by the next moming.

As he approached the city limits, the first thing on his
mind was to find a place to spend the day without being
seen. It was so difficult to get within the limits of the city.
Huge garbage dumps and choking air made any real prog-
ress painful. Even during this early hour, there were many
people about, but Grandfather suspected that these must be
ones without homes, such were their actions. To him, they
appeared to be no better off than the rats that fed in the
dumps. At least the rats seemed to have a place o live
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These poor souls just slept in the streets, under buildings,
or in the doorways of buildings. They appeared battered and
lonely, victims of a society that did not work for then. He
was appalled at the general conditions of the city and it
sickened him to be so close. 1t was horrifying for him to
realize that he would have to spend an entire day enveloped
in this insanity and stench.

He searched around the outskirts of the city, looking for
4 place to spend the day without being seen. Now he had
lo take great care in his movements, for now he saw many
more people wandering or sleeping on the streets. He clung
to the shadows and piles of nameless debris that covered the
street. Several times he had to slip by a sleeping tramp, but
he began 1o realize after a while that these people seemed
1o have very little awareness. His travel became easier as he
realized that he had very little chance of being seen. Finally,
as the first glimmers of daylight began to appear, he located
a place to spend the day. It was a raised wooden platform
with wooden planks for sides. appearing much like a pen.
He knew that if he could get inside the platform he would
have a clear view of the city street and vet remain oul of
sight.

He crept up to the platform, defily sticking close to the
shadows. A man sat on a chair, just outside the door that led
to the platform. Grandfather could see the man was wearing
a gun and an unmistakable uniform. probably a soldier or
a sheriff of sorts. It took him almost to full daylight before
he reached the outskirts of the platform and crawled under.
Luckily there was a side plank that had come away from
the post and it gave him just enough room to get inside.
Once inside the sanctuary of the platform, he breathed a
sigh of relief, finally feeling somewhat secure after hours
of torment. He did not move at first, but relaxed to compose
himself and listen for any sounds that could be a threal.
After all, the guard now sat just above him on the platform.
Grandfather worried that the stench of the city would make
him cough and alert the guard.

As the first shafts of daylight filtered through the cracks
of the boards, Grandfather got his first full look at the inside
of the platform. At one end there was a pile of old boards,
bits of twisted metal, and broken glass. On the distant wall
were the remnants of an old trapdoor, now wired shut, that
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would have at one time given an easy access to the underside
of the platform. Strewn randomly against all the walls of
the platform were piles of garbage, mostly paper and dead
plants that had attempted to grow in the sterility of the soil.
To Grandfather’s horror, imprinted in the dirt were evidence
of human tracks, hand and knee prints, and several definite
outlines left by a sleeping person. He suddenly realized that
this area was also probably used by one of the tramps he had
encountered when he reached the city limits. However, now
it seemed 1o be abandoned because the tracks were many
days old.

Grandfather began to move deeper into the platform when
he heard the guard move above, He froze his action and
listened to him walk back and forth several times, stopping
here and there to look around. Suddenly, Grandfather heard
i cough coming from the other side of the old lumber pile
and the guard jumped from the platform and moved to the
old door. Grandfather lay close to the ground and shd close
to the darkest wall and covered himself in bits of garbage.
The guard began to call out through the slats in an angry
voice, Grandfather could not understand the language, but
he knew that the man was angry. Instantly, there was an
abrupt stirring sound coming from the pile of old wood and
in a flash a young man jumped the pile, crawled quickly
across the floor, and began to move toward the other side
of the platform. The guard hurried around the outside to the
side the young man had headed for.

Without thinking, Grandfather grabbed the young man by
the arm and put his hand to his mouth, indicating silence.
The young man looked at Grandfather in terrified amaze-
ment, but obeyed without question, probably more out of
fear of Grandfather than out of will. Grandfather then picked
up a small block of wood and tossed it against the distant
side of the platform. The guard responded by running to the
other side with a demanding scream. The guard listened for
a moment and then thinking that who ever had been under
the platform had escaped. ran down the street, thinking
that he was chasing the trespasser. Grandfather smiled
at the young man and the man gave Grandfather a hall-
hearted reserved smile, still appearing very frightened.

Grandfather and the young tramp eved each other for
a long moment. The young man looked like he was tomn
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between running away and staying. His curiosity gelting
the beiter of him, the young man asked Grandfather his
name, but Grandfather did not understand. Seeing immedi-
ately that Grandfather did not understand his language, the
young man pointed at himself and said *Paul,” then pointed
back to Grandfather. Grandfather. now realizing what the
young man was trying lo convey, pointed at himself and
said his name. The young man did well with the difficult
pronunciation of Grandfather’s name and they both laughed
silently. They spent the better part of the morning trying to
communicate with each other. By early afternoon, language
no longer seemed a barrier and they became immediate
friends.

It did not take long before Paul realized that Grandfather
wanted to learmn of life in the city. Paul realized that it was
more to satisfy Grandfather’s curiosity than wanting to live
in the city. For the next several months, Paul began to show
Grandfather his world. Most of their journeys were taken at
night so that they could easily travel without being seen.
Grandfather saw the factories, slaughterhouses, houses,
slums, and roadways. He was appalled at the thought that
people were starving in the streets while others seemed to
have everything they wanted. He found. that there was no
real brotherhood between these people of the city. Everyone
scemed o be so self-absorbed in their senseless rushing,
fretting, striving, and slaving for unseen riches. They seemed
to live to work.

He could not understand what drove these people. How
could they live so far removed from the carth and its life-
giving forces? They seemed to be imprisoned, not only by
the sterile walls of the city, but by their own flesh. It seemed
to Grandfather that these people believed only in the flesh.
and the flesh became their only god. The only ones who
seemed close o being real and alive to Grandfather were
those people like Paul, who lived in the strects a [ree life.
Yet there was no freedom for them, for they were slaves
to the trash heaps and imprisoned by the city. He knew
that they would surely perish in the wildemess. Yet there
was a camaraderie that began to build between Grandfather
and these tramps. The friendship between he and Paul began
to grow strong as the weeks passed, to a point where they
became inseparable.
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As Paul began to show Grandfather the ways of the city.
Grandfather began to show Paul his ways. He began to
integrate his wildemess skills to the wilderness of the city.
He taught Paul and many others how to build fine warm
shelters, hidden from the eyes of others. He taught them
how to hunt and trap outside the city limits and showed
them many edible and medicinal wild plants. He taught
them to use stalking to evade their enemy and move freely
about the city, and he taught them to read tracks of both
man and animals. Most of all, Grandfather began to teach
Paul and his friends the philosophy of wilderness. He told
them of ultimate freedom from all that bound people to the
city, and he explained to them that they could go back and
live in perfect balance and harmony with the earth.

There began to form at the outskirts of the city a small
village of people, comprised of Paul, Grandfather, and an
assortment of tramps and derelicts. Grandfather became the
unofficial leader, for it was he who showed them how 1o
free themselves of the garbage piles and cold streets. Little
by little, Grandfather began to wean these people from the
city altogether. It was rare that they would need anything
trom the streets, vet the people had no idea that they were
depending less and less on the city. They had no idea of
Grandfather’s master plan, but they trusted him like a Kind
old father figure. Their little village was so well hidden and
protected that it was never found. Even after the addition of
a large hidden lodge that would be used for meetings and
teaching, the camp remained invisible.

Slowly, the litle village became a tribal society. People
began to work together for the good of the tribe and as
always, the preservation of the ecarth, now their home, was
the most important. Late in the summer, The Council, as the
tribe now called itself, decided to move the camp farther up
north and deeper into the woods. They knew that the winters
would be cold and they needed the protection of the woods
from the storms and from the eyes of the city dwellers. It
was a slow process, because the camp had to be moved
during the night, and in stages. The northern camp had to
be mostly built and livable before the entire tribe could
move. Colder weather was coming in fast and they had to be
assured of good warm shelters at both locations. Finally, by
mid-fall everyone was living in the northern camp. The old
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camp wis scattered and abandoned so as 10 disappear back
into the carth. There remained no evidence of the camp’s
existence.

The Council found that it was far easicr to live in the
northern camp than in the old location. They could freely
move about in the day, food was more plentiful, and people
grew strong and healthy. Throughout the cold winter, every-
one was comfortable and well fed, thanks to Grand{ather’s
teaching and ability to store food away. Here people began
1o work together even more. They no longer relied on find-
ing discarded clothing in the city bul began to make their
own. In fact, 1 was rare now that they would ever use
things that were manufactured. Instead they preferred to
make evervthing themselves, So too did their understanding
of the philosophy of living with the carth grow strong, It was
nel long before they truly became children of the earth and
began to despise the wayvs of their white brethren

Grandfather continued to teach these people throughout
the entire winter and into the next spring, They learned
guickly, not only the skills of survival, tracking, and aware-
ness. but also the spintual teachings. They seemed to hunge
for the wisdom of the spirn more than anything else, and
Cirandfather willingly filled the void, Grandfather had never
met a group of more enthusiastic people, Certainly he had
tricd 1o teach his skills many umes before, but most times
he had been met with a mild disinterest. These people had
tasted the insanity and prisons of the city and now hated
that way of thinking and living. They wanted the riches of
freedom and purity. Many would have rather died than go
back to the way their lives used to be. Now the only time
any would retumn to the city was when they were looking
for others to come and live in the Council Tribe.

By midsummer, the northern camp had grown to almost
three times the size as when 1 started. Now many of the
original people were teaching the new arrivals, passing down
the knowledge of survival and spirit that Grandfather had
taught. Grandfather had not only become a legend here in
the village, but also in the streets of the city where hobo
communilies existed. It became obvious to Grandfather
that because the tribe’s existence was becoming known and
because the size of the village had expanded, that they would
have o move farther north and deeper into the wilderness.
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He was also feeling the calling of the spirits again and knew
that it would be soon time for him to move on too. With that
thought, there grew a great pain in Grandfather’s heart for
these people, who lived like the people of his own tribe.

Grandfather went with Paul far inte the north country to
scoul out potential camp locations. Finally after several days
of travel, they came upon an ideal location, Grandfather
would now be sure that the people would do well in this
place and forever stay out of range of the white man. These
people were now more Indian than white, and Grandfather
knew that they could very well face the dangers that any
child of the earth faces. It was on the way back to the main
camp that Grandfather 1old Paul of lus plan to leave, Both
cried and held each other for a very long time. They had
not only become friends, but brothers, in the wruesi sense
ol the wond. They knew that the separation would be very
painful. Grandlather told Paul that he did not think that he
could ever love a white man and Paul said that he never
thought he could love an Indian. They both laughed well
mto the might and cried wears of joy and pain

Grandlather vemamed at the mam camp for several days
as people packed up and prepared w move north. Finally
on the last night together, the people held a feast in Grand-
father's honor. and to honor the first child bormn te the tribe.
Grandfather felt so at peace and so satisfied. Not only was
evervthing eaten taken from the earth, bul no tools of the
white man were seen. Only some ol the new arnivals had
on remnants ol white man’s clothing. but Grandfather knew
that it would not be long before even those things were
abandoned. They feasted well into the night, finishing with
a tremendous pipe ceremony where all participated. There
was dancing and singing. and the night air reverberated with
laughter and shouts of joy

Grandfather was gone betare first ight, saying good-bye
10 no one, as was his way. He did not believe in separation,
for in the spirit world there can be no separation, thus the
term good-bye is a lie. As Grandfather sat on a high hill
watching the camp moving north, he was struck with a grea
sense of loneliness and loss. He felt the same love for thesye
people as he did his own. They were his tribe now and he
would miss them, He finally understood that it was not i
white man that he hated, but the white man’s ways, his
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thinking, and the way he destroved the earth. He loved
these people of his new tribe and knew without a doubt that
they were children of the earth. He finally understood that
it was not the color of the skin that made a person one with
the earth, but what was in his heart. At once Grandfather
realized that all people were truly his brothers and sisters,
and he had 1o love them.

After hearing Grandfather’s story of the Council Tribe,
I too could finally find peace. 1 now understood that when
Grandfather cursed the white man, it was not the man but
the consciousness of sociely he was cursing consciousness
that could be lived by anyvone who chose to remove them-
selves from the earth. I also learned that Grandfather loved
cveryone, even his encmies. He could have easily not both-
ered teaching those vagabonds and derelicts, but out of love
for them and for the earth, he chose to stay with them
and teach as much as he could. 1 only hoped then that |
could find the love of people that Grandfather possessed.

What became very apparent to me was the fact that once
the skills of the wilderness were learned, man could regain
his self-respect and take charge of his destiny. It was not
the color, race, religion, or economic status of a man that
took him away from the earth, but a way of thinking. There
are those in every society that turn their backs to the earth,
not because of choice so much, but by ignorance and greed.
Good or bad, I had to love them all, even those who would
otherwise destroy the earth. Wars and hatred will never
change anyone or anything, but adds power unto itself. Only
through love for all people can we ever hope to make a
difference, but first there must be love.

1

T

First Pilgrimage
to South America

In our early days together. Rick and I had no comprehension
of how far Grandfather had traveled in his life. We were
amazed so often. When we asked Grandfather where he had
leamned a particular skill or technique, more times than not,
Grandfather would tell us that the origin of the skill came
not only from Mexico, Canada, Alaska, or cven C-:[nm.i
America. His knowledge and collection of skills came from
the peoples of the United States but seemed to reach far
outside the borders. Frequently, Grandfather would include
with his description of a certain skill its origins and how and
where he had first learned its making and use. Many times,
that was our only indication of how extensively Grandfather
had traveled and gave us an idea as to how many people he
had sought out for the skills. :

We found out about his trip into the Amazon jungles
quite by accident. We had assumed, since the subject had
never come up, that Grandfather had never visited Snu@h
America. We just figured that he had remained mostly in
North America, venturing down only as far as Panama.
After all, most of the skills we had learned up until this
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point in our lives were from the United States, and only a
few had come from south of the border. On this particular
occasion, we had been practicing our skill with the bow
and amow, focusing our attention on mainly aerial shots,
We were trying to master the technique of hunting birds
in flight or perched high in trees, but our accuracy had not
been very good. We never scemed to be able o loft the
arrow high enough or with enough force 1o hit the targets
we had placed in the trees. There seemed to be something
missing in our technique. Our little bows just did not seem
stable enough,

Grandfather had been watching our limited ability from
afar. As soon as we saw him watching, we got worse,
Because T felt like | was being closely scrutinized by
Grandfather, my hands began to tremble even more than
they did in the earlier practice, and 1 began to horribly miss
the shots. 1 just could not get any stability. As Rick took his
turn and shot a few arrows, | waiched Grandfather disappear
inside his shelter and emerge carrying. what | assumed 1o be.
a long stick. As he drew closer, | realized that what he was
carrying was in fact a rather long bow, longer than 1 had
ever seen. The bow was brightly colored, and two large
green feathers and a small red one hung from one end. So
too were the arrows brightly colored and very long, They
were of a fletch design I had never before seen.

Grandfather approached us with a smile on his face. Rick
and 1 stood gaping at the long bow as Grandfather began (o
string it and test its pull. The bow was majestic, the pull
strong, but it lacked any abrupt curve such as was found
in the “ecared” or “recurved” bow that we had made so
often. Instead, the bow was just onc long and elegant curve.
Without a word, Grandfather nocked an arrow, pulled the
bow strong and steady, then released the arrow right through
the same target we had been trying to hit all dav. He did
this twice more, until he offered the bow to us, Without
awaiting any explanation, I nocked the arrow, aimed to the
high target, and released the arrow, The bow was absolutely
stable and true and 1 hit the target. Without a word, Rick did
the same, also hitting the target. We were both amazed at
how well the bow performed.

We asked Grandfather about the long bow, telling him
that we were amazed at how well it shot and how very
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stable it was. Grandlather told us that the people who had
shown him the bow did most of their hunting up in the
trees. The bow had been designed for high shois, where
the targets were relatively small and they needed stabil-
ity and strength of bow draw to reach their target with
any accuracy. He then told us that most of their targets
were parrots and monkeys, found high up in the upper parts
of the South American jungles. We were flabbergasted by
what Grandfather was telling us. The jungle was always
an intriguing dream to us and we wanted to have Grand-
father tell us all about what it was like to go there. We
had never thought to ask him if he had ever been there.
and now we felt foolish that we hadn’t asked. That night
at the campfire, Grandfather told us of his first trip into
South America.

Grandfather told us thal it was more by an unconscious
accident than by choice that he ended up in South America,
At the time he had been traveling slowly through southerm
Mexico when the urge hit him to travel farther south. Up
until this point in his life, he had never been farther south
than the Panamanian jungles, but he just knew that the spirit
was leading him farther south than that now, Stories of the
immense South American jungle wildemness had only been
conveyed to him in the stories that his great-grandfather,
{:ﬂ}'ﬂl-{! Thunder. had told him. And even these stories had
been passed down to his Great-grandfather. As faras Grand-
father knew, no one in his fribe had ever ventured much
pasi the southem borders of Mexico. He was the first 1o
zo bevond.

A few years before, Grandfather had been living in the
Everglades for several months and had some knowledge of
tropical conditions, but nothing would compare or prepare
him for what he had yet to encounter. Traveling the many
jungles he had to pass through along the way proved dif-
ficult enough. He was not at all familiar with the plants
and animals of these jungles and had to rely on his inner
vision to guide him to what was edible and what was noi.
Fortunately his hunting and fishing skills proved more than
adequate to obtain game, so it was rare that he was ever
without meat. His plant diet, however, was severely lacking
and encountering the plants he was familiar with becamc
rarer the farther south he traveled.
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By the time he reached the great South American jungles,
he was rather thin and worn out from lack of a balanced diet.
His drive to reach the jungle had overshadowed his common
sense. He realized that he should not have been in a rush to
get there and should have taken better care of his physical
needs. Now that he had reached the infinite jungle, he was in
rather poor condition and totally out of his element, Though
he could still easily hunt and trap game, there were very fow
plants he was familiar with. These were also few and far
between. There was no doubt in his mind that he would
have to find a better diet, and get back to a healthier state
of existence, before he could ever think of striking out into
the deeper jungles.

Grandfather’s exhaustion ran very deep. He had hard-
ly stopped for many thousands of miles. Not once did he
camp for more than a day in any area since he left the
southern border of Mexico. Many times he traveled days
wuhgut food, and rarely did he get a full night’s sleep. The
naggmg spirit within seemed to drag him onward without
letup. At times it would hardly let him sleep at all. Even
his dreams were of the journey to the jungle, and they
too had a sense of rushing. He had been definitely driv-
en to this place, driven to the brink of utter exhaustion
and malnutrition. He knew that he could not go on until
he got a long period of rest and rebuilt his strength. He
resolved to himself, despite the spiritual nagging, that he
would stay where he was for several days before going

on.
Within the span of a full day, Grandfather had built his
shelter, laid out traps, built a fire, and set about making
the camp comfortable. He found water easily and put up
several days of meat he had hunted. Still, he lacked the
vegetarian part of his diet. He had exhausted the last few
familiar plants that he knew to be edible, but refused to
take them all for fear of wiping out the species in the arca.
Eventually he lost his appetite and soon began to grow very
lethargic and sickly. He could not communicate with his
inner vision, eventually growing not to trust its Judgment.
It was only through his inner vision that he could discern the
edible plants from the poisonous, and now it seemed 1o be
failing him. The last two plants that Grandfather was guided
to through his inner vision made him sick. He assumed
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that in his weakened state, his inner vision was rendered
incffective.

This sickness and the weakened state grew worse as the
days passed. Certainly he was getling enough sleep and
enough water, but his diet was sorely lacking. He began
to wonder if in fact he had contracted some rare jungle
discase and that was the reason for his sickness. Yet he
had gone for many months of his life on strictly meat diets,
especially when he was living with the Eskimo people, and
he could not understand now why the lack of plants in his
diet could cause such a severe reaction. He began to think
seriously about making a retreat to the coast, where he knew
that he could find plants he was familiar with, He thought
of traveling down the Amazon River and to the delta region
that he so often heard stories about, There he knew would
be native people living on the fringe of the jungle. Possibly
they could help him with his sickness.

It was well into his second week in the deep jungle that
Grandfather decided to pack up his camp and make the
joumey to the coast. He knew that in his weakened state
it would be very difficult at best, and he began to doubt if
he would make it alive. As he was beginning to take the
roof from his shelter and scatter it back to the earth, he
noticed an old man standing at the far end of his camp
watching him intently. Grandfather was shocked that he
hadn’t been aware of the old man’s arrival. Certainly he
should have known of his approach nules before he got to
camp. Bul there was something about the way that this old
one blended perfectly into the jungle that told Grandfather
he was not dealing with an ordinary person. As Grandfather
gazed at the old one, the old man smiled warmly and waved.
As Grandfather waved back, the old man vanished into the
jungle without a trace, right before Grandfather's eyes.

Grandfather was startled at how easily the old one had
slipped away. As he searched the immediale area with his
cyes, he began to believe that this old man was in fact a

spiril, not of flesh at all. That is the only way that he could
have made it right into Grandfather’s camp without being
detected. Grandfather simply shrugged off the expenience
and went back to work, trying now to understand why this
spirit had come to him. As he thought about the incident,
he realized how the old one had been dressed. Though his
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lower body was clothed in a small loincloth, his headdress
was made of beautiful bright green feathers, the likes of
which he had never seen before. Everything else aboul the
old one told of his native heritage. Possibly this man spirit
was at one time a member of a tribe that once lived in the
area.

~ As Grandfather continued working, deep in thought, he
felt a hand touch his shoulder and he turned around with a
start. The old man stood before him, as if appearing from
nowhere. Grandfather was startled again that he did not
hear his approach. The old one seemed 1o be invisible in
the cadence and flow of the forest, blending perfectly with
his surroundings. Still assuming that the old one was spirit,
Grandlather slowly reached out and touched the old man’s
shoulder. The old man did the same to Grandfather and they
both laughed. With that the old one waved to the bushes and
several young men stood up. Grandfather was absolutely
Nabbergasted that so many people had gotten right into his
camp without being noticed. He knew that his energy was
low a}mi his awareness shrouded in sickness, but to him this
was 1mpossible. He must have looked so startled that the
group began to laugh, not at Grandfather, but with him.

The old one seemed to sense that Grandfather was in pain
and sickened. He gently reached out and felt Grandfather's
head, then retracted his hand and said something in a lan-
guage that Grandfather could not understand. Grandfather
trembled uncontrollably, but did not know why. The next
thing Grandfather remembered was that the jungle began
to spin and he collapsed to the ground. He could fecl
kind and gentle hands lifting him, but he could not piece
together the events that followed. All he remembered was
movement, passing jungle, and the feeling of being carried,
His whole world seemed to spin uncontrollably. Thought
became impossible and he scemed to be living in some
surrealistic dream world. Then all was black. Time and
place seemed no longer to exist.

Grandfather remembered waking up in a sirange shelter,
feeling very groggy. He tried to piece together the events
that got him there but everything remained a blur of events.
All he could clearly remember was the old man who had
come to his camp. He was frightened at first but this passed
as he looked around the shelter more closely and saw it was
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primitive. This gave him a certain sense of security that he
was in good hands with these ancient people. He sensed that
they were much like him, though he did not know why. He
did know that he was beginning to feel better, much better
than he had in many days, though he had no idea as 10 how
he got there or how long he had been asleep. There was
evidence all around him that people had come and gone
through the entire ordeal. He felt at peace.

He heard a shuffling at the doorway and in walked the
old man who he had seen in his camp. A big smile spread
across the old man’s face as he looked at Grandfather. They
both tried to communicate in words, but to no avail. Real-
izing that words now were useless, the old man pointed to
Grandfather’s lower leg and lifted a leaf bandage from his
calf. To Grandfather’s amazement there was a badly swollen
area, definitely caused by some sort of a bite, probably an
insect of some sort. The old one made a gesture to his
head, feigning fainting and fever, and Grandfather finally
understood. Grandfather had vaguely remembered getting
bitten by something several days carlier, but had paid it
no attention. It was around the same time of the bite that
Grandfather remembered growing very weak and losing his
appetite. At the time he did not connect the two, but now
he understood.

Grandfather finally realized that he had been poisoned by
some insecl and if it had not been for the old man, he prob-
ably would be dead by now. That was probably the reason
that Grandtather had lost his awareness and inner vision
and did not see the approach of the old man and the others.
Throughout the day, Grandfather and the old man began to
communicate as other people came in and out of the shelier
bringing food and otherwise taking care of Grandfather. As
time passed, Grandfather began to understand the old man
a little better, though much of the communication was in a
loose sign language. It did not take long before Grandfather
knew that this old one was probably the herbalist or shaman
of this little tribe, such was his ability and the other people’s
respect for him.

Grandfather was allowed to rest through the end of the
day, without much more of a conversation. The old one sat
by Grandfather throughout the evening and well into the
night, rarely leaving his side for even a moment. Several
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times during the night Grandfather was awakened by the
old one and given a strong tea to drink. Otherwise his sleep
was peaceful and almost dreamless. When he awakened
the next mormning, he felt the best he had since he had
left Mexico. The old man looked very pleased with Grand-
father’s progress, but would not allow him to sit up until he
had something to eat. After drinking a strong tea and eating
some delicious but unknown herbs and roots, Grandfather
was helped into a sitting position. He could feel a nag-
ging weakness deep inside, but he knew that it was on its
way out.

Late in the moming the old man helped Grandfather 10
his feet. At first he was a bit shaky, but soon his strength
returned. ‘The bite on his leg was no longer swollen or
painful but he could still see the deep punciures. The old
one had intimated to Grandfather that he should have been
dead from the bite long ago. The old one seemed amazed at
how quickly Grandfather had healed. Grandfather and the
old man began to sense something special about each other,
something that bound them deeper than just the flesh. There
was @ mutual respect between them and they spent most of
the morning and the remainder of the afternoon trying to
communicate. The conversation was very slow and labored,
but they began to understand cach other on deeper levels
than just words and sign language.

Grandfather was led around the small camp by the old
man and introduced to various people. The old one pointed
out the various shelters, the skills, and the way the people
prepared the food. Most of the skills Grandfather had used
before but what fascinated him the most were the plants that
the people used both for food and for medication. For some
reason Grandfather was interested in these with a passion.
The old man, who Grandfather now knew as “Parrot.” saw
Grandfather’s interest in the plants and began to concentrate
his teaching efforts to that of the plants. Grandfather became
a willing student, hanging on Parrot’s every gesture. How-
ever, as the day wore on, Grandfather grew very tired again.
Even the short joumey around camp was a strain on him
and he returmed to the shelter to rest. Tt was at this time,
when he laid down to sleep, that he was in the old man’s

bed, for the old one slept on the floor every night next to
Grandfather,
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For the next several days, Grandfather and Parrot stayed
together. Parrot became a more than willing teacher and
Grandfather an eager student. Parrot first showed Grand-
father the various plants around the immediate camp area.
They would collect the plants, prepare them, cook them,
and finally eat them. This way, the spirit of the plant could
be fully understood and remembered. So too did Grand-
father leamn how to make up and use the various medici-
nal plants of the jungle. He was intrigued at how similar
the effects were as compared to the plants that he always
worked with. With each passing day they went farther and
farther out into the jungle, where more exotic plants could
be found. The old man was treating Grandfather much like
he would any herbal apprentice, though Grandfather leamed
much faster.

Eventually, Parrol began to sec Grandfather's deeper spir-
itual side and realized that Grandfather must be a healer for
his own tribe. It was at this point that Parrot began to treal
Grandfather as his equal rather than just a student, It was
not long before Grandfather began 1o teach Parrot of his
ways. Grandfather also began to teach the various other
tribal members about traps, tracking, and his methods of
survival. Grandfather was eventually treated with as much
respect from the people as was Parrol. The two became
very close friends and Parrot even allowed Grandfather to
help treal many of his patients. Sometimes Parrot would
allow Grandfather to treat his patient alone. To them, it was
delightful 1o be able to mix medicines and skills. Grand-
father telt at home with his adopted people.

As the months slipped by, Grandlather and Parrot began
to understand and communicate with cach other a lot faster.
It was not long before they both realized that even though
their cultures were many thousands of miles apart, there
were more things similar than different. In the practice of
medicine and the wisdom of the spirit they were almosi
identical in philosophy and technique. Grandfather began
to understand that a common thread bound his people to
these people of the Amazon jungles. Eventually, neither
Grandfather nor Parrot saw any differences. This realization
helped Grandfather confirm that all the people of the earth
shared a common truth, a common thread that bound them
all together into one spiritual consciousness. He still had his
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doubts concerning the white man and his various religions
however.

GrandFather stayed with these people for the better part
of a vear. Eventually he built his own shelter, participated
in hunting and gathering parties, took an important part
in their various ceremonies, and otherwise became a full
working member of the little tribe. Most of all, he and
Parrot attended to the many ills, both physical and spiritual,
of the people. They formed a deep bond between them, a
deeper friendship than either of them had yet known. They
considered each other brothers in the truest sense of the
word. Once, they took a joumney together Lo one of the most
sacred areas that Parrot had known. There they worshiped
for several days together. entering into what Grandfather
would consider a vision quest. It was during this time that
the bittersweet realization that Grandfather would be leaving
soon was understood. i

Grandfather stayed with the little tribe for a few more
weeks and then finally one day he was gone before the
camp awoke. Parrot understood, like Grandfather, that this
was the right way to part. Nothing left to be said, no good-
byes, but jusi the deep sense of knowing that they would
always be together. Still. there was a tremendous sadness
and sense of loss that they would both suffer. Though no
one knew exactly the day that Grandfather would be leaving,
Grandfather found a beautiful long bow by his side when he
awikened that morning. It belonged to Parrot and was the
bow he used to leam this tribe's way ol hunting. On the
end of the limb were fwo long green feathers and one red
feather. Tt was the symbol of the everlasting bond between
Grandfather and Parrot, between Grandfather's people and
the people of the jungle. _

Grandfather wandered up the Amazon and deep into the
jungle as he had planned o do more than a year ago. Now
armed with his new knowledge of the local plants and the
way of the jungle, his travels became easy. It was as clfort-
less as living in his homeland and for the first time he really
felt part of the jungle. As the days passed by and he reached
deeper into the jungle, he understood why the people of the
carth were closely bound together in spiritual consciousness.
It was the earth that bound them and created the common
thread. Here he felt at home, for all the earth now was his
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home. It was the earth that was the common philosophy
and purity. The same bonds that tied Grandfather to Parrol
and his people also bound them to the earth. It was common
ground to all who walk the sacred path.

The spirit constantly compelled Grandlather to go deeper
into the jungle. Grandfather instinctively knew that there
wias much more that he had to leam from the jungle, a
knowledge that would tend 1o tie everything he had learned
together. He never camped for more than a night in any
one location. Instead he kept on moving, feeding as did
the animals, foraging along the way, and rarely stopping
o cook anything. For most of the journey he ate nothing
but the plants. Only once did he supplement his vegetar-
ian diet with a fish. The jungle seemed to dictate to him
that he needed only the plants on this type of joumey and
his health and energy remained high. He was leaming 1o
listen to the jungle as it taught him the plants, and sensi-
tized his inner vision to that of the jungle consciousness.

Finally, Grandfather felt that he could not go any deeper
into the jungle. It was not because he was physically unable
to, but spiritually he felt that this was where he was sup-
poscd to be. It did not take Grandfather long before he
found a beautiful camp area, not far from a little waterfall,
He could feel that the waterfall was important, for it had
an undeniable spiritual presence that beckoned him to i,
It was a special place, a sacred place of power, and he
wondered if Parrot knew of this place. Within the span of
two days, Grandfather’s camp was built and his food stores
filled. He then concentrated on spiritual things, visiting the
waterfall religiously, o pray and histen to the voice of the
jungle. Without fail, every sunrise and sunset was met at the
waterfall. Sometimes Grandfather would spend the entire
day in and around the [alls.

One afternoon Grandfather looked up from the water and
was startled to see a very old man standing on the bank,
looking at him. He had appeared much the same way that
Parrot had and at first Grandfather thought that it might
be Parrot, But this man was too old to be Parrot, yet the
mannerisms were much the same. The old man waved 10
Grandfather and Grandfather retumed the gesture with a
broad smile. Grandflather realized that the waterfall had blot-
ted out all outside sound, but he should have noted the
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approach of the old man long before he appeared on the
bank. Grandfather instantly knew that this old man must
be a shaman, for his appearance and attitude were of that
consciousness. So oo did Parrot move about the jungle
in this way and Grandfather felt an instant bond between
himsell and the old man. There was something very familiar
about him.

The old man motioned to Grandfather to follow him and
Grandfather went withoul hesitation. The old one moved
quickly through the jungle, disturbing nothing as he passed.
The old man disappeared far up ahead and it wasn’t long
before Grandfather entered a small clearing. At one end of
the clearing was a small and simple hut, much the same as
Parrot’s shelter, only smaller and more primitive. Grand-
father saw that the old one had gone inside, and he followed.
As Grandfather entered the shelter he was startled to see
not only the old man but also sitting near him was Parrot.
The resemblance between the two was striking. Grandfather
understood immediately that Parrot and this old man were
somehow related. Possibly, Grandfather thought, the old
man was in fact Parrot’s teacher and guide.

Parrot introduced Grandfather to the old man and Grand-
father’s suspicions were confirmed. This old man was not
only Parrot’s teacher but also his blood grandfather. Parrot
told Grandfather that the old man’s name translated out to
mean “he-who-has-no-name.” The reason for this, Pamot
told Grandfather, was because No Name had transcended
the tribe, the religion, and even his identity. He was truly a
child of the carth, and lived without the need of many of the
spiritual toys and crutches that still bind men to the fesh.
No Name had been the teacher of many shamans but now
preferred to live alone, close (o the jungle consciousness.
Parrot told Grandfather that the shamans came to this place,
to this small but sacred waterfall, for spiritual renewal and
to Iearn the wisdom of No Name.

Grandfather was more than delighted to see Parrot again.
They hugged each other for a long time and cried. Grand-
father always knew that he would see Parrot again but not
s0 soon. Yet somehow he suspected that he would see him
here near the waterfall. Grandfather was even more capti-
vated with No Name. This old one reminded Grandfather
of his own great-grandfather. No Name seemed to have the

GRANDFATHER 119

same unspoken wisdom that Grandfather had seen in Coy-
ote Thunder. Within a few hours a great bond was formed
between the three men. Grandfather and Parrot became No
Name’s students for many weeks to come, and Grandfather
began to look upon No Name the same way he looked
upon his own great-grandfather. This old one possessed
the jungle wisdom that he desperately wanted to know.
He knew that the spirit had led him to this place to meet
and leam from No Name, and now there was no doubt in
his mind.

The three did not concentrate on the physical identifica-
tion of plants, or for that matter anything else tangible 10
the flesh. Instead, they discussed philosophy and leamed No
Name’s approach to the many things of the spirit. Grand-
father here again saw a similarity and correlation to what he
understood and believed. It was confirmed that there could
be no separation between the people of the earth. They were
of one mind and heart. The fabric of spiritual consciousness
ran through them all. So too did Grandfather realize that
when one truly walks the shamanic path he transcends all
religions, doctrine, ceremonies, and even the people. Here
on this path all shamans, no matter where they are from or
how they leamed the wisdom of the spirit, walk as one and
have one mind. How they arrived on this path no longer
makes a difference and they speak a common knowledge
and tongue.

Grandfather held No Name in awe. This old man had
truly found the final path to spiritual enlightenment. In
that path, Grandfather found a certain and pure simplicity,
unencumbered by any of man’s complications. It was this
simplicity that Grandfather had sought for so long. It was
this simplicity that Grandfather wanted to live. The old one
was living proof that the quest of the spirit was not difficult
but free and pure. It was man and his quest to define and
complicate the wisdom of the spirit that made the path dif-
ficult. Grandfather knew that he too had transcended most
religious crutches and now No Name showed him the way
to abandon the rest. On one particular moming, the camp
was deftly abandoned. Grandfather wandered back to the
north, Parrot retumed to his people, and No Name vanished
mto the vast expanse of the jungle. Parting was painful and
loneliness had already begun to set in, but there was sweet
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joy of the sharing and communication that bonded the two
men together, forever.

As 1 sat at the campfire that night listening to Grand-
father’s story and holding the old bow, | could feel how

sacred the bow was. To Grandfather it was not just the

skill of hunting, but the embodiment of all that he had
learned on his first trip into the deep jungles. | was amazed
to tears o hear Grandfather talk of 4 common path and
how all shamans spoke a common tongue. Most of all 1
was intrigpued by the simplicity and interconnectedness of
it all. From that point on the old bow became a symbol of
simplicity to me also. [ finally understood what Grandfather
had meant when he spoke of a “oneness.” It was not just
the oneness of flesh and spirit, but also the oneness with
all things. all philosophies.

8

The Priest

Il was not long after Grandfather had told Rick and 1 of his
first journey to South America that | began o get deeply
bothered by something Grandfather had said during the sto-
rv. He had said that all of the people of the earth were con-
nected on a spiritual level. It was these children of the carth
that shared a common belief, a common ground. Though
their beliefs were slightly different in approach, they were
almost identical in the final analysis. However, Grandfathe:
could not say the same of the white man’s religions, and
that was the reason for my deep pondering. 1 did not know
whether Grandfather had meant that he thought that the
white man's religions were fraudulent, or if he just did
not know, After all, for a while 1 was raised in the white
man's religion and | could not believe that it was wrong.
The sheer thought of it bothered me for days and 1 began
to brood about it frequently.

One night while sitting around the campfire, Grandfather
asked me if there was something in the story of his jour-
ney to South American that had bothered me. He told me
that he noticed that my mood had changed soon after he
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had told the story and now he wanted 1o know why, I
did not want to hurt Grandfather’s feelings, nor did 1 want
my worst fears to be confirmed, so 1 was a litle hesitant =
in answering Grandfather’s question. Instead 1 tended to
circumvent the question and ask about other unrelated parts
of Grandfather's journey. It did not take Grandfather long =
to realize what was bothering me. Instead of asking me
about that which still remained unspoken, he immediately
began to tell me the story of a priest, which I knew would
ultimately answer my unasked question.

Grandfather had been slowly wandering back from his
first trip to South America when he encountered the priest.
He had not been driven in his travels since he left the jungle
and rather took his time throughout the entire journey. He
wanted to stay in areas longer so that he could explore the
various landscapes and try to find teachers along the way.
The spirit that usually drove him on his journeys and quests
had remained silent for many months. He was very content
just to learn as much as he could. Many times he stopped
along the way for several weeks, especially in the places of
old Mayan and Incan ruins, He knew that these places were
spiritually active and he wanted to know all there was 1o
know, Though he was not familiar with these cultures, he
sensed something similar to his own philosophy.

He would search out anyone who still practiced the old
religion. but many times he could not find a teacher. Some
of the old ones that he encountered told him that their origi-
nal religion had changed and changed again, and became
more complicated every time. Still. there was the simplicity
that No Name had so often spoken of that could be found in
the complication. Grandfather knew through the story shared
by these old peopie that these cultures had been destroyed
much as had the culture of the tribes of the United States.
Here too greed and the consciousness of destruction had
almost entirely removed a people and their religion from
the face of the earth. Grandfather could not understand how
the white man’s religions could permit him to create the
destruction without fear of punishment or reprimand from
that which the white man called God.

One late afternoon, seated high up in an old Mayan tem-
ple that overlooked the jungle, Grandfather was compelled
again by the spirit. He had been looking toward the north,
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thinking deeply about the question of white man's religion
when he knew that he had to leave this place and journey
north. There was no doubt in his mind now that his many
months of rest and leisure would soon come to an end. Even
as he walked down the steps of the temple, he knew that
he could not wait for the moming to leave but had to go
immediately, To remain for even a few more hours woulkd
only produce a deep restlessness that would prevent any
kind of rest, sleep, or even preparation for the joumey.
There was no hesitation or afterthought, for Grandfather
just walked to his camp, scattered it to the carth, and headed
north under the night sky. _

As is typical for this type of journey, or quest. he did
not camp for more than a pight in any place. Just cnough
fime was spent to replenish supplies and then it was back to
the trail again. As he reached the deserts of Mexico, more
time had to be spent gathering water, and that slowed his
progress as usual. This time, the spirit did not lead him up
the West Coast but straight through the center and into the
hottest and most barren deserts. However, these conditions
Grandfather knew very well and the travel was easy. Most
people would perish under the same conditions, bul Grand-
father flourished. The carth took good care of him and he
vbeved its every law. The farther north he traveled the more
the spiritual voice inside nagged at him.

For the last few days of his travel, the spirit would not
allow him to stop, rest, eat, or even sleep. Grandfather could
sense an urgency in the spiritual drive and he had to 51!15::.-
it without question. He began to push himself to the hinmis
of his endurance. The lack of sleep caused Grandfather 10
hallucinate at times and made travel very difficult. Several
times he nearly fell Lo sleep standing up. Since he could not
stop, his water supply began to dwindle and he had to ration
the rest severely, which only added to his pain, Finally, late
in the last night of the journey. he came upon a high ridge
where he knew that he had to make camp and get some rest.
Though the area he had been led to would not be an ideal
location, he sensed that this was where the spirit wanted him
10 be, He built a meager shelter between some huge boulders
and quickly fell into a long and unconscious sleep.

He was abruptly awakened the next day by the sound of
a bell ringing in the distance. It took Grandfather quite a
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while to regain a sense of time, place, and reality, such
was the intensity of his profound sleep. After regaining
consciousness and realizing that the sound of the bell was
a reality and not a dream, he cautiously crawled from his
boulder shelter. Carefully he climbed to the top of the ridge,
staying very low to the rocky ground. It was apparcnt now
that there must be some kind of seftlement below that he
had overlooked in his fatigue of the night before. From the
ringing of the bell he knew that it must be that of the while
man. As he peered over the side, he was startled 1o see a
small adobe church, surrounded by other adobe structures,
all in poor repair.

Grandfather suspiciously eyed the little hamlet. Except
for the ringing of the bell, the compound looked utterly
deserted. There was no sign of human or animal. The few
wagons that were around were badly broken and deterio-
rated by the harsh desert weather. Grandfather knew how-
ever that there must be someone there as the bell was ringing
and there were still a few human tracks around the front
of the church. He walched the compound and buildings
for the better part of the moming, long after the bell had
stopped ringing. Finally a few people cmerged from the
church. They were poorly dressed and looked to be near
the edge of starvation. Their journey back 1o their houses
looked labored and painful, showing clearly the way the
desert was beating them. Finally, from the huge door of the
small church stepped a very old priest, or “black robe™ as
Grandfather called them. He looked as badly wom as did
the rest of the people.

Grandfather watched him cross the courtyard and head
slowly in the direction of the ridge where Grandfather was
watching. As the priest drew close to the outer edge of the
compound, Grandfather could plainly see that the “black
robe’ was not like other black robes he encountered before.
The robe was tattered, torn, and a dry soil color. The old
pricst did not look very healthy at all. There too was a
pain and weariness in his walk. Grandfather had to shift his
position closer to the edge of the cliff to follow the priest.
The priest continued to the bottom of the cliff and to the
remnants of a small well. The priest then lowered a buckel
into the well, but did not seem to retrieve any water. It was
obvious then to Grandfather why these people looked so
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badly; they were out of water. Grandfather watched the old
priest kneel by the side of the well, apparently in prayer.

Grandfather felt a powerful calling to go down to the
priest. The driving force was so strong that he had to set
aside his fears and obey. He still feared the white man, and
this priest was definitely a while man, though no one in
the compound looked strong enough to do Grandflather any
harm. However, he knew the power of white man’s guns. It
doesn’t take a strong man to be a warrior with a gun, so his
climb down the cliff was slow, cautious, and very quict. He
did not want the priest to see him until he could determine
if the Priest was a threat or not. Grandfather moved like
a shadow, deftly shifting his position to a point where he
could get a clear view of the priest without being seen. As
usual, with Grandfather’s skill of a scout, this became a
very simple process.

Grandfather was close enough to hear the priest’s every
word, and was startled by what he was saying. The priest
spoke in Spanish, a language that Grandfather could bare-
Iy understand, but the meaning came through. The priest
prayed, “Holy Earth Mother, the physical manifestation of
God’s love, help us. My people are without water, our
wells have run dry, and we are dying. Many have lost
faith and have run away to other places, but those who
remain still believe that we must be here. Oh, God, we
need your help.” Grandfather immediately knew that this
old priest had to know something of the Native people and
what they belicved, such was the wisdom and intensity of
his prayers. To Grandfather’s astonishment the priest called
out and said to Grandfather, “Come here, brother.” Grand-
father could not believe that anyone could have detected
his presence there, but he stood and moved toward the old
priest, without question.

Grandfather moved to the other side of the old well, using
the old rock wall as the last buffer between himself and
the old priest. In the old priest’s face, Grandfather detected
a kindness, the reasons for which could not be put into
words. Grandfather began to reluctantly move toward the
old priest as he beckoned Grandfather to him. Grandfather
detected no sense of threat from the old priest, but rather
an unconditional acceptance. As Grandfather moved closer
to the priest, the priest said, “You must have been sent by
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God. You are one of the children of this land. Would you
please show this old priest in what way to ask our Earth
Mother how to get water from this old well?” Grandfather
was struck speechless by what the old priest was saying.
From everything he had heard about the “black robes” this
statement was totally out of character.

Grandfather sat down by the old priest and listened to
what he had to say. First the priest introduced himself as
Father Juan and then went on to tell Grandfather of his
plight. He had lived here for many years, with a small
community of people who just barely eeked a living from
this barren land. Several years earlier, the well began to run
dry during various times of the year. Now in the past year it
had been without water more times than not. Because of the
water shortage, many of his people had left the arca and had
gone off to find better places to live, The old priest wanted
to leave long ago, but he felt that God wanted him to stay
here and he had to obey. He told Grandfather that every day
he came to the well to pray for water, but to no avail.

To Grandfather. Father Juan seemed like a very sincere
and dedicated man. Even though the water had not returned
to the well, the old priest would not lose faith. Without
hesitation. Grandfather told the priest that he could help
him find some water for his people. In Grandfather’s heart
he knew that there was still water around, but no longer in
the place of the existing well. The vegetation, the color of
the earth. and the faint smell of water in the air confirmed
Grandfather's decision. Grandfather then climbed down into
the deep well as Father Juan looked on. He felt and smelled
the walls of the well, and dug a little in the ecarth at the
deepest place. Though the sands were dry o the touch,
they were not dusty. Grandfather suspected that the well
«till contained water but at a deeper level than the well had
been dug.

Climbing out of the well, Grandfather explained to Father
Juan that the well was not deep enough. He told the priest
that was the reason that the well ran dry periodically through
the year. It was only during the wet seasons that the well
would produce if left in this way. It had also been very dry,
almost a drought, for the past several years and that is why
the well would no longer produce. As Grandfather talked, he
could see tears forming in the old priest’s eyes, and a look of
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thanksgiving on his face. Instantly, Grandfather could sense
something different about this old man. To Grandfather he
seemed more like Coyote Thunder or No Name than he did
a priest. There was the same air about him, the same feeling
of “oneness” that Grandfather could feel in other shamans.
He could not explain the feeling, for it conflicted with all
that he had heard about the white man’s religion.

The priest called out toward the village and two men
came running toward them carrying buckets and shovels.
They looked at the priest and then at Grandfather skepti-
cally. yet they obeyed Father Juan when he asked them to
help Grandfather dig the well. Grandfather climbed into the
well despite the priest’s comments that he had done enough.
Grandfather dug for most of the moming without stopping
and by high sun, he had hit water. As the bucket of soil
mixed with water was hoisted to the surface, Grandfather
could hear the cheering. With each subsequent bucket he
heard more and more voices cheering and talking, though
he could not tell how many. Within the next hour, the well
was above Grandfather's chest with water and he could dig
no more. As he slowly climbed back up the side, buckets
on tethers began to come over the side hoisting the water
past him.

As he emerged from the top side of the well, he was mel
with a small cheering crowd. As he stepped away from the
well, Father Juan walked right up to him and gave him a
big affectionate hug. Clearly, Grandfather saw that the priest
was crying. Father Juan then tumed to the small crowd and
exclaimed, “This is truly a miracle. This man has been sent
by God to bring us back our water. This man knows the
voice of our Earth Mother and the earth told him where
she had water.” Grandfather was shocked at the priest’s
statement. He did not feel like he had been sent by anyone,
for it seemed just by chance that he had arrived here when
he did. He told the priest so, but Father Juan responded,
saying, “Then what is it that drove you so far out of your
path? What power was it that guided you here?”

There was no question in Grandfather’s mind that the
priest was right. He had been driven (o this place, especially
near the end of his journey. It was the spirit within him
that had led him here at just the right time to help these
people. There was no denying that the priest could see much
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deeper than Grandfather had originally given him credit for.
Grandfather, al this point, began to see that the priest knew
much more than he was letting on to his congregation, or to
Grandfather. Yet as they looked at each other, they could
both sense the power in the other. There was a mutual
respect, a common ground that they both seemed (o share.
As the people hoisted bucket after bucket of water from the
well, Father Juan asked Grandfather if he would stay with
the people for a while, and teach them of the carth.

Grandfather was a bit hesitant at first, but he knew in his
heart that was why he was led to this place. He also knew it
was not just that he had to find water for the people, for it
seemed like there was much more to leamn before he moved
on. He now could finally understand the urgency of why
the spirit had driven him so hard these past few days. He
could plainly sce that these people had no water at all and
probably would have been dead within the next several days.
He could also feel a deep draw toward the old priest. This
old one was someone special, much like No Name, and he
sensed that this was who the spirit had guided him to see.
It took the well and the problem of the water to bring them
together. Grandfather did not believe in coincidence, and
knew that he had bheen sent.

Grandfather decided to take things one day at a time. He
had no sense of how long he was to stay in this place. At
first he would not enter the church. Fear trom all the stories
that he had heard about conversion and brainwashing still
haunted him. He would not even sleep near the compound
at night but chose to go back up on the ridge. He did not like
the feeling of confinement that he felt in the compound and
preferred the freedom of his camp. Each morming at sunrise,
then again at sunset, Grandfather would sit and pray. He
was startled to see that the old priest did the same as he.
The old priest seemed 1o have a special spot on the land,
as did Grandfather. Several times, they waved to cach other
as they went to their areas. It then struck Grandfather that
if the priest could pray in his church, that of the temples of
creation, then he could go and pray in the priest’s church.
From that point on, Grandfather had no apprehension about
entering the church.

With each passing day, Grandfather began to respect and
admire this old priest. They would sit up in the hills for
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hours teaching each other and discussing religion, beliefs,
and philosophy. Grandfather began 1o see a deeper connec-
tion between No Name and Father Juan. This old priest,
though still believing in his religion, had expanded it beyond
what his church taught. Father Juan, whether by accident or
design, had indeed transcended his religion and now walked
the shamanic path. Grandfather was startled to find that
Father Juan believed in many of the things that Grandfather
did. So too could Grandfather sense that the priest was
trying to change some of the ways of the church, and that
was probably why he ended up in this place.

It was not long before Grandfather and Father Juan began
to pray together each night on the ridge. They would dis-
cuss the wisdom of the spirit well into the night, and soon
Grandfather found how deep Father Juan’s philosophy ran.
Grandfather soon discovered thal Father Juan’s path was
almost identical to Grandfather’s, though he approached it in
a different way. The end resulis were the same. Father Juan
told Grandfather of his endless years of spiritual searching.
asceticism, and working with the people of the earth. He
told Grandfather that at first he wanted to convert the Native
Americans, but as he grew older, he began to listen lo what
they had 1o say. The first thing that the old priest leamed
was that they all prayed to the same God. This became
evident whenever the priest prayed, for he always began
the prayer with “God, Great Spirit, You who are called by
so many names, and worshiped in so many ways . .."

Father Juan also told Grandfather that he belicved that the
carth was the physical manifestation of the Creator’s love,
and we should take care of His gifts. He also said that to
him the earth did feel like a mother and all the things of the
carth were his brothers and sisters. Father Juan told Grand-
father of the man called St. Francis, who could actually
walk with the wild animals and knew them as friends. The
old priest seemed as interested in Grandfather's philosophy
as Grandfather was in his. They began to compare. When
Grandfather would tell Father Juan something he believed,
Father Juan would find evidence of it in his religion. When
Father Juan quoted the Bible, Grandfather would show the
priest evidence in Grandfather’s beliefs. It was obvious to
them both that they were finding a common truth, the life
blood of theirs and of all belicls.
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Grandfather spent the season with the old priest. He
showed the priest’s now growing congregation how to
work the fields more effectively. He taught them how
to care for the earth to work in balance with its power.
He also taught them to listen to the many voices of the
earth, and have faith that the Creator would provide. Most
of all, Grandfather and the priest spent every available hour
together. They taught each other, creating even a broader
understanding than either could ever imagine. In the end,
Grandfather began to look at the priest with the same sense
of brotherhood as he had No Name and Parrot. There was
no doubt in Grandfather's mind that the white man’s religion
was part of all philosophies, and through that belief, anyone
could leamn to walk the path of the shaman.

Most of all, what Grandfather learned from the priest was
the wisdom of Christ. Grandfather could not understand,
however, how the simple teachings of Christ had become
so complicated. Christ had no church, for he taught in the
mountaing, in the gardens, and in the wilderness, and his
tcaching was simple truth. When Grandfather confronted
Father Juan with this question, Father Juan told him that
was why he was a priest. Father Juan felt that his mission
in life, similar to Grandfather's. was to find and reestablish
the simple truth, free of man’s meddling and complica-
tions, then pass this truth on to others despite what anyone
thought.

In the final days together, Grandfather taught the priest
how 1o use the sweat lodge and why it was a universal
spiritual truth for all who used it. Their first and last sweat
together was a richly spiritual experience. Two men from
different cultures, different ages. and different beliefs, both
praying to the same God. As Grandfather headed back to his
people he felt another great sense of loss and like the con-
nection to Parrot and No Name, Grandfather could feel the
same connection between Father Juan and himself. Grand-
father knew in his heart that someday the philosophy of
Father Juan would spread across the land. He also knew
that he would never see Father Juan again in the flesh, but
knew that they would pray together again in their shared
world of spint.

My mind was at peace after I heard the story of Grand-
father and Father Juan. 1 could see now that Grandfather
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felt that all religions and beliefs were connected by the
same spirit. Grandfather knew that all paths finally led to
the Great Spirit providing man can reach the purity of his
religion and see past all the religious dogmas. | also, at this
point, vowed to be as open as Grandfather had been to all
philosophies and religions. 1 finally understood that they all
had something to teach. There was no right or wrong, just
the truth.

From Grandfather’s story of the priest. I've leamed 1o be
apen to all people, no matter what their religions or beliefs.
I have leamed to forget that I have a past and empty my
cup so that 1 could listen to people purely, without their
teachings being filtered through my own prejudice. I've
learned to listen and then to work my way through their
words and arrive at the common truth. Through this I have
learned that there are more things common to all the various
religions and belicfs of the world than there are in conflicl.
Once | realized this common truth T have been able to
accept that there is but one truth, just many different paths
leading there.




9
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The Waterfall

Rick, Grandfather, and 1 had been heading back o camp
on a trail that we called Drudgery. We began our journey
long before sunrise and had walked through the betier part
of the day. It was mid-August, the temperatures were well
into the ninetics, the air was still and heavy with humidity,
The entire dusty route was withoul water. and since we
carried none. by mid-afternoon our throats were parched
and our lips were cracked. The sun burned down. torturing
and drying our flesh, and the dust rose in columns behind us,
choking us with each step. All Rick and I could think about
and talk about was getting to water. Eventually we could not
even lalk anymore such was the dryness of our throats.
As 1 dragged along 1 could almost envision the stream
that ran through our camp. That would be the first water
we would come to in over fourteen hours and it would be a
soothing relief. 1 imagined what it would be like to plunge
in, swimming and drinking at the same time, as I had done
so many times before. My pace became a crawl as I dragged
my feet and intensified the dust plumes. | also began to trip
frequently and a few times actvally stumbled to the ground
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Each time it became harder to get back up and face the
trail again. It was not so much the fatigue that I felt due
to the deep sands, but the intense thirst that made the trip
so difficult. Several times I hallucinated water. Sometimes
I could feel it in the air, other times | could faintly hear it
running, and once | thought [ could actually see the water
far up ahead. Consciously 1 knew that there was no waler
along this trail and it became a struggle between reality
and hallucination each time the sense of water filtered into
my mind.

I could tell that Rick was as bad off as 1 was. Neither
of us looked around or smiled. There was no conversation
and each of us secmed wrapped up in our own little trusty
vacuum of dust. Not so with Grandfather. He would pause
frequently to study a track, a flower, or a feeding bird.
The smile never left his face and he seemed o enjoy every
moment, apparently free of thirst. It became exasperating
to us every lime he stopped for we too had to stop, which
would only prolong our agony and eventual arrival at the
water. Grandfather’s pace was not even slowed in the least
and with each passing mile he seemed to gain more energy
rather than lose it as we were doing. | imagined that he
was somehow being sustained by the very landscape itself,
thriving on that which only brought us thirst, In a way, his
attitude and buoyancy made me feel a bit angry. Not at him
but at myself.

As we drew closer to our camp area and the eventual
soothing and quenching properties of the stream, our pace
quickened. Though we still dragged our feet and stumbled,
our focus on the stream seemed to carry us along. As we
entered the camp trail our stumbled walk shifted into a
brisk walk, then a run, and finally a sprint. It became a
race against thirst, as if we could owtrun it and lose it in the
walter. We ran right through camp without even a break in
siride, down the stream trail, and finally plunging lustily
into the cool and refreshing waters. Even as 1 dove beneath
the surface | began to drink, holding my breath as long as 1
could as I gobbled down huge mouthfuls. Rick and I then
lay back in the water imagining our bodies hissing like the
sound that water makes when it hits the hot rocks in a sweat
lodge. It did not take long for the thirst to become a distant
memory as our sirength and energy began to return.
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Rick and 1 lay back at the edge of the stream, our heads
resting on the shore and our bodies still submerged in the
water. As I lay there, I watched Grandfather walking lei-
surely down the trail, stopping every so often to study some
unknown mystery. He was not at all in a hurry, but rather
took his time. To someone who did nol know any better
they would have never known that he had just linished the
same long trek that we had. He seemed so totally unal fected
by the whole trip, the intense thirst, or the need to get to
the water as we had been. To him, it appeared, it was just
another stroll, a leisurely walk, where neither water nor heat
was a factor at all, He just looked so serenc and unhurried
that he made me angry at myself again. I imagined ali
of the wondrous things that 1 had overlooked because of
the intense thirst that had clouded my consciousness and
perception. :

Grandfather approached the stream as he always did,
smiling at me and Rick, then finally tuming his full attention
to the water. He paused for a long time and gazed into ifs
depths. His attitude was one of prayer, ol thanksgiving, and
of rapture, At no time did he seem in a hurry 1o drink; instead
he took his time, where every action seemed to be so slow
and deliberate. Finally, he stooped and touched the water,
eventually stroking its surface, all the while in passionate
prayer. It was a long time before his hands finally cupped
the water and he drank, savoring cach mouthful much hike
a wine faster savors a vintage wine.

This action never ceased to amaze Rick and me, even
though Grandfather went through it every time he approach-
ed water to drink. It made little difference to Grandfather
the intensity of his thirst, for there was always the prayer of
thanksgiving and the impassioned touching of the waters, yet
the ritual always seemed to be prolonged during the times of
extreme thirst, Anyone who saw him would immediately see
and feel the intensity of Grandfather’s sense of thanksgiving
and awe. So too would anyone who bore witness to this act
be held in awe. Rick and 1 just turned to each other and
smiled in a knowing way. A kind of knowing without fully
knowing, for we could only vaguely understand the driving
force that directed Grandfather’s actions.

Rick and 1 spent much of the day and early evening iu_
and around the water. Water for me always is a source ol
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tranguillity, 2 meditation, where I can think more clearly
and deeply. It always tends to cleanse the body and spirit,
intensifying spiritual thoughts. This day was no exception.
1 thought about many things but most of all 1 thought about
Grandfather’s approach to the water. Even though he had
given me numerous explanations on numerous occasions, |
still felt that he was holding something back. There always
seemed to be a piece of the puzzie missing and without that
missing picce I could not fully understand his actions and
deep sense of thanksgiving. | could sense in a way that
it went far beyond the parameters of thanksgiving, and it
was what lay beyond that 1 fully wanted to understand.
I became determined to find the answer as soon as the
opportunity arose.

After dark, Grandfather, Rick, and I sat around the
camplire and talked about our long journcy. Both Rick
and 1 talked of the intense thirst and how it had obliterated
all else. We also told Grandfather how disappointed we were
that we gave in to the negative effects of the thirst and how
we wished that we were more like him. He simply told us
that we had given the thirst far too much power over us and
it was this power that cut us off from the beauties found all
along our walk. Without hesitation 1 asked Grandfather if
he was not also thirsty and why he always took his time,
even in times of dire thirst, before he would drink water.

Grandfather then told me again that it was in reverence
and thanksgiving that he approached the water in this way,
just as he had always explained it to me. But this time |
told him [ thought there had to be much more to it than
that. 1 felt there was something that he was leaving out,
whether by accident or on purpose, and [ wanted to know
why. He looked at Rick and me for a long time, then finally
told us the story of the waterfall, which forever changed his
perception of life.

It was during Grandfather’s last trip to South America
that he was taught one of the most profound lessons of
his life by this waterfall. He was visiting an old shaman
that he had visited many times before when he was told
of the waterfall, which this old man called, simply, “life.”
Grandfather was told that the waterfall was deep in the jun-
gle and thal the journey to its base would take several days.
The old shaman told Grandfather that the waterfall must be
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approached alone, thus he could only point the direction and
not lead him there. He told Grandfather that only those who
walked a spiritual path could find this waterfall; all others
would perish on the perilous journey through the jungle.

Grandfather began his joumey to the waterfall on the
following morning, using the shaman’s directions and his
own inner vision to guide him. The jungle was thick and
trackless at this point, for the old shaman lived alone, far
from the village, and his shelter was located on the oter-
most part of the encampment. There were no trails beyond
his shelter and the trees were so thick and the underbrush
so overgrown that he could hardly see the sun at all. There
were no natural features to give him a sense of direction
and he found that he had to rely solely on his inner vision
to guide him. At times he found that even in the middle of
the day. much of his journey was in deep green darkness. It
was a tough journey, for Grandfather did not want Lo kill any
plants or break them out of his way. Thus he crawled under or
walked around the thicker stands of vegetation, which only
made his journey longer and completely obscured his sense
of direction.

The nights were even worse than the days. His detdrmi-
nation to find the waterfall of life was so strong that many
times he would travel through the night, resting only when
he could not physically go on. He felt that the journey had
to be undertaken with this kind of drive so as to show the
spirits and the waterfall that he was truly worthy to be on
such a quest. So too at times did he know that he was truly
lost. Not only was he unsure as to where he was, but he
could not get back to the old shaman without the use of
his inner vision. His inner vision was all that he had and
he had to trust it fully, casting out all logical doubt and
giving himself over completely to his spiritual mind. |

The journey took many days, but he did not remember
how many. He said that the days and nights were fused
together in a random sort of way where it made littie dif-
ference to him if it were day or night, or even how long the
journey would take. All he knew was that he had to get to the
waterfall, or die trying. He had no fear, for he knew that the
jungle, like any other wilderness, was still part of the earth
and that it would take care of him. To him it was home; for
that matter, any wild place was his home. Though he wanted
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desperately to get to the waterfall, he took the time to study
and communicate with the various plants and animals along
the way. There was no rush, never a rush.

He studied the landscape; searching out its secrets, he
found no evidence of human travel. Most of the trails were
made from small animals, which would not allow for easy
human travel. Even when he dug beneath the layers of loam,
there was no sign of human footprints even in the more
open areas. Grandfather had shown us, long ago, how to
carcfully dig through the forest litter and reveal tracks that
had been hidden from the deteriorating effects of weather,
some of which could be dated back many years. So, when
Grandfather told us that he had no evidence of human travel,
we could be assured that no one had passed through that part
of the jungle. He sensed that he was one of the only humans
to walk through this area. He imagined then what it felt like
for the first man to ever walk upon the earth.

Grandfather remembered that for the last two days and
nights of his journey, the landscape began to change. It
was no longer flat jungle, and now he continuously began
o climb higher and higher as he approached some unseen
mountain range. The jungle was still too thick to see any
distant change, but he could feel the elevation changes with
cach passing mile. Soon, large moss and fern-covered boul-
ders began to appear in the jungle, small at first, but growing
larger as he climbed higher and higher. Even the vegetation
began to change as new plants and animals began to appear
and the familiar ones began o grow uncommeon.

As he traveled he sensed a decper change than just the
elevation and the jungle. There was something more, a pow-
er that he could not describe, but a power that scemed to
beckon him, directing his every move. At first he could
not place its origin. Even his inner vision failed him and
this sense of unknowing followed him through much of the
last day and night, It was nearing dawn of his final day of
travel when he realized that it was the powerlul presence of
the waterfall that was calling him. It was nothing he heard
or saw that brought him to this realization, just a sense of
knowing that the waterfall called "life” was luring him.

As he traveled, now pulled by the power of the waterfall,
his trek became easier. It was almost as if he were being
guided solely by his spiritual mind, where his body fell
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away and became nonexistent. The farther he traveled, the
casier became the route. Al times he felt as if he were
floating rather than walking, to a point where there was
no longer any fatigue. The closér he got, the clearer and
more expansive his mind became, to a point where he could
actually see the waterfall in his mind and feel it moving
within his body.

The power and sound of the waterfall could now be feli
on a physical level, even though he was still quite some
distance away. This power and sound began as a low vibra-
tion and gradually intensified as he drew nearer to the falls.
He still could not see the waterfall for the jungle remained
thick, and it was impossible to see more than a few yards
ahead. At times the sound, vibration, and power grew 5o
intense that he felt like the waterfall was all around him.
At those times he had to stop and reorient himsell to the
call of the waters. The jungle seemed damper at this point
and the vegetation lusher and healthier than it had been on
the beginning of the trip.

As the sound of the waterfall intensified, so too did the
lushness of the vegetation. It seemed to him that the plants
were feeding on the falls’ energy, growing healthier and
stronger with their close proximity to the energy of the
waterfall. Still there was no visual sighting, just the ever
increasing sound and intensity of the falling water. With
each step closer to the waterfall the vibration, energy, and
power increased, almost thundering at times. The very earth.
rocks, and trees seemed Lo tremble as he touched them and
soon even the leaves of plants seemed to quiver, At times
the quivering earth and thunderous sound was [rightening,
yet at the same time energizing and soothing.

Finally, Grandfather reached the stream and began fol-
lowing it upward. The stream was quite deep, yet slow
moving and wide, quite unexpected since the waterfall still
sounded powerful and he had suspected that the stream
would run wild and thunderous. As he moved up along the
stream he noticed that he was entering a deep gorge, yet he
could not see very far up ahead, such was the thickness of
the trees and low vegetation. As he moved deep into the
gorge, he noticed that the trees were healthier and larger
than anything he had yet encountered. Here the very carth
vibrated with a thunderous sound, trembling almost as il
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it were made of flesh. His pulse quickenced as he moved
forward, anticipating that at any moment the falls would
come into view.

Finally, as he rounded the last bend in the stream, the
waterfall came into full view. He was so awestruck by its
magnificence that he almost lost his balance and fell into the
stream. The waterfall poured down the mountain of green,
slicing into the jungle like a silver ribbon. From the upper
part ol the mountain, at least as far as his eye could sce, the
stream danced across boulders in a wild frenzy. 1t collected
in a deep pool midway up the mountain, then poured over
the lip in a straight drop. [t was wide at the top to the midway
point, but then funneled through a thick rock outcropping,
exploding to a thunderous mass of spray that rained down
into the basal pool. Here the waters boiled, then stilled as
they continued down the lower stream.

He had seen larger and grander falls in his life, but there
was something about this one that captivated his spirit. Right
away he felt a deep kinship with the falls, as if it had been
speaking 1o him all along. What's more was that it was just
as he had envisioned it to be when the old shaman spoke of
its existence. So too did he realize that this falls was very
sacred and he stood trembling, like the earth and trees, in
this temple of water. As soon as he saw the falls he felt pure
and free of all thought. and his body and spirit felt cleansed
and awake. He shook with anticipation, as if waiting for the
falls to reveal its wisdom.

After he composed himself he searched for a place to
sit and wait for the waterfall to speak. The trembling nev-
er left him, such was the power of the waterfall and his
anticipation. As he moved closer to the base of the falls,
the rockscape became slippery and treacherous. Each step
had to be planned before he even attempted to move, It took
him hours to move even a short distance and by the time he
reached the base of the falls it was late afternoon. He found
a boulder that rose above the boiling spray of the waterfall
and here he decided to sit. It was like an island, sticking
out of the mist, and the upper part was dry. It would afford
a good view of the entire falls. To him it was as if he were
scated on an altar.

It was not his intention to undertake a vision quest, for
there was no questing needed. Instead he sat and waited
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for the waterfall to speak to him, much like a child wgi:s
for an elder to speak. He believed that the actual questing
took place on the long journey to the falls, and now all he
had to do was to humbly wait. At this point he did not care
if the waterfall communicated to him at all. He felt blessed
just by being in its powerful presence. To him, just being
there was enough, and from being there he felt fullifled and
pure. Those were gifts enough. :

Grandfather sat at the base of the waterfall all night,
never leaving the boulder altar. He could not sleep, but
drifted in and out of a dreamlike stupor. Many times his
mind would wander back in time, paradoxically to those
times in his life when he was in the desert. Several times
he relived the times of his life when he almost died of
thirst, and at the point of pain the thundering of the waterfall
would yank him back to reality. He did not know why he
thought so often of his thirsty memories, but they came
freely and without warning. He imagined that somehow the
waterfall was causing the memories to surface. but he did
not know why. Any other thoughts seemed random and out
of place, which soon returned to thoughts of the arid places
and extreme thirst,

Dawn was a gorgeous mix of light and shadow that made
the waterfall appear as a solid column of water rather than
thundering spray. The falls seemed at this point to .t;l:}nd
out in bold relief from the darkened rock face, appearing
even more $o s a living entity. In a way, this now living
falls shocked him. Certainly he knew that water had a spirit
all of its own, but this falls was more than spirit, it was now
flesh to him. As he gazed at the falls there was no doubt in
his mind that it was alive, not only alive, but had a mind
of its own. It was a collective consciousness of every drop
and fragment of spray, coming together to form the living
mind of the waterfall. It was no longer the blood of Earth
Mother, but now a living, thinking being. j

He trembled at the thought of being in the presence of
such a deity. To him it was a sudden enlightenment to realize
that the water was not just spirit, but a living entity. He
reveled in the thought. The waterfall had taught him what
was to be the first of many lessons. Truly, Grandfather said
that he thought, this must be why the old shaman had called
the waterfall “life,” for Grandfather had now scen the waters
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come to life, transcending what he once thought only to be
spiril, now was flesh and mind. It was alive in every sense
of the word, not just imagination but stark reality, for the
mind of the waters had fused with Grandfather's very soul
and the communication was profound indeed. It was more
than any human lips could convey.

All day long and into the late afternoon, Grandfather kept
his vigil on the boulder altar. Though there was no further
communication for most of the day, Grandfather had enough
to do just trying to digest what he had already learned. Every
time he thought of the living waterfall shivers of excitement
and gratitude ran up his spine. During the late afternoon
Grandfather began to question why this waterfall had hit
him so powerfully and seemed so alive. Certainly he had
stood before many waterfalls before but none had commu-
nicated to him in such a living way. There was always a
comimunication on a spiritual level, but this falls seemed so
alive and definitely had a mind of its own. He wondered if
in fact all waterfalls were like this one. It may have been
that he was just (oo blind to see the truth before.

He began to think about how all the drops of water and
spray combined to make this living waterfall, and how surely
they fused to make the streams before and after the falls,
It was the collective consciousness of countless parts that
made the whole, the grand consciousness, the mind of the
waterfall. But where does that collective consciousness begin
and where docs it end? Is the mind only in this waterfall. or
15 it in all waterfalls, all waters, and all oceans? Could it be,
he wondered, that the consciousnesses of all the waterfalls.
the streams, lakes, rivers, and oceans combine to make the
grander consciousness, the greater flesh and mind of all
waters? After all, all water is connected; even the water of
his flesh is connected to all waters of earth and sky,

The sudden realization came over Grandfather that it was
not the mind of this particular waterfall, it was not its life
solely, but the combination of all waters, This waterfall was
4 doorway to all other waters and it was all the waters of the
carth that Grandfather had communicated with on a living,
thinking level. The mere thought of all of this made Grand-
father’s head spin. It was all so overwhelming. Through this
waterfall, through any water, Grandfather could communi-
cate with all waters of the world, even the waters that pulse
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through the veins of man, animal, plant, and even the rains
in the sky. Water then was nof just a spiritual entity, but a
living, breathing, and thinking being.

Grandfather grew tired from the overload of knowledge
and began to slip into a place _snmew?:ﬁrc between slecp
and reality. He wondered to himsell if he were not just
projecting his own thoughts onto that of the waler. But_ then,
he thought, our bodies and minds are composed mm!l}— of
water. Is it not then the water projecting thoughts onto !lself :
using what we consider to be our minds as a vehicle? Are
our thoughts really our own, he thought, or are they the
combination of many entities, most of which are wav;r? And
at what point, he questioned, Do the waters Iakl.“.:n into our
bodies become living tissue, living brain, our muuﬂ Could
the inverse be true, that it is not our thoughts projected to
the waters, but the waters projecting their consciousness Lo
us? These questions overwhelmed Grandfather and he fell
into a deep and much needed sleep. _

He fell into a deep dream, or vision, he did not know
which, but the journey seemed so real. He dn:amftd_ that he
was floating in a vast sea, where no land was visible. He
did not feel threatened or afraid of the vasiness, |n.~il=?ud he
felt at peace, part of the whole and not a separate enlity. .f-‘n..
times he could not feel where his flesh ended and the waters
of the sea began. Instead he felt expanded, where his reality
reached from shore to shore and touched the very sky. His
flesh was that of the ocean and his mind was that of all
waters. In one instance he was all waters and yet al the
same time could still feel his own identity.

Still firmly locked into the dream or vision he was then
lifted from the oceans and began soaring on the back of an
cagle. He flew across the waters and a distant land. There
he was taken to a waterfall and through that waterfall, like
a window, he was instantly connected to all the waters of
the earih and sky. He was then taken to a stream, a pond, a
river. and a swamp, where there again he felt the connection
to all waters. Then he flew to the high mountains and gazed
down on the snows, ice, and glaciers, and there again he felt
the connection, the mind of all waters. Finally he was taken
deep into the cloudy sky. then to the dew-drenched plains,

and then to the damp loamy forests, where he again felt all
waters, Finally he was flown back to the boulder altar and
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as he looked into the eye of the eagle, he again was part of
all waters. The cagle handed him a pottery cup filled with
water, and as he drank he became all water, He awoke to
the thunderous roar of the waterfall.

Many questions had been answered in his dream but he
did not know how. He had learned, in a very profound way,
that any water was like a window through which one could
be connected to all waters of the world, no matter what
form they took. So too he began to understand the mind
and consciousness of the living waters. He understood fully
when the waters became living. It was not when the waters
entered a plant, a tree, an animal, or man that they became
living tissue. For he now knew that water in and of itself is
a living, thinking entity. It is always living but its life can
only be seen by those who understand first its spirit.

At this point he was overwhelmed by all he had learned
of the living waters, but he felt that there was more, much
more. Every time he thought of leaving throughout the day,
the waterfall would not allow him to leave. In fact, every
time that he thought of anything other than what the water
had thus far taught him, he was pulled back to the thoughts
of living water by the thunder of the waterfall. It was like
the waterfall wanted him to do nothing else but to make
clear in his mind all that he had leamed and make it part
of his reality. This process went on throughout the day
and well into the evening hours. It was only at sunset that
Grandfather became exhausted by all the analysis and he
was finally allowed to relax, as if the waterfall said that i
was enough for right now,

_ There was silence throughout the night, not a physical
silence, but a silence in further communication with the
watertall. He fell into a deep and dreamless sleep, awakening
refreshed at dawn. Again the trembling feeling of anticipa-
tion struck him deeply and he knew that he was about to leam
more. Yet as he looked to the waterfall he somehow knew
that it would not be from the waters this time. This baffled
him in a way for he expected that the waterfall would teach
him, and again become that window to all waters. But there
was nothing but a spiritual silence. Only the anticipation
remained as he searched the waterfall for answers.

His attention shifted from the water and he began to gaze
at the rock walls that surrounded the waterfall. They were
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dark and very wet, constantly bathed in the mists of falling
water. Strewn randomly across the rocks were patches of
ferns, mosses, and other vegetation, sparse nearest o the
falling water, but carpeting the rocks farther away. The
steep rock walls and the vegetation began to capture Grand-
father’s imagination with the same intensity he had felt the
day before while gazing at the waterfall. Somehow he then
knew that the rocks had something to teach him as he felt
the beckoning power that the waters had used, now pulling
his concentration toward the rocks.

He watched the various birds and small mammals feeding
on and around the rock boulders and cliffs. They scemed
so at home there, as if their lives were directly connected
to the waterfall and the rocks. So too he could plainly see
the connection of the waterfall to the rocks and the rocks
to the waterfall. Without the rocks, the waterfall could not
sing, and without the waterfall the rocks could not be worn
away into the soils of the world. One could not live without
the other, and suddenly he realized that all other entities of
creation could not live without the rocks, the waters, and
the very air. He understood then that the rocks were like
the waters. The same lessons set forth by the walers were
also found in the rocks and, ultimately, the air.

At this point he could feel the rocks, the stones, and the
soils of the world moving within his flesh and conscious-
ness. He could feel the connection of these rocks to all
other rocks and soils of the world and like the waters, they
were all living, thinking beings. They were no longer just
spiritually alive, but physically alive. He knew then that the
essence of the soil did not come to life only upon entering
the plants, but was alive from the very beginning. Like the
water, the rocks, the soils, and even the air dwell in their
own living consciousness. Combined they become part of
the consciousness and flesh of what is classically thought of
as the living. Any rock; then, any soil, becomes a window
through which all soils and rocks of the earth and sky could
communicate. So too was he composed of rocks and air. His
consciousness then was not his own, bul a combination of
rock, air, and water. He was at once connected to all things,
part of all things.

Through that dynamic connection Grandfather realized
that whatever was done to the soils, the rocks, the waters,
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and the air of the world, was done also to his flesh and his
mind, There could no longer be a separation. Man was soil,
air, and water. The combination of all creates flesh, thus the
connection can never be broken, but only denied. At that
moment, Grandfather felt a kinship to all things, even more
than he ever had before. His flesh expanded to include all
things, and he never felt so close, so alive, or so real. Al
this point in his life he was so expanded that he felt the
carth moving within him and himself moving within the
carth. It was not just his flesh and his mind, but the mind
and flesh of all things. And now he knew that he could
communicate with all things of the earth and sky through
his own flesh, through his inner vision, which in fact was
the inner vision of all.

Grandfather stayed at the waterfall lor several more days,
wandering around the immediate jungle and exploring the
upper parts of the falls. He knew that the waterfall was done
teaching him, but he was in no hurry to leave the area. He
knew that it was the last time he would visit the waterfall in
the flesh. He wanted to know it intimately so that it would
always remain fresh in his mind. Finally, on the seventh day
he departed and headed back up to his homeland, a journey
that would take several months. He was drawn again, this
time by the lure of Death Valley. A marked contrast exists
between this world of water and jungle, and the dry, arid
expanses of the desert. There he knew that the lessons of
the waterfall would be completed. To understand one, he
had to also fully understand the other.

Rick and 1 could now plainly understand why Grandfather
had been so connected to water. It went beyond the sense
of thanksgiving and awe. He used any water as a window
to all waters. I imagined that when he touched the waters
in our camp area, he in fact was also touching that special
waterfall of life in South America. It was like a fusion of
consciousness, where Grandfather could tap into the entire
global water system by just touching the water. So too did |
finally understand that to Grandfather, all water was living.
It was a single organism of mind and flesh, and not just of
spiritual mind as 1 once thought. From that day on. Rick
and I always approached water as Grandfather had done,
realizing for the first time that the waler was living,

I have always taught my students that the people of the
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carth believed that everything had a spirit and thus was
alive. They madc no distinction between plant and animal.
rocks, water, air, and soil. To my students, to me, these
things are living before they become flesh. We are the col-
lective total of all parts of earth and sky, a collective con-
sciousness that existed long before we became living. We no
longer rush to waler in an irreverent way, for we know that
we are in [acl going back to ourselves, back to our origins,
and reuniting with our very blood. In essence, the living
waters will be here long after we have become spinit again.
and the waters will still contain part of our consciousness
as to the rocks, the soils, and the very air. After all, the
air we breathe was once breathed by the ancients and the
water that has become our blood was once the blood of all
living things past.
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Journey to Death

It was several weeks after we heard the story of the waterfall
when Grandfather told us the story of the second half of its
teaching, the journey to Death Valley. Ironically, we were
walking along the trail we called “Drudgery” heading back
to camp when we sat down for a while to rest. Our trek
was even more torturous than it had been a few weeks
earlier, though the conditions were essentially the same.
In fact, I believed that it was a little hotter and drier than
it had been on the previous trip, even dustier. The thirst |
felt was nothing like I had ever experienced. My lips were
so dry that they were cracked. Some of the cracks ran so
deep that they would bleed. My throat and lungs were so
dry and filled with dust that I could barely cough. There
was no moeisture left in them to move any of the dust.

Rick and | just lay in the sparse shade along the trail,
panting and dizzy. Grandfather, as always, looked so serene.
He busied himself with some lizard tracks that stretched
across the hot sands and into the low blueberry bushes
along the trail. He sat with us, not because he was tired,
but to keep us company as we tried to recuperate. | feli
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like | could not possibly go on, but | had no choice. The
camp and subsequently the water were not going Lo come
to me. So too was there no way that I could last out the
day and travel at night to the camp. My thirst was just far
too intense to linger here for very long. As usual, I paid no
attention to any of the marvelous things that were all around
me. | was too wrapped up in my pain and thirst. That thirst
became like a vacuum that sucked in all my awarcness and
cast me into a stupor.

Even though I knew that I had no choice but to head back
to camp, I still grumbled to myself as Grandfather got up to
leave. He walked off with that certain spring in his step that
really made me angry. Again, it was not anger at him, but at
myself for being so weak and allowing the thirst and pain to
rule my life. | wanted to be like Grandfather so much, but |
had no idea how to go aboul changing my attitude toward
the intense heat and thirst, Centainly Grandfather had told
me many times before that I should not give these things
any power over me, but that secemed easier said than done.
I was determined at this point, midway through the trek, to
find out more about how Grandfather was able to handle
the heat with such case.

As usual, by the time we reached the outer perimeter
of camp, Rick and I were running to the water, At this
point [ still had enough resolve to honor the water and
to pray before I dove in, but even my prayers of thanks-
giving were rushed. As vsual, Grandfather proceeded with
his slow approach to the water, the prolonged prayers of
thanksgiving, and the touching that connected him to all
wiaters. As usual too, the thirst did not seem to be a factor
to him at all, not even an inconvenience. In fact, I imagined
that to Grandfather the thirst was kind of a blessing, but I
did not know why. To me he looked as if he was rather
pleased to be thirsty.

Rick and I lingered in and around the water for the remain-
der of the aflernoon just o regain our strength and to fully
hydrate. We did not return to camp until dusk and even then
I was still dragging with fatigue. The whole thing was just
making me so angry. [ again had missed so much because of
the smothering encapsulation of thirst. My actions at camp,
kicking at stumps and carelessly tossing things about, made
my anger very obvious. So too was Rick feeling that same
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anger. | looked over to where Grandfather was silling and
I was startled to see him looking back at me. He had that
smile on his face that told the fact that he knew exactly
what 1 was feeling and he sympathized with my plight. |
also knew that smile to mean that he too had gone throigh
the same anger al one time in his life and I suspect that
is why he told us the story of Death Valley on this night.

There was not much conversation until later on in the
night and then, without any prompting, Grandfather began
to speak about what we were feeling. He said, “You are
angry at yourself for giving in to the pain, the thirst, and
the heat. By giving that pain and thirst power over you, you
have seen or experienced nothing other than that thirst. You
have cut yourself off from all things because of that power,
and you walked as if dead. Yel you knew that you would
soon come to water, but you would not release your pain.
Instead, you held on to the pain and thirst like old friends.
You could not set that aside, even for a few moments, You
chose to live in a vacuum of pain, thirst, and, ultimately,
self-pity. You could have learned what the thirst was trying
to teach, and then let it go, but you would not learn its
lessons. Thus you must face the thirst time and time again,
until you learn what they have to teach. Only then can you
transcend your thirst and remove its power.”

I sat in silence for a long time trying to understand what
Grandfather was talking about. I had no idea what he meant
when he said that I was holding on to the thirst and pain like
an old friend. | also had no idea what lessons I was supposed
to leam from the thirst. How could anyone learn anything
from thirst, other than to appreciate the walers even more?
Grandlather’s voice broke into my thoughts, saying, “Thirst
is a gift to be cherished and understood, for thirst will lead
you o a deeper understanding of life. It is only when we
can learn the lessons of thirst that we can truly understand
life. Thirst is not a demon, but a blessing. It is a reality that
is like an island in the world of the unreal.”

I sort of knew what Grandfather was talking about, but [
had no idea about how to find the deeper lessons. I remem-
bered back to a time when Grandfather was silling out in
front of my house waiting for me. It was a hot, hazy, and
humid August afternoon, yet Grandfather sat serenely as
usual, with a delighted smile on his face. A neighbor who
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was passing by asked Grandfather why he never scemed to
be affected by either the heat or the cold. I had been amazed
at Grandflather's answer. He simply said, “Because they are
real.” At first 1 did not understand that answer, but as the
months passed I realized the power of what he had said.
In a world of a cloistered society, where most living and
working environments are unreal and sterile, the reality of
nature is a welcome relief. But 1 still could not understand
why Grandfather had said that my thirst was a gift. After
all, I did live in the reality of nature and the thirst would
not, as far as I was concemned, teach me much more reality.
It was then that Grandfather told Rick and me the story of
Death Valley.

Grandfather said that soon alter he had left the site of
the waterfall he knew that he had to go into Death Valley.
The thoughts of the trek to the valley grew stronger and
more compelling with each passing mile. Even before he
had entirely left the jungle, all he could think about were
the hot arid deserts. He knew that the lessons leamed at the
waterfall could not be fully understood until he went o the
desert. He instinctively knew that he could not understand
the deeper wisdom until he learned the lessons of both
extremes. He did not linger long in any one place. Instead,
he built camp only when he was forced to replenish his
supplies. He traveled for four days, sleeping only on the
bare ground, and then would camp for two days, to replenish
his supplies. The trek was in fact rushed, driven by the desire
to reach the deserts by midsummer.

As he passed through the northern regions of Mexico
he did not even consider stopping to see his people. The
quest to get to the desert even precluded the visiting of his
tribe, Though: the urge was there to see old friends again,
he knew that he could not veer from his trip. All pleasures
of the mind and flesh would have to wait. As he traveled
through his homeland, he purposely avoided any possible
contact with his people. It was painful at times, but during
this whole trek north from the waterfall, pain became his
constant companion, and his driving force. At times his
pace became so frenzied that he would even travel through
the night and most times through the hottest parts of the
day, something that was not advisable in desert conditions.
He even ran through various parts of the journey, thoroughly
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exhausting and dehydrating himself even before he crossed
the invisible border into the United States.

Finally, after several grueling months of travel at such an
inhuman pace, he reached the southem part of the valley.
Ironically, he could not go right into the valley. It wasn't
so much that he didn’t want to, but the valley seemed to
be telling him that he would have to wait. This confused
Grandfather, especially after such a long and rushed trip to
get there. All the while he'd felt as if he were rushing to beat
an unseen clock, only to be commanded to wait when he
finally arrived. The only thing that he understood without
a doubt was that he was not to enter the valley. He decided
then to make camp, find food and water, rest, and await for
the valley to command him to enter. He felt that it would be
a good idea anyway to rest for a while, especially after such
a grueling journey. He suspected that was the reason that
the valley no longer beckoned.

Several days passed without a sign from the desert valley.
Grandfather’s strength slowly retumed and physically he
felt well rested. His spiritual mind, however, would not
rest and yearned to enter the valley. It became a struggle
to wait, for at times his deepest desires for understanding
obscured all other communication, He felt frustrated at limes
for he knew that some unseen secret awaited him and his
anticipation became overwhelming. He wanted to know;
yearned to finish the lesson of the waterfall. Finaily, on
the dawn of the seventh day, the valley called to him again
and he knew that he could go in. In a way, it was a relief
to finally enter the valley, but he was also a little afraid.
He knew that he had to undertake this quest with nothing
from the outside world, and wandering alone and naked in
the desert would be trying indeed.

This endless track of barren but beautiful wildemess gave
him no clues as to where he had to go or what he had to do.
Every time, day or night, that he tried to lic down and rest,
or gather food, or find water, the call of the desert would
not permit him to. He was driven on, part by his own quest
to find the answers and part by the very desert itself. With
each passing mile he could feel his strength diminishing and
his thirst intensifying. Still he pushed on into the heat and
cold of the night, his body now racked with pain and his
mind near hallucination from lack of water. He began to
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lose touch with all reality so that all there was, was the
intense thirst and pain. Yet his resolve to continue would
not diminish. The goal of geiting there, no malter where

there was, became more important than the pain, even more &

important than death.

By the beginning of the fifth day, he began to crawl.
Walking or even standing became impossible. The sun
seemed to burn with more intensity and there was no place
of shadow. He crawled on into the most horrible heat of the
day, then finally collapsed with fatigue. There was no way
he could go on, for now he could not even slide along on
his belly. All he could do was to stay right where he lay,
unable to move. His quest to find answers, his search for
the truth, ultimately led him to the near edge of death.
Even though he knew that he was going to ultimately die,
he did not care, for all he wanted was to find what he was
looking for. If that search cost him his life, then he would
not have died in vain. He belicved that his life was well
worth the effort. As far as he was concerned, if he could
not find the answer, then he would rather die,

During this time, as Grandfather was wrapped in a stupor
of thought, he failed to notice that the sky was beginning to
cloud over. Grandfather was pulled back to consciousness
by the feeling of a gentle rain. At first he thought that he
might be hallucinating for the first few drops felt like they
were buming his flesh. As time passed the rain intensified,
but Grandfather did not move. Instead he just lay where he
was and cried, though he was so dehydrated that no tears
fell from his eyes. It was as if the very desert had scen
his desire for the wisdom and given him back his life. He
rolled onto his back and felt the gentle rains running into
his mouth. As each drop combined and rolled back into
his throat, he could feel it fuse with his flesh. There was
again no separation from his flesh to that of the waters. The
lessons leamed at the edge of the waterfall once again came
hammering into his mind.

Grandfather knew that the rains would not last long at this
time of the year; in fact, they were rare indeed. He worked at
gathering as much of the rainwater as he possibly could. He
found several shallow basin-type rocks and collected water,
all the while keeping his mouth open to the sky as much as
possible. He rushed around the landscape, trying to find as
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many basinlike rocks as possible, but soon to his surprise
a large amount of water had collected in a huge (ublike
depression alongside of a small rock outcropping. He knew
instantly that this would be the place where he would set up
camp. It was here that the valley wanted him to be. He
had shelter and enough water for at least a few days, and
food was plentiful. A tremendous sense of relief rushed
over him. He felt like he had been rebom from the fires
of the desert.

For the next month at least he lived a very Spartan
existence. He wandered through the desert whenever he
felt moved by the unseen spirit of the valley. Each trek
away from the security of his camp, he learned something
new, yet there was never a clear communication like that
which he received from the waterfall. Even though he had
been to the various deserts of the country many times
before, he began to learn things that he had never known.
The various animals and plants began to teach him small
but valuable lessons about life and about living under the
harsh conditions of this wilderness. Even the rocks had
many things 1o teach, both on physical and spiritual lev-
els. However, the grand lessons that he came for still
would not make themseclves manifest. To him the desert
seemed to be waiting, but for what he did not know.

Finally, when Grandfather least expected it, he received
one of the first grand lessons that the desert had to teach. He
was watching a lizard sunning himself in the early moming
hours, awaiting the heat to drive away the chill of the night.
He admired how easily the lizard seemed to live under
such harsh conditions. There was always the possibility of
a struggle to live if conditions got bad, but the lizard was
part of this whole environment. These lizards were only
found in the deserts under these conditions and could not
exist in the higher elevations, in the forests, or even in
the grassy fields. They needed this place to survive and to
live. To them, this place was home and they accepted the
torturous conditions without question. The lizards learned
to live within the laws of the desert and in so doing, il
became home, their only home.

He began, through the wisdom of what he had learned
from the lizard, to look into his own life and how he viewed
this desert valley. To him, it was not at this point a home,
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but still a struggle. He sensed that he might be an aliep to
this environment, struggling against its forces rather than
giving in to them. If he could be like the lizard, then this
place would become his home. There would be no struggle,
for if the laws and conditions of the desert are obeyed, then
the desert would truly become home. He began to call this
the philosophy of the lizard, and it was this philosophy that
he wanted to define in his own terms. He wanted to make
that philosophy part of his life so it would direct his actions
while in this place.

Here in the fires of the desert, he learned to appreciate
water to its fullest. Here he could plainly see how every
precious drop of water was so critical to the maintenance
of life. Those lessons were clear, but he still wanted to call
this place home. He felt part of it all, though only spiritually.
He wanted to become part of it through the flesh, as did the
lizard, the various plants, and numerous other animals that
call this place home. The more Grandfather searched his
mind for answers, the more distant he felt from any real
solutions as 1o how to call this place home. There must be
a key element, a secret of some sort that he had to find. He
resolved himself to solve the secret of the lizard philosophy
and thus solve the question of the desert becoming home.

Grandfather stayed around his camp area for several more
weeks, studying the various wildlife and flora, especially
the lizards, but still there was no clue as to where he could
find the answer. He soon began to exhaust all possibilities
and felt compelled again to push deeper into the desert,
abandoning his camp and his protected but dwindling source
of walter. As soon as he thought about it, the feeling of
having to leave immediately overwhelmed him. At first he
thought of wandering back to his camp to take a last drink of
waler, bul the feeling that he had to leave right away became
very pressing. Without hesitation he wandered again into the
desert, not knowing where he was going, but being driven
definitely to a distant place.

There was never a question in his mind about this com-
pelling force. He had to follow this feeling no maiter what
the pain if he ever hoped to find any answers. He knew that
he may have fo face death again, but his quest was more
important than his life. Grandfather always believed that if
his life quests were not worth giving up his life for, then
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the quest was not worlhwhile at all. All too many people
2o through life dedicated to nothing that they would die
for, and to him, that was not really living at all. He had
a passion for the things bhe quested for and in so doing
had a passion for living that few others could ever know.
The: truth, the simple truths of life, was what Grandfather
was sceking. His seeking many times would lead him to
the edge of death, but it was at this edge that the most
profound lessons would be learned. Many times this was the
only way they could be learned.

Again he wandered for days, driven beyond pain and
thirst to get to some unknown place of wisdom. Again, he
was brought to his knees and finally to a state of collapse.
Still the desert remained a struggle and except for a spiritual
connection, he still felt alicn. The pain and thirst were even
more intense now than they had been during his first col-
lapse. His body felt as if it were on fire and his throat felt
cracked and bleeding like his lips. No clouds could be seen
in the sky; there was to be no relief this time. The desert
valley had forsaken him and even the spirit world refused
10 speak. His prayers seemed to fall upon deaf cars and now
he felt so alone and rejected. It was almost as if the desent
were deliberately trying to cast him out, or even Kill him,

He remembered awaking in the night and again in the
day. Another night passed, then another day, or at least he
thought £0. His mind wandered in and out of reality. Time
became a myth and place became but a dream, Several times
he hallucinated water. At one point in the early moming he
felt what he thought was dew on a close rock, only to burn
his tongue as he attempted to lick its searing hot surface. He
awoke to the feel of stinging rain hitting his back. He at first
thought that it was another hallucination but soon began to
feel its reality come hammering through to his conscious-
ness. Opening his lips to the sky he began to catch water,
and as his strength began to return he began lo collect the
watets any way he could just as before. Unfortunately, there
were no convenient rock catch basins and he had to satisfy
himself with drinking as much water as he could hold.

Just at the point where he could not physically hold any
more water the rains abruptly stopped and soon afier the sky
began to clear. It was not long before the sun pounded down
on the earth again, turning the desert into an inferno. There
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were no rock overhangs where he could find shelter, In fact
there was not much of anything. He was in one of the most
barren places that he had ever been in his life. Squinting
through the wavering lines of heat he could see no areas of
shelter in any direction, no place where he could find safety.
At this point he knew that he had to make a decision. Either
he would have to try to make it back to his original camp
and there find shelter, or he would have to wail here for the
answers 1o his questions. Ultimately his body would run out
of water, and then he would not be able to make the long
trek back to his original camp.

He searched the sky for answers, but it remained mute.
He sought the spirits for answers, but they refused to speak.
He had to make a decision and fast, either to make the long
joumey back to his original camp or ultimately face death.
Simply, he had to abandon his quest and live, or await
answers and possibly die. The urge inside of him was to
go back to the safety of his camp, but he knew that was
not what his spirit wanted. As always, when faced with a
life or death situation, the decision did not take long. He
would rather face the possibility of death than to abandon
his quest. He reaffirmed this decision in his prayers and
almost immediately he sensed something change and shift
deep within him. It was like a sense of knowing something,
but he did not know what.

As if bom of some fantasy or dream, he saw a small
lizard disappear under a large flat rock. From his position
the rock appeared to be stuck solidly in the ground but when
he walked over 1o it, that was not the case. The rock was
embedded in the ground, but only on three sides. In front of
the rock was a deep depression that he could not see from
where he sat. The depression cut deep into the desert floor
and under the rock. It afforded a rather spacious cave. one he
could actually sit up in. To his amazement, the lower portion
of the small cave had collected a good supply of water from
the passing rain. He soon found that it was probably enough
water to last him several days. Al that moment he felt so at
peace, so at ease, as if he were nearly home.

He wept at the thought that the small lizard had led him
to this place. The desert was taking care of its own and
through the lizard he had been saved. He was formally
mtroduced to this desert valley by the lizard and now the
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desert would allow him to live a little longer. The desert
began to feel more like a home, a place where he actually
belonged. Yet, there was still that separation and a piece of
the puzzle was still missing. He also did not know why this
feeling came over him. It was something felt rather than a
conscious thought. It was obvious to him that he had learned
a profound lesson, but he wanted to find out why and put it
into a language that his mind could understand.

He knew that the metamorphosis of a fecling shifting to
thought would not always happen. Many things could be
known, but there was no logical explanation attached to
that knowing. He realized that he may just have to accept
the shift in his perception of the desert and not a]luw himselt
the luxury of knowing why. Anyway, the feeling was real
enough, for his body and mind now found peace on a deep
level. It was not a spiritual change, for spiritually he always
felt a part of the desert. It was a definite physical changing
of body and mind, small but profound. He sat back in his
small cave for a long moment of reflection, pleased at just
knowing the change had happened. :

Days slipped by as he stayed in and around I_m*. cave. He
began to see the desert not as a barren and hostile place but
a place of infinite life. It was a place not harsh and dry,
but a place that took care of its own, on IS OWn lerms.
Everything that lived and grew in this place belonged here
and nowhere else. He too began to feel that he somehow
belonged. Certainly he had seen countless living things
existing in various desert conditions all of his lite, but
for the first time he viewed those things differently. He
had looked at life on the desert as a constant agomzing
struggle for all of its inhabitants, but now he knew that
there was no real struggle at all, at least no more so than
would be found in any other environment.

All anything that lived here would have to do was obey
the laws of the desert. It would have to redefine the terms of
survival to fit exactly into the consciousness of the whole,
thus the whole becomes living. He began to feel the same
wisdom of the waterfall now in this desert valley. The val-
ley, with its torturous heat, lack of water, and emptiness,
was actually a living, conscious entity that became part of
his flesh and consciousness. Like the waterfall, the desert
moved within his fiesh and his flesh moved within his body.
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There was no inner or outer dimension, no separation of
self, just the whole, the oneness of it all. That knowledge
became almost overwhelming, too much for him to under-
stand all at once. He reveled in the grand lessons: his
outward search of the land became an inward search of the
land.

He understood finally that thirst did not mean pain and
death. They were the reality of the desert, a gift of life in
disguise. It was the intense thirst that led one to survive, like
any other instinct. It was the thirst that sharpened the physi-
cal and spiritual senses of survival, for the desert allowed no
mistakes. The knowledge of thirst thus became the cutting
cdge of the survivor. The thirst kept one conscious of the
frailty of life in this place. Frail yes, but a struggle, no.
Grandfather finally undersiood one of the most basic and
precious laws of living with the desert: that thirst is an ally,
not an adversary.

From that day on in the desert, Grandfather used his thirst
as a puiding force in his survival. Like all the other children
of the desert, he began to grow very conscious of water. He
began to redefine heat and thirst. They were soon accepted
as part of the overall reality, and once accepted they were
transcended. They lost their power, for they became a con-
stanl part of one’s existence here. After all, Grandfather
thought, without the heat and thirst there could be no living
entity called desert. Like the very desert, in the heat and
the thirst he found a certain beauty. The beauty that is part
ol it all.

As all of these things began to fuse together in Grand-
father’s mind, he began to understand the desert like never
before. With each passing day he felt more and more at
home. Old definitions were abandoned and new realities
were beginning to make themselves known. Grandfather
began to blend his existence into perfect harmony with the
rhythms of the desert. Soon there was no struggle in his
mind or flesh. He finally belonged, accepting the desert
on its own terms and learning to live in balance with its
laws. He had nearly died in the desert, but only the alien
had died, only to be reborn as a child of this land.

For the first time, Rick and 1 could clearly understand
why Grandfather was not affected by the heat and thirst. It
was not that he did not feel them, for he did. He, unlike us,
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did not fear or fight them, for they were part of the realities
of life. He knew them to be precious gifts of life that were
a keen driving force in survival. Thirst thus becomes the
doorway through which we can sec into the heart of the
deserts, and more important see into the heart of ourselves.
Thirst and heat then are teachers, not purveyors of pain and
suffering, but that which frees and enlightens, if we know
how to accept and use those gifts.

Certainly both Rick and I had been thirsty many times
since. But the thirst had lost its power over us. To us,
the thirst no longer prevented us from enjoying, but rather
¢nabled us to enjoy that much more. Every time we were
thirsty, we learned [rom it, especially lessons about our-
selves and our perceptions ol those things around us. Thirst
was a reality of life, one we could accept and redefine
as a fremendous teacher. Thirst was real, and we loved
everything real,




1

Journey to the Lights

Many months had passed since Rick and 1 had heard the
story of Grandfather’s trek into Death Valley and the impact
of that lesson staved so strong in our minds. Certainly,
we leamed the lessons of heat and thirst, but more so0, we
leamed that Grandfather never really knew or understood
the desert until that day in Death Valley that he had alimost
died. This, in a way, shocked us because Grandfather had
been to the deserts many times before that trek to the valley
of death, yet just being there those times did not guaraniee
that he knew the deserts at all, and he was open to learming
maore. Most of all it was obvious that Grandfather’s many
quests were more important to him than his own life. He
dedicated his life fully to the guest, no matter what the cost.

The lessons of the waterfall and the desert were only part
of the story, however, The final teaching was not to come for
Grandfather until vears later when he wandered the farthest
northern reaches of the continent. Only when he finally
faced the northern lights were the lessons complete. Thus,
the lessons of fire and ice, waters and rocks, came to frui-
tion. The ice of the far north held the final key to his search
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for what he considered living. It held the wisdom of pure
survival without struggle. He had faced the waters of the
jungles, the fires of the deserts, and now he had to face the
treacherous cold of the north, leaming in each instance to
accept nature on its own terms and live by its rules. Most of
all, each lesson taught him to redefine the consciousness of
what was truly living, not just what was spiritually alive.

It was in the dead of winter when we heard Grandfather’s
story of his trek lo the north. We had been living in a
survival situation for the better part of a week during our
Christmas break from school. We were hit hard by bad
weather. It had snowed heavily shortly after we had built
our shelters in the earlier part of the week and now the latter
half was wrapped in a deep freeze. Rick and I were having
trouble functioning at all. We waited until the warmer parts
of the day before we would venture out from camp and then
not very far. During the moming and through the night, we
became prisoners of our lire, unable to go very far except to
collect firewood, We had not yet mastered body control and
had not fully learned to remove the power from the cold.

As usual, Grandfather seemed 1o be wholly unaffected
by the severe cold. Each moming, without fail, he would
go down to the stream to bathe. He did nothing different in
the bone-chilling cold that he wouldn’t do on a hot summer
day. Grandfather was no more bothered by the severe cold
than he was with the heat and torturous thirst. I know that he
had explained to us many limes before the factors involved
in his ability to withstand the elements, but I knew that there
had to be more. I had seen him use body control to the extent
that he could enter chilling waters and actually sweat. He
told me numerous times that he would not allow extreme
cold or heat to have any power over him. I knew that was
but half the answer. His attitude and absolute serenity were
such that it transcended even the body control and the power
of the cold.

As usual, as we watched Grandfather bathe from the safe-
ty of our fire, we both felt so angry at ourselves. I knew
that 1 had a lot to leamn about controlling my body and 1
wasn’t sure as to how to remove the power from the storm,
but T wanted so desperately to do what Grandfather was
doing. 1 imagined all the wondrous things he was doing
and the rapture he was feeling as I huddled close to my
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tomb of fire. I could see no resistance in his actions, only
total acceptance. There was no struggle or fight, not even
a goose bump or a small shiver. To me, it appeared as if pe
were part of the cold and not separated in any way from its
power. In essence, he seemed to become the cold and thrive
on its power.

The more I watched him, the more determined | became
to ask him to give me more answers to the wisdom of
the cold. In my mind, the cold was even more powerful
than the heat and thirst we had felt on our long summer
walk. At least then we could eventually quench our thirst
in the waters. Here, the fire was barely keeping us wanm.
I could not imagine bathing as Grandfather was doing, far
less venturing very far from the fire. 1 became obsessed,
overwhelmed, by wanting to know his secret. 1 suspect,
in retrospect, that Grandfather had planned many object
lessons such as this. He would coax our curiosity o a point
where we wanted to desperately know something. Then, and
only then, would he teach us, for he knew that we werc
then fertile ground for the seeds of wisdom to grow. Our
obsession to learn would then drive us through all manner
of obstacles. : :

That night, afler a long and cold day of watching him
wander about in the cold, he told us the story of his trek to
the north country. Shortly after Grandfather left the Death
Valley area, he began to feel a calling to wander up the West
Coast, It was not a definite call to any specific location al
first, but a general feeling of direction. He had been along
the entire West Coast several times before, but he suspected
that his inner vision was driving him (o some unscen lesson
yet to be leamned. Yet, he felt that there was no rush, not
like there had been during his trek from the waterfall to
the desert. Instead, he just wandered leisurely, leamed, and
enjoyed. The only time that any driving force would hit him
was when he lingered too long in one place. .

He spent several months in the northern California area,
alone with the giant trees. He always loved the serenity and
wisdom that he found anytime he lived for a while in this
area. It was a time for him to relax and be inimspecti}'g,
sorting out the many lessons he had leamed during his visit
to the waterfall and the valley of death. To him, the trees
held unfathomable wisdom and power, wisdom about the
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past, and, more important, wisdom about the future. He
could talk freely and openly to the trees and they to him.
As always, he was humbled by their awesome size and
power. They were mystical giants that held the wisdom of
the ages and could change men’s souls. There he purged
himself of all the nagging little questions that still haunted
him regarding his most recent lessons. There too he grew
strong again.

He was beginning to grow content with his camp in the
redwoods and, in Ffact, was thinking about staying there
throughout the next season, when the calling to go on hit
him again. This time it pulled at him stronger than it had
when he first left the desert. Now not only was it giving
him a direction, but also a place. He knew that he had to
retumn again to the north country, where the lights dance in
the sky. He had been there several years before and spent a
good part of the summer season there with a small group of
Eskimo people, and now he knew that this was the place he
had to go. He was delighted that he would be visiting his
friends again, but with the oncoming winter, he wondered
how he would survive the trek to their village. So too did
he wonder if these people could still be found in the same
place. After all, the last time he visited them was in the
summer, at their summer camp. He hoped that he could
find their winter camp, but resolved himself to allowing
his inner vision to guide him.

Grandfather continued his trek up the West Coast, still
not in any great hurry. He knew that it would be many
months before he even got close to the northern territories
and as yel the calling still did not dictate a fast pace. During
his journey, he would encounter people who lived along the
coast. There he would stay for a while and learn some of
their ways and skills. Though he would avoid most encamp-
ments and villages, there were a few that he felt he was
drawn to. Several of the people along the coast he knew
very well for he had visited them many times before and
they had become old friends, eager for his company and
to share their wisdom. Yet even during his visit with his
friends, the inner calling would not permit him to stay for
very long. He had to keep going north and there was no
doubt in his mind that he would not arrive at his destination
until winter.
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He knew then that this calling was not only directing
him to a particular place but also diclating a time that he
had to be there. He found that whenever he tended to rush
the trip that his inner vision would slow him down to a
point where he just had to stay put for several days. It was
almost as if his trip were being solely directed by a lorce
beyond his own will. If he went too fast or too slow, this
directing force would make his life miserable. His spiritual
mind would not give him any peace unless he followed the
directions inwardly given. He leamed long ago during his
early childhood that it would be almost suicide to go against
any of these spiritually directed forces, so he subsequently
obeyed them without question or a second thought.

Sometimes these spiritual thoughts directed him to a spe-
cific location along his route of travel, as if to prepare him
for what lay ahead. One particular incident took him by
surprise, especially after the encounter was over. He had
been directed far off his route along the Canadian coast.
Instead of heading north as the calling originally dictated,
he felt a command to go east, far inland. This confused him
for a while and he had to camp for several days to make sure
thart was a true spiritual compelling, He could not understand
why, after directing him for so many miles north, the force
would suddenly have him change direction. Assured that it
was correct, he unquestioningly headed east, deep into the
lush coastal mountains.

He traveled for two days but had no idea as to where or
why he was going. At times his inner direction seemed to
abandon him, leaving him with a deep sense of being lost,
Yet, every time he made a slight direction change the force
would awaken and guide him back to his original path. He
traveled like this for a few days, though the pace was still
relaxed and time did not seem to be a factor. However, he
felt that he could not tarry for very long in any one camp.
He awoke in the moming and was immediately on his way,
traveling nonstop until fatigue forced him to camp again.
Finally, he arrived in a small valley and he knew somehow
that he had arrived. Traveling up the valley, he suddenly
came upon a small and very old cabin, nestled along the
northern valley wall. It appeared to have been there forever.

As soon as he saw the cabin, he knew that he had arrived
at the destination that the inner calling had dictated. At the
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same time he also somchow knew that this was only an
itermediate stop along the path of his greater quest. He
approached the cabin carefully. At first glance he could
not decide if the cabin was owned by a Native American
or some old hermit, such was the way it was built with the
evidence of both cultures. He could plainly see a wisp of
smoke coming from the old and baitered stove pipe so he
assumed that someone was living there. He did not want to
walk right up to the cabin, for many times people were very
protective of their land and did not like strangers. Instead,
he approached the cabin very carefully, stopping frequently
to try to pick up any evidence of people being about.

He studied the tracks that led to and from the door, from a
good distance. He knew then that there was only one person
living there and that from the last set of tracks, the occupant
must still be inside. He could also tell that the tracks were
made by an older man, probably older than he. They also
revealed that this man was very aware of what was around
him, truly a child of the forest. Yet he still did not know if
this old man was from the world of the white man or from
the world of the Native American. Afier a long approach
with frequent stops he decided that he could feel no hostility
around the cabin. His inner vision told him that there was
no real danger so he walked leisurely up to the door.

As soon as he was within five feet of the door an old voice
called to him from within the cabin, telling him to come in.
[t also told Grandfather that he had been waiting for quite
a while for him to get there. This starlled Grandfather, for
the old man had known of his approach long before he had
arrived at the cabin. So too did the old one know when he
was within hearing distance from the door, Grandfather was
surprised at this for very few of the people that he mel in
his travels possessed any skills that could even come close
1o the awareness of the old man. Even those people who
still lived close to the earth could not come close to what
the old man had known through his observations, It was
miraculous ¢nough that the old one knew of his approach,
but he had done so within the confines and insulation of the
cabin. Grandfather was truly amazed as he walked in.

As Grandfather opened the door he saw the old man
silling at a rather weathered and rustic table. In fact. the
entirg cabin was rustic and hand-hewn. There on the wall
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was an old musket that looked as if it had not been touched
for years. So too were there many handmade items, and most
possessed a Native American ancesiry. There was little in
the cabin from the outside world. It became apparent at first
alance that this old man was totally self-sufficient. The old
man also fit perfectly into the motif of the cabin. He wore
the worn and battered pants of the white race but he also
had on high moccasins and a buckskin shirt. His wrinkled
and weathered features were Lhat of a white man, but his
white hair was long and worn in braids. On his buckskin
shirt were several old quill-work designs that were once
carefully made but now falling apart with age.

The old man smiled at Grandfather and motioned him to
sit at the table. Though Grandfather did not like to be mnside
cabins or sit in chairs, he did not want to offend the old man.
The old one poured some tea into a handmade wooden bowl
and handed it to Grandfather with a broad smile. To Grand-
farher’s delight, it was a pine tea and not the typical blend
that one would buy from a trading post. Without hesitation,
the old man told Grandfather that he was probably from the
deep southwest part of the country, guessed his age, and
even came close to identifying Grandfather’s people. He
also told Grandfather that he could see Grandfather was truly
a child of the earth and definitely now on a spiritual quest.
Grandfather was absolutely speechless at what the old man
knew of him. To Grandfather, this old man reminded him
of his great-grandfather who had raised him, such was this
old one’s sense of awareness and keen observation skills.

They talked well into the afternoon. Grandfather was
held captivated by the old man’s wit, charm, and aware-
ness, It wasn’t long before Grandfather also found that
this old one was deeply spiritual, knowing many of the
things that Grandfather knew aboul the spirit world,
This deeply shocked Grandfather for it was rare indeed
for any white man to possess the spiritual skills that
this old one maintained. Grandfather felt that this old
man was even more atiuned to the earth than most
spiriual people, and it wasn’t long before Grandfather
realized that he was in the presence of a white shaman,
This was even rarer indeed, for he had never encoun-
tered a white shaman before, at least not one of this
caliber.
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Grandfather exchanged many stories and found that much
of their lives were along similar paths. Both were wanderers
and searchers, looking for a common truth, a simple truth.
Both worshiped the Great Spirit in the temples of creation
and there had grown close to all that was natural and spir-
itual, The old man told Grandfather that in his latter years
he had searched desperately for someone to teach, but the
world would not listen to what he had to say. Now all he
wanted was to live out his remaining years here in the
bosom of creation, away from the world of the white man.
He was heartbroken that all of his knowledge would die
with him and he feared that someday the consciousness
of society would destroy the world. The old man felt so
helpless in his attempt to try to stop what could be the
inevitable destruction of life as he knew it. No one wanted
o listen.

Grandfather too felt this way. Many times he would try 1o
teach what he knew but no one scemed to want 1o learn the
old ways or the wisdom of the spirit. He too felt so helpless
and he feared that all of his searching, all accumulation of
knowledge, would be in vain. Unlike the old man, Grand-
father was not going to give up and live alone. He knew that
someday, somehow, these old ways of skill and spirit would
be passed down. He did not know why, but he felt that the
things that he was learning were not only for himself but
for the world. The old man had fought a valiant battle to
try to pass down what he knew, and he still tried, but now
he had grown too old to continue his quest. However, he
told Grandfather that he was still leaming and would not
give up his quest to leam until the Great Spirit took him
to the spirit world.

By the end of the day, Grandfather and the old man both
felt that they had known each other for decades. Grandfather
was truly amazed at the old man’s spiritual ability, so too
with his spiritual knowledge, He had not met anyone quite
his equal in observation and awareness in many years and
it was so good to have someone who understood and could
1alk to him on his own level. Grandfather spent the next sev-
eral days with the old man, sharing knowledge and learning.
They spent many days walking along the various woodland
paths around the cabin. Grandfather found that the old man
would know where an animal was even before he did. It
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became a game to them to see who could spot an animal
first and farthest away. This contest would keep up from
one day to the next and the score would fluctuate frequently.
Always at the end of the day it would be a tic score.

Grandfather noticed that the old man did not seem to pay
altention to the animal tracks and trails that laced the area.
Grandfather thought that this was odd because anyone who
was a keen observer of nature and was that aware should
also be very aware of tracks. In Grandfather’s mind, there
could be no separation between awareness and tracking for
they were one in the same thing. He just could not under-
stand why so much on the ground was overlooked by the
old man. He did not know if it was by choice or accident.
He asked the old man why he seemed to pay no attention
to the tracks and was struck speechless by the old man’s
answer. The old man told Grandfather that he had been
blind since birth and that the only way he could track was
by feeling them with his hands.

Grandfather was truly amazed for there had been no indi-
cation in the old man’s mannerisms or walk that told of his
blindness. It baffled Grandfather that this old man could be
totally self-sufficient, so aware, and travel as much as he
did in his life in toral blindness. Grandfather marveled at
the old one’s ability, which in fact humbled Grandfather.
Grandfather just imagined all the obstacles this old man
must have overcome in his life, and how utterly easy Grand-
father’s quesis were compared to the ones this old man had
to face in total darkness. Grandfather could not understand
why the old man had considered his life such a failure. It
was success enough to just be able to take care of himself.
He did not have to teach anyone, for he was an inspiration
to all, especially now to Grandfather.

The next day, Grandfather prepared to leave the old man,
Grandfather told him that he would forever be his inspiration
and that he would teach others of what he had accom-
plished despite being blind. Grandfather said that it would
be through him that the old man would see his vision of
teaching live, for the lessons that Grandfather had learned
from him would forever be part of him and his teaching.
Without any good-byes, Grandfather walked away, down
the path, and toward the coast once again. There was a
sadness, because he knew that he would never see the old
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man again in the flesh. Certainly, there would always be a
spiritual connection, but Grandfather felt that he was losing
a father, such was the strength of their friendship and love,
Tears filled Grandfather's eyes as he waved a last good-bye
from the distant trail. He smiled when the old one waved
back, knowing without seeing that Grandfather had waved.
He was held in awe once again.

Within a few days, Grandfather was at the coast again
and heading north. Still his trek was not rushed, but the
calling still guided him. He wondered to himself about the
deeper lessons he had learned from his visit to the old man.
He knew that there had to be more than just the inspiration
the old one had been. After all, the directing force that he
was following led him there for a reason and he knew that
it had to be more than was obvious now. Though as much
as he searched his heart, the lessons were not yet apparent.
He knew he would have to resolve himself to accept what
he had learned and allow the rest to emerge as it was meant
to. Still, the thoughts of the old man would not leave him.
Fach time a cerain sadness would follow but he did not
know why.

Scveral days had passed since Grandfather had left the old
man’s cabin and thoughts about him diminished. One night,
as Grandfather slept by his open fire, he had a dreamlike
vision of the old man walking up the mountain. He could
plainly see the old one nearing an upper ridge, a ridge that
was composed entirely of light. In his dream the old man
turned to look back down the trail he had taken. Grandfather
saw him smile al him for a moment, wave, and then walk
into the light. Grandfather awoke with a start, sweating and
trembling from the vivid impact of the dream. At once, he
knew that the old man’'s vision was finished and instinc-
tively he knew that the old one had died. The loss he felt
was so overwhelming that he sobbed for a long time, until
dawn’s light dricd away his tears. :

Could it be, Grandfather thought, that the old man was
kept alive just long enough to pass something on to him?
Now that the wisdom was exchanged, it was time for the
old one to take his final walk to the light. Grandfather felt
humbled by this thought, for though there was no evidence
for what he felt, the old one seemed desperate to pass on his
knowledge to Grandfather. Again he wished that he knew
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what the deeper lessons were. Without truly knowing il
he may be dishonoring the old man’s vision, he swore to
himsell that he would try to understand all the lessons that
the old man had passed down to him. To give nothing
less than his full attention to those known and unknown
lessons, Grandfather would only defile the old man’s life
and memory.

For the next several days, Grandfather decided to camp
and devote his full attention to the old man’s teaching, He
actually went against the directing force that was pushing
him northward, for he felt that the lessons were more impor-
tant right now. He did not feel that he could go on until at
least he had tried to find the deeper lessons. The driving
force kept pushing him barder and harder as he lingered
and thoughts of the old man grew more fainl. Eventually,
he could not concentrate on the old man’s vision for very
long without being distracted by the calling of the north. It
was as if he had to go on or the calling would not let him
think at all. It was on a walk in the misty moming hours that
Grandfather saw the old man standing on a distant northern
ridge, beckoning him to come. He knew that now the old
man called him again to the north and he had to go without
knowing the secret of the old man’s vision,

By the time Grandfather was halfway through Alaska,
winter was selting in. Still, the voice was calling him
onward, to go farther north. This began to frighten Grand-
father for he knew that he would evenually get into the
wndra area where the trees ended. With the ever deepening
snows, this would be a struggle. At best it would be very
difficult to build any kind of permanent survival camp.
Temperatures would be at Killing level and he could make
no mistakes for even a slight miscalculation would certainly
cost him his life. Stll he obeyed the calling 1o go on even
though he knew that it might mean his life.

In the final days the calling pulled at him stronger, now
rushing him along his journey. It would permit him very few
rests and his camps were now always rushed. There came
a point where he could not go onward without snowshoes
and it took him several days to make them. The whole time
the calling voice nagged at him to hurry. Finally, after what
seemed to be an endless trek, he came to a place where
the calling subsided, then disappeared altogether. He knew
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then that he was where he was supposed to be. There was
no question, though he did not know yet why he had been
led 1o this place, nor what lessons were about 1o be learned.
He just busied himself making a permanent camp, before
the land was fully locked into winter's grip.

His camp 'was located midway along a finger of timber
that reached out into the tundra. It was the last place trees
could be found, and the only place he could safely camp.
Anything out on the far reaches of the tundra would be
suicide. Within a few days he realized that it was not the
tundra that he camped near, but along the shores of a fro-
zen and snow-covered lake. The tundra lay far beyond and
to the northem horizon. Yet he knew this was the place
he had been directed to, without a doubt. So too was the
task of survival made easier for him. In the forest where
he chose to camp there was an old broken-down hunter’s
cabin and with a little patching, it made a warm shelter.
In fact, it was more of a shelter than a cabin, made almost
entirely with crude tools and lashed together with rawhide.

Grandfather spent the next several days collecting food
and firewood before the furious storms of winter locked
him in. So oo would the deeper snows cover almost all
food sources, so he had little time for anything else than
to gather and repair. Usually he was so tired when he was
done for the day that he slept solidly. No thought was really
given as to why he was there or what he was going to do
when he was finished his preparations for the day. He was
in a dead race against the oncoming of severe cold and
heavy snows and there could be no time to relax and be
introspective. That would be a luxury he could not afford.
Very few people lived this far north and those who did had
long since prepared for the oncoming season. He felt so
alone and isolated in his struggle.

As his camp began to take shape and all the chores of
putting food by were taken care of, Grandfather finally had
time to relax and enjoy the frozen landscape around him.
He began to observe the local wildlife and marveled at how
easily they seemed to survive. The ptarmigan were of special
interest, To him, these birds looked totally unconcemed and
unaffected by the severe cold weather or the deep snows.
They necded nothing for a bed other than to burrow right
into a snowdrift and become part of its whiteness, totally
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safe and camoufiaged from everything. He marveled at these
little birds and how frail he seemed in comparison. After all,
they needed nothing to survive here for they were part of
these frozen lands. He on the other hand needed all manner
of food and tools to barely scrape out an existence.

As the days slipped by, he knew that the ptarmigan of
the frozen places were like the lizards of the deserts. Both
belonged and both were part of it all. He began to accept
the frailtics in himself, resolving himself to the fact that
man needed tools to survive. Unlike the ptarmigan who
needed nothing to survive here, he needed everything and
somehow that always made him feel alien to this place.
It was depressing to Grandfather to think of himself as
being an alien to all places because of the need to make
tools. Realistically, he thought, the only place that a man
could survive without making anything would be in only
the warmest and lushest places of Earth Mother. At that
moment, though he felt a certain peace about living in such
a cold place, he still felt a little removed and alien. He so
wanted to be part of things, like the plarmigan were to the
frozen places and the lizards to the deserts.

He spent days exploring his little stand of trees, the frozen
lake, the snow-covered hills, and the tundra beyond. He
found that even though he still felt like a poor survival
risk and an alien, there was no struggle, As he had learned
on the desert, he had to obey the laws of the frozen tundra
and become part of that law. Tt delighted Grandfather fo
know that he had taken the lessons of the deserts and now
applied them to this wilderness. Here he looked again at
the whole as a living cntity, not just spiritually alive but
physically alive. By understanding the consciousness of this
place, he became part of that consciousness, and by doing
50 his mind was also composed of the ice, snow, and cold.
He felt closer, but still he wished to be as the ptarmigan.

What confused Grandfather was that he did not know why
he had been led here to the tundra. There was no struggle
and he easily accepted the living consciousness of this wil-
derness. He knew that there had to be more, but the lessons
at hand were not as clearly defined as were those of the liz-
ards of the desert. He began to grow impatient, feeling that
he should possibly struggle before he arrived at any future
answer. Yet the thought of making this into any kind of a
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struggle seemed impossible. At this point, everything was so
easy. The only thing he could possibly do was take a vision
quest, but even that would not be all that difficult. Somehow
he knew that the answers must lie in the wisdom of the ptar-
migan though he did not know how to find that wisdom.

One night he was drawn out into the center of the lake.
He sat there on the edge of a frozen snowdrift for a long
time, gazing out into the distant sky. The northem lights
danced their intensity like he had never seen before. They
illuminated the entire lake making everything dance with
their own play of light and shadow. He gazed at the sky,
held in awe. The beauly was almost unbearable and tears
began to fill his eyes. Suddenly, this barren and frozen place
became more alive than he éver imagined. He took notice
of the blowing snows pathering around him and the deep
cold. He soon became part of the drift, never taking his
cyes from the dancing sky. He felt so alone, wishing that
he could share this magic with the world. The isolation of
this far northern lake filled him with sadness, for this show
would truly go unseen by anyone, even many of those who
called this place home.

It was then, when he felt so alone and isolated, that he
noticed a tiny little glistening black dot in the snow next
to him. He could see the reflection of the northem lights
glistening in this little dark pool of waterdrop. He stared at
it for a long time, Irying to decide if the image was real or
imagined. Then it moved slightly and he found that the little
dark pool seemed to be looking back at him. He suddenly
realized that he was looking into the eye of a plarmigan
that was nestled in the snowbank right next to him. Like
him, the ptarmigan was watching the northerm Jights and
watching him. The feeling of aloneness and isolation sud-
denly dropped away. In the eye of the ptarmigan, he knew
a friend, a searcher of beauty and simplicity, like himself.
The ptarmigan was also finding unspeakable beawty in the
lights and a bond was forever formed belween them.

Grandfather wandered back to his camp wrapped deep
in thanksgiving for the lesson shared by the ptarmigan. He
now felt as if he were accepted by this place, though as he
reached his shelter the feeling of being an alien returmed to
him. His shelter appearcd to him as that which separated
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him from this place and the “oneness™ he wished to achieve.
He longed to be able to do what the ptarmigan had done. It
was then that he remembered something the old blind man
had shown him, a lesson that fulfilled the rcason for his
journey here. It was the image of the ptarmigan’s eye that
made him think of it, a ptarmigan’s eye that he had seen
once before with the old man. At the time the lesson did
nol seem- all that important; but now its full impact came
hammering home. .

Grandfather remembered walking in the woods near the
old man’s cabin when they came upon a dead ptarmigan.
The old man said that a friend of his had tried to raise
ptarmigan but the attempt became futile and many of
them escaped from captivity, The old man told Grandfather
that these birds could not survive in this part of the world
because they needed the cold tundra areas. The old man told
Grandfather that he had found most of the birds dead during
the past summer. Grandfather remembered looking into the
frosted eye of the dead ptarmigan fecling a sense of loss
and sorrow, He knew that the bird was out of his clement
and survival for him would be nearly impossible. The bird
was (ruly alien to this landscape and weather conditions.

Grandfather suddenly felt elated because a big question
had been answered through that ptarmigan. All of this time
Grandfather understood that mankind was a poor survival
risk, and because he needed his Lools he was alien, Bul now,
Grandfather saw the need for these tools not as a liability
but as a blessing. It was through the tools that man could
go anywhere he wanted, enjoying the splendor of nature.
He was not confined and alicnated from any place, but as
long as the rules were obeyed, free to wander like so many
other animals could not. No, it did not make Grandfather
feel above the animals or the laws of creation, but finally
it made him feel like part of it all. Yes, man’s need for
survival tools were still a liability but at the same time,
a blessing. As long as the rules were obeyed, then man
would not be alien. As long as he understood the living
consciousness of the land, there would be no struggle.

Within a few days, Grandfather left his arctic camp and
the wisdom of the ptarmigan and headed back to the coast
and eventually south. He wandered for many months, now
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with no real driving purpose other than to explore. It felt
good to him to have a reprieve like this from the leaming
and searching process, especially from that driving voice
that had been with him for over two years. As he wandered
back along the coast, the driving force hit him again, calling
him once again to go inland. Without a doubt, Grandfather
knew where the voice was telling him to go. He was headed
to the old man’s cabin again, yet he knew in his heart that the
old man would not be there. At least he could pay homage
to the place and honor the old man's memory in prayer and
ceremony.

It took several days 1o get o the cabin and o Grand-
father’s surprise there was smoke coming from the old chim-
ney. The place definitely looked as if il was still lived in.
Grandfather quickened his pace and walked right to the
cabin door. Even before he could knock, a voice told him to
come in. It was not the old man’s voice but a younger voice,
yet it contained the same sense of knowing and awareness
as had the old man’s. Grandfather opened the door to find a
young man sitling at the table. He wore buckskins that had
been decorated with quill work. He smiled up at Grandfather
and told him to sit down. Grandfather was held spellbound
by this young man for he scemed to have many of the man-
nerisms and much the same awareness as the old man,

Grandfather stayed with the young man for several days.
To his amazement, the young man, called Ben, was the
great-nephew of the old man. Ben told Grandfather that he
used to spend many summers in this place, but the lure of
the city had taken him away for a while. He said that his
search had now brought him full circle and he wanted to
follow in his great-uncle’s footsteps. He wanted to preserve
and pass on the old one’s vision. Grandfather realized then
that the old one’s vision was now living and he had gotten
his wish. On the day that Grandfather left, Ben said that he
had a gift he had to give him from his great-uncle. With
that Ben handed Grandfather the feathers of a ptarmigan
and said that his uncle had told him that Grandfather would
know what they meant. Tears filled Grandfather's eyes as
he walked away.

I looked at the ptarmigan feathers in Grandfather’s braid
and finally understood their significance that had eluded me
for such a long time. Rick and | were held spellbound by
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Grandfather’s story. No, it did not make it easier lo lake
the cold of this night but it did open up a whole new way
of thinking about man and nature. I too had seen the tools of
survival as a liability, but now looked at them as a blessing.
So too was | beginning to reconsider what [ thought to be
living and nonliving. Everything had a living consciousness,
the sum of all its parts. | too was part of that consciousness.
That night the fire no longer felt like a prison, but that which
freed us to enjoy this place.



Broken People

| remember traveling so often to the far western edge of
the Pine Barrens to visit one of Grandfather’s old triends.
This man, who Grandfather called Half Tree, was of Native
American ancestry, though | had no idea as to which tribe he
belonged. He lived deep in the woods, without plumbing or
electricity, and generally kept to himself. [t seemed that he
had once lived in the confines of society but was met with
prejudice and rejection through much of his early life. He
decided long ago to get as far away [rom people as possible
and live as much as he could from the earth. He seemed 1o be
an old broken and bitter man who rarely smiled. Grandfather
seemed 1o be the only one he really trusted and 1 could not
tell if it was because of Grandfather’s power or the fact that
he was also Native American,

Half Tree never paid much attention to Rick and me. In
fact, 1 belicved that he only tolerated us because of Grand-
father. Though I had done nothing in the past to upset or
bother him in any way, he seemed to hold me in the most
contempt. Any conversation with him was always dealt in
a very sarcastic way. When Grandfather was not around,
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he did not talk to me at all. I could sense a deeply hidden
hatred in him, but I could not figure out why. After ali,
how much more could he want? He was living close 1o
the wilderness and away from society. He seemed to have
everything he needed and he seemed to love the woods.
I could not understand why he was always so unhappy.
I don’t think that I had ever heard him laugh, and rarely
would he smile, even for Grandfather.

Grandfather secemed, however, o undersiand whal was
bothering Ialf Tree. I noticed that the two old men would
talk for hours and when they were done, Half Tree seemed
much more at peace. It was during these times that he would
sometimes smile, and that made me think that somehow
Grandfather was helping him through what had tormented
him. As the months slipped by, I could see a definite change
in Half Tree. He smiled more often and would even talk to
me. After a while he would come to me and ask me a
question about a skill that he was learning from Grandfather.
He seemed genuinely appreciative of all that we taught him.
In fact, he leamed the old skills with a greater passion than
I had ever seen before. Even in the woods he now seemed
more at peace, and often I would hear him and Grandfather
laugh over something. The change became remarkable, to a
point where I could not believe that the old Half Tree and
this Half Tree were in fact the same person.

As the months passed and the improvement in Hall Tree
became more dramatic, my curiosity began to gel the better
of me. I wanted to know what the original problem was
that had tormented Half Tree. He seemed to carry a deep
hatred and even appeared 1o be wrapped in self-loathing at
times. So too did Half Tree seem to be haunted by some
unseen secret that he suffered through by himself. I knew
very well that Grandfather possessed the ability to heal, but
what he had done for Half Tree was a miracle as far as | was
concemed. Since I was so interested in the “medicine ways”
of healing and had helped Grandfather so often collect the
healing herbs, I decided to ask Grandfather how he was able
to help Half Tree.

Grandfather said, [ was able to help Half Tree because |
once felt as he did. I was as broken and bitter inside as was
he. But I leamed to heal myself, and thus was able to heal
him.” Grandfather told me that Half Tree was suffering the
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same pain as were so many of the Native people. They had
been imprisoned, their culture destroyed, their lands stolen,
and they were not allowed to practice their skills or religion.
Their families were torn apart and they were forced to live
the way of the white man, away from the earth. They were
taught that their ways were primitive and wrong, that their
religion and way of life were wrong, and they would have o
learn to live like the whites. They were hated and scomed,
looked upon as no better than white man’s animals, and
thus their spirits were broken. It was then that Grandfather
told me his story of pam.

As Grandfather first began his long joumney in life, he
would slip on and off of the reservations unobserved. He
was hoping that he would be able to find people to teach,
people who wanted to leamn the old ways. Though he found
many willing students at first, he found that they would not
stay with him for very long. They feared reprimand from the
white man for leaming and keeping alive the old ways. He
found that more often than not he was dealing with a broken
and imprisoned people, people who had seemed to have
lost all hope and even belief. There he found poverty and
starvation. The officials seemed to be corrupt and the people
lived in appalling conditions. Punishment was frequent and
savage and the people seemed to live in a perpetual fear.
Many could not even practice their religion freely.

Children were quickly taken from their families when
they reached school age. They were senl away to distant
schools for reeducation and sometimes never saw their fami-
lies again. The land that they lived on was not productive
and they had to rely solely on the white man for supplies,
The psychological warfare and brainwashing that these peo-
ple were subject to was even more appalling than the condi-
tions that they lived under. There was no peace to be found.
The conditions were crowded and many times the white man
would pit one tribe against the other, even in the confines
of the reservation. Disease and starvation were Killing more
of these people than any war ever had, and alcohol was
becoming an escape [or many.

It was on one of these journeys into a distant northern
reservation when Grandfather was almost caught by a white
patrol. He hid at the edge of a swamp, partially buried in
the mud, for several hours as the patrol watered their horses
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and ate. As the patrol finally began to saddle up and leave
the area, Grandfather heard a stirring from the edge of the
swamp, not far from where he lay. He knew that it must be
the movement of a man, for it was too loud and erratic to
be that of an animal. The men on horses took notice of the
sound too and began to head in the direction of the sound. As
they got closer to the origin of the noise, Grandfather heard
a splashing moving quickly toward him. Whoever originally
made the noise was now cscaping in his direction, and rather
loudly too.

The low brush parted and a young Native American man
crawled through on his belly. The patrol was searching the
area of the original noise frantically and as the young
man crashed through the brush in front of Grandfather,
the patrol began to head his way. Without thinking,
Grandfather reached up and grabbed the young man by
the arm, covering his mouth with his hands and pulling
him into the mud. The young man struggled at first, but
upon seeing Grandfather’s face, he gave in o the mud. The
men were closing in on the area fast, but would not venture
out from the hard bank. Grandfather picked up a small stick
from the brush clump and deftly tossed it into a clump of
grasses not far from where they lay. A duck took flight in a
sputter of whipping brush and flying water, The men of the
patrol laughed, then abandoned their search, figuring that it
had been the duck that had made the noise. Within moments
they were riding out of sight.

Grandfather pulled the young man from the mud and
they washed off in the water without a word. The young
man looked at Grandfather in amazement, scrutinizing his
buckskin clothes. The young man was definitely Native
American but he wore the clothes and shoes of the white
man. He seemed to Grandfather to be a little ashamed of the
way he was dressed. Grandfather, seeing the way the voung
man was eyeing him, said, “You look like you have seen a
ghost.” The voung man retorted with a sound of amazement
in his voice, answering, “Maybe a ghost from the past, old
one. I didn’t think that anyone like you still lived. I cannot
believe how easily you helped me to escape the patrol.”
Grandfather and the young man laughed long and hard at
the surprise on the men’s faces when the duck flew off,
and that laughter seemed (o put the young man at ease.
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Grandfather and the young man sat on the bank and talked
through much of the day. He found that the young man did
not have a Native name but was called John, and he lived
on the reservation not far from where they sat. He told
Grandfather that the reason he was hiding from the patrol
was Lthat he was trespassing on private lands and this area
was off-limits to everyone on the reservation, including the
elders. He explained that the reason he was here was not
to steal cattle as the white men suspected, but to locate
a sacred place that the elders so often spoke of. He said
that it was hard to find these places anymore, as most of
the elders who knew of the old ways were dead or were
very old. Many of the elders feared reprimand from the
whites and would not openly discuss the old ways.

John told Grandfather that he was trying to preserve what
he could of the old ways that would soon be lost forever,
most of all the wisdom of the religion of his people. He told
Grandfather that many of the young men and women had
gone off to try to live in the cities; some too had volunteered
as soldiers in this Second World War that was going on.
He also said that many had turned to alcohol and lived at
the edge of starvation in slumlike conditions. Many of his
peaple had lost their will to live and the spirit of the tribe
had been long since broken. He told Grandfather that he
had tried to go outside the reservation to make a living but
there he was not fully accepted in the white society. He
was ridiculed and hated; prejudice and mistrust ran wild.
He had felt less than human. Only his search to save the
old ways provided a sense of self-respect.

John begged Grandfather to tell him his story. Grand-
father briefly told of his quest and his life and how he
too had sought to preserve the old ways. He told John how
difficult it had been to find anyone who would listen to
him and how he felt like many of these old ways would
die with him. As Grandfather finished his story a huge
smile of satisfaction came over John's face and he began
to beg Grandfather to teach him. He said, *'1 have prayed for
someone like you to come and teach me for so very long. |
was beginning to lose faith that the Creator wanted 1o pre-
serve these old ways.” Grandfather smiled at John, seeing
his enthusiasm, and told him that he did not have to beg.
Grandfather would be willing to teach anyone who would
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listen. As darkness overtook the land, John wandered back
to the reservation and Grandfather stayed by the stream.
They would meet at the same place the next day.

For many weeks that followed, John would meet Grand-
father every moming by the stream. Grandfather first taught
him how to survive with nothing, allowing the earth to
provide while obeying her laws. He also taught him how
to track, even over solid rock. Lessons in awareness and
stalking occurred almost cvery day without fail, and inter-
twined with it all was the philosophy of living with the
earth, After several weeks of training in the physical skills,
Grandfather began to teach John the spiritual ways. Here
too John was quick to leam whatever Grandfather taught,

-remaining open to all of Grandfather’s philosophies. John
was a fast and eager leamer, and often begged Grandfather
to teach him more than he could handle. Grandfather too
gol much from teaching John. For the first time in his life
he felt a hope for the people of the earth, and John was the
embodiment of that hope.

John's love and excitement for the skills must have fil-
tered back to the reservation for afler a while John began to
bring back other voung people who wanted to learn. Though
the young men and women he brought back with him were
not as eager to leam as John was, they were still at least
interested. These people too gave Grandfather even more
of a sense of hope for the future. However, it perplexed
Grandfather that he had not been invited to the reservation.
John and the others who had come to him always seemed
to be sneaking away to see him. They were sensitive of
their movements and always seemed so hypervigilant for
any sign of a patrol. It was obvious that they did not want
to be seen by either the patrols or by certain people on the
reservation,

Bothered by the fact that he could not go to the reser-
vation, Grandfather finally confronted John over the reason
he had to remain a secret. John told Grandfather that not
evervone in the tribe could be trusted. There were some
who were corrupt and close to the white man. If they found
out that some of the young people were going back to the
old ways, there would surely be repercussions in one form
or another. Grandfather thought it very sad that some of the
tribe could not be trusted; he wondered how many other
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traditions of brotherhood had been beaten out of the people.
He could see that many of the people were deliberately
turned against each other, creating a mistrust. This mistrust
would keep people from openly saying anything about the
conditions they lived under, a definite sign of psychological
warfare.

Upon Grandfather’s urging, John finally took him into
the heart of the reservation, but at first only under the cover
of night. In all the times he had ever visited a reservation he
had remained only on the outskirts, never in their centers of
population. Nothing in his past could prepare Grandfather
for what he was about to see in the visits that followed.
He found the conditions deplorable. Many dwellings were
nothing but poorly made boxes without floors and no inter-
nal heating. There were no real sanitation facilities, running
waler was rare, and only a few of the houses had electricity.
Garbage lay everywhere. Truly, the white man had reduced
these once proud people to animals.

Soon, Grandfather was introduced to numerous “trusted”
people by John. Here Grandfather could see how the horror
had spread even into the souls of people. He was horrified
to see these once proud people who lived so close to the
carth now battered, imprisoned, and broken. He saw people
who lived in constant fear of each other and the white man.
Most of all, the people seemed to have lost all hope. It was at
this point that Grandfather began to sense a tremendous loss.
The people of the earth were being wiped out right before
his eyes and he stood by helpless. Though his people still
remained free, these people were his people too. Depression
and pain washed over him as he saw, and finally understood,
the oppression of the white man.

Grandfather stayed at the edge of the reservation for sev-
eral more weeks. Most of his students had lost interest in
what he was teaching or moved on to something else. John
remained extremely interested, but finally moved on to teach
at another reservation. In John, Grandfather saw his hope
stay alive. John was going to work in the reservation school
and hopefully teach the children some of the old skills and
the ways of the spirit. As Grandfather began to wander
back to the Southwest, he could clearly see that the battle
that lay ahead for John was immense indeed. It would scem
almost impossible that one lone man could affect any kind
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of hope or change. Grandfather’s heart was also heavy with
sadness and depression. He felt that he was one of the
only ones left who was free to practice the old ways. He
was alone,

During his trek back to his people, Grandfather became
wrapped in the deepest depression of his life. His sense of
being alone, of loss, became overwhelming at times. He
knew that there were elders on all reservations that still lived
in the old ways, but his main worry was the future gencra-
tions. White man’s brainwashing and his plan to acculturate
the Native Americans were affecting the thinking of the chil-
dren and the young adults. The old ways were looked upon
as primitive and the children were ridiculed for showing any
interest in them. Sometimes children would be openly pun-
ished for seeking the old ways. The lure and empty promises
of the white race were further removing the children from
the path. There was little hope in Grandfather’s life at this
point and he became very bitter.

Grandfather began to see himself as imprisoned, though
not as it was on the reservations. He could not really be
a free man to go and come as he pleased. He could not
wander as did his ancestors, He was restricted, for he always
had to take greal care in his travels so as not to be seen.
He could not travel in the open, but had to most times
confine his movements to the thickets or the cover of night.
He had to remain always vigilant and aware of possible
danger. This thought and realization began to imprison his
soul and he felt the pain that many people on the reser-
vations felt. He felt his faith shaken and his spirit break-
ing. He began to imagine again that many of the old ways
would probably die with him, for all hope seemed lost.

Feeling now the huge impact that the loss of the people of
the earth would be, he began to feel a certain self-loathing
begin fo erupt. He began to wonder to himself if his ways
were wrong and the white man was right. He wondered if
his primitive ways were indeed only for backward people.
How could all those white men be wrong? After all, all
people that lived close to the earth were now imprisoned. If
the Native people were right, would it not be the white man
who lived on reservations? If the Native people were close
to the Creator, then they would have been able to drive the
white man back to the sea from which he came. Self-doubt
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began to affect Grandfather’s every thought, and the depres-
sion became oppressive and overwhelming. Grandfather just
wanted to go back to his people to die. He could see no
sense in trying to teach for it now seemed a lost cause with
no hope.

Grandfather camped for many days just outside the perim-
eter of his people’s encampment. He could not face them
with the way he was fecling. Though his people still lived
wild and free and practiced the old ways, this was but an
illusion. His people were as restricted and imprisoned as
he. They were old now, with no young blood to pass on
the skills to. They were a dying clan, a clan of the old
ways, with no one to teach. He did not want 1o go 10 them
bearing the spirit of bad news, or tell them that they were
among the last. In their latter years he felt that it would
be best if they continued to live believing that there were
other wild and free tribes roaming the wilderness. He had
to wait before he faced them so that he could compose his
thinking.

One morning as he sat in his sacred area and prayed,
Covote Thunder came to him. Grandfather was startled to
see him standing there, Without waiting for Grandfather to
speak, Coyote Thunder said, “We knew many days ago that
you were coming. We also know what troubles your heart,
for I too have seen the pain of broken spirits. That is why
I will not allow the people of the clan to get too close to
the white man. Instead we prefer to remain hidden until our
final days. You now see no hope, but there is hope. You
must teach anyone who will listen. The things of truth and
spirit will never pass away, but prevail in the end. They
will always be part of those who seek the earth and walk
close to the spirit. Teach all who seek the earth, no matter
race or belief, for those who seek the carth will become the
new children of the earth. Our ways will not die. In the final
days, man will seek again the things that we know.”

Coyote Thunder walked away in silence, giving Grand-
father no chance to speak. He could feel a renewed sense
of hope arising within him. He knew that it was his vision,
his destiny, to teach and he now knew that he should try to
teach anyone who would listen, whether Native American
or white. He knew that Coyote Thunder was right. The old
ways and philosophies would not die. As the white man
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eventually saw the emptiness of his ways and the numbness
of the flesh, then these ways would be rebom. He had to
pass them down so that when the white man began to scarch
beyond the flesh, he could find a way. Without hesitation
now, and with a renewed sense of hope, Grandfather went
back to his people and awaited his next journey, his next
student.

I could now understand what Grandfather had given to
Half Tree. He had given him hope, possibly for the first time
in his life. I am sure that Half ‘Tree had felt the same way as
did all people imprisoned on a reservation, knowing that he
was one of the last of a people. Humiliated, ridiculed, and
broken, Half Tree could do nothing but hate himself. After
all, that was what the white man had led him to believe. 1
could also begin 1o identify with Grandfather and Half Tree.
After all, I was secking the old ways of skill and spirit. [ was
imprisoned by a white society that would not allow me to
practice what I lived and believed. I felt ridiculed, scorned,
and treated like an outsider by many of my friends. 1 was
more like Grandfather than 1 could ever imagine and from
that day, Half Tree and I became brothers.

13
To Teach

In everything he did, Grandfather seemed at peace with a
life filled with joy. However, he seemed the happiest when
he was either involved in helping someone to heal, or when
he was teaching. He loved to teach more than anything clse
he did. He would go out of his way to creaie an opportunity
where he whet our appetite for a skill, then make us coax him
to teach us. He would hold back just long enough to make
our interest in a skill so intense that we wanted nothing more
than to learn that skill. He would first create a need within
us to know and then fill that need when our interest and
drive was at the highest. He would not teach us anything
that we did not desperately want to know and it was he
who first would create that desperation. We had to want to
know something very badly before he would open up.

So too was Grandfather a “coyote teacher.” A coyote
teacher was not someone who would lay out everything
for a student, giving him all the answers and techniques.
Instead, a coyote teacher was one who planned a lesson
<0 that the student would have to think, make mistakes,
and then find the answer by himself. [t was not an easy
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way of learning, but a far superior way to learn. Once a
skill or technique was mastered in this way, the student
had not only learned the skill fully, but mastered that skill
for almost every situation that would arise. I suspect that
Grandfather learned to teach from the way he was taught,
Hearing the many stories about the way Coyote Thunder
had taught Grandfather, I look back and see many of those
same lessons passed down to me in the same way.

In all the years 1 was with him, 1 never saw Grandfather
tire of teaching. I know at times he would be exhausted
from a long day of hiking, but as soon as we showed any
interest in something he would snap out of his fatigue and
eagerly teach us. Our enthusiasm seemed to buoy him up
and he found a certain deep satisfaction in watching us learn.
There was never a wrong time Lo ask Grandfather a question,
Teaching was all he wanted and was the greatest quest in his
wortld. Even in the most dire teaching situations he would
never lose his sense of humor or tire of the task. This teach-
ing attitude bothered me a bit because I too wanted to teach.
However, the few times | had tried to teach someone scemed
such hard work and 1 would become frustrated so easily.
I asked him one day how he could remain so enthusiastic
about teaching all of the time, without getting tired and
frustrated. That is when he told me the story of his quest
to teach.

Shortly after leaving the reservation and rejoining his
tribe, Grandfather began to get the calling again to go out
and wander. This calling, however, was more a directive to
teach than to go out and seek some spiritual enlightenment.
For many months he had the intense, almost overwhelming
feeling to teach, but he did not want to go. He had been
50 frustrated with his teaching attempts in the past that he
really wanted nothing to do with it at the moment. He still
felt injured spiritually from his visit to the reservation and
deep inside he felt that he would only encounter the same
pain when he wenl out again to find a student. The people of
his clan now were very old and very experienced, so there
were no teaching opportunities where they were concerned.
Their skills were impeccable.

What bothered Grandfather the most was that in all of his
teaching experiences of the past, they were all shori-lived. It
seemed that his students would stay with him only for a few
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months or a few seasons and then go on to do something
else. He could never fully finish what he wanted to teach, for
that would take years. It seemed to him that adolescents and
adults had too much else to do with their lives than leam
the old ways. He knew that if he were to ever pass along what
he knew, he would have to find a younger student, someone
who had a passion for learning that would exclude all else,
and would give Grandfather the years he needed to teach
fully. He knew that finding such a student would become the
biggest quest of his life. Now that he was growing old, he
was running out of time and he began to fear that his vision
would never be passed down. All would die with him.

The intensity of the deep spiritual drive to go out and
teach hammered at Grandfather every day. It gave him no
peace, only torment. The torment grew stronger the longer
he put off his departure. Still he stalled, trying to figure
out first where he should go and what he should do. In
his heart he thought this time would be his last time to
find a student. His years were now numbered and he no
longer had the luxury of time. He knew that he would have
to find someone soon and the longer he delayed the more
impossible it all scemed. Finally, unable to take the spiritual
torment anymore, he left his people again. He had no idea
as to where he was going, but he had to go someplace and
al least try to fulfill his vision.

Grandfather knew that he would willingly teach anyone
who would listen to him, but he also knew that he would
have to find someone very young with plenty of time and
a passion to leam. This would be the only way he could
pass down all that there was. However, he knew that the
greatest obstacle would not be the finding of such a person;
after all, all children seemed to like what he taught. The
problem would be with the society they lived within and
their parents’ fears. Though the reservation life now was
becoming more open and relaxed, many parents wanted
their children to learn the ways of the white man so that
they could become a success. They still looked at the old
ways and skills as primitive, something that was no longer
needed. Still, Grandfather thought his greatest hope lay
m teaching on the reservations.

He decided, more by thought than with his heart, to go
and find John, the young Native man he had taught years
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ago. He knew that John had moved to another reservation
with the hopes of teaching the old ways to the children.
Grandfather thought that if he could find John, he might
be able to help him teach. It had been nearly ten years
since he had seen John and finding him might prove to be
very difficult. He had no idea as to where John had gone
to teach so he would have to search the many reservations
of the area. What scared him was the fact that he would
have to go into these reservations and find John without
drawing attention to himself. Though he knew that he would
be among the Native people, the idea still frightened him.

Grandfather went back to the original reservation where
he had met John. There, he hoped to find one of the students
that he had taught with John. Possibly they would know
where to find him. He had trouble finding the original camp
area he had used. The landscape had ehanged so much, and
now the little stream that he once camped by was nothing
more than an irrigation ditch. He pushed beyond the original
camp area to the thickest stand of trees he could find. It
was even more dangerous to be here now since the land
was cultivated and civilized. He would have to take more
care than ever before to hide his camp. The fear of getting
close to the reservation now was almost overwhelming to
a point where he wanted to abandon his camp and go back
to his people. The memories of the past pain hammered at
his heart very heavily, especially being now so close to the
reservation.

For the next several days, he stayed close to his camp,
exploring the immediate area and hoping that someone
would happen by that he could talk to. Several times he
would go into the most populated parts of the reservation but
only at night. He wanted to take no chances of being caught
and he wanted to be assured of an easy escape if necessary.
He found that the reservation now was a little more modem,
but still the conditions were nothing more than slumlike.
He roamed from house to house, trying to find some clue as
to who were the occupants. He was hoping that there would
be some evidence of one of his past students. That would be
an extreme help, for he would not then be forced to go to a
stranger and ask for John. His several late-night excursions
into the village produced no evidence of any of his students
and Grandfather began to grow very frustrated.

GRANDFATHER 195

Early one moming, as Grandfather sat in his sacred area
praying, he noticed a young woman approaching the area
where he once camped long ago. With her was a very
young girl, probably no older than five. He watched with
great interest as the woman approached his old camp and
sat down by the irrigation ditch with the child. He watched
in fascination as the young woman lifted her hands in prayer
and then spread some herbs around Grandfather's old camp
area. Grandfather’s heart soared as he watched her. There
had been several young girls that John had brought to
Grandfather many years ago, and possibly this could be
one of them. Without hesitation and with his heart filled
with anticipation he began to move closer to the young
woman. As soon as he reached the clearing, she turned,
saw Grandfather, and immediately ran to him. She gave
him a warm hug and said, “I knew you'd come back, 1
knew you would come.”

Grandfather began to feel the tears welling up in his eyes.
This had been one of the young girls he had taught years
ago. She was here practicing the old ways and teaching her
daughter to pray in the old way. It was obvious to Grand-
father now that this young woman had probably come to
this place many times before, hoping to find him. His heart
soared, for now he was witnessing his teachings become
reality. He and the young woman sat by the ditch and talked
for hours. Grandfather’s heart began to sink as she told of
all the past years. There had been so much pain and ridi-
cule. Conditions remained much the same as they were, and
people seemed even more broken, especially the old ones.
She told Grandfather that she was the only one left in the
village from the ones Grandfather had long ago taught.

She told Grandfather that she was the only one who had
practiced what he had taught her. She drew a lot of ridicule
for doing so, even from some of those who Grandfather
had taught. She then had to practice her skills in secret,
but even then, people still taunted her. It was only in the
past few months that she could practice in the open. Now
she was passing the skills down to her daughter. It seemed
that many in the tribe were beginning to worship in the open
again. She then went on to tell Grandfather about John. John
had gone 1o the reservation of the north to try to teach the
children. He was a schoolteacher anyway, so he thought that
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he could add the old skills to what he taught in the schools.
However, she had not heard from him n many years and
did not know if he was still in the same place.

Ieaving his camp area the next day, Grandfather headed
north to the reservation where John was last known to be.
Grandfather began to grow excited as he approached the
northem reservation. He had scen what his teaching had
done for the woman, now he hoped that it would even
do more for John. Possibly John had been successful with
teaching the old ways to the children. After all, the wom-
an was now teaching her child. But Grandfather’s hopes
were dashed when he finally got to the reservation. As
he searched the village through the night he could find no
evidence of John. He pushed the light of dawn as far as he
could and had to abandon his search for the day. He would
return again the next night, in hopes of finding anything that
would give him any clue as to John's home.,

Grandfather scarched the village every night for the nexi
several days, but found nothing that would lead to John. He
then began to visit the village during the day, but staying 1o
cover so as not 1o be seen. He waiched the people of the
village going and coming for several days, but there was
no sight of John. Grandfather now feared that John was no
Jonger with the village. In a last-ditch attempt to find John,
he went to the outskirts of the local school and watched the
children and teachers come and go. John was not seen at all.
It was obvious to Grandfather that John had moved on, but
had no idea as to where, or even how to begin to look. It was
then that Grandfather heard a distant familiar sound-—the
sound of stone hitting stone—the music of the old skills.

Moving in the brush along the outskirts of the schoolyard.
Grandfather began to stalk in the direction of the sound.
Within a few minutes he entered a small secluded clearing
where a young boy sat with his back toward Grandfather.
The boy was chipping at a rock, obviously trying to make
an arrow point. Grandfather defily walked behind the boy
and put his hand on his shoulder. The boy jumped up with
a start and bolted to the other side of the clearing. He looked
at Grandfather in ulter amazement and fear. Grandfather
smiled at him and the boy seemed to relax, but quickly
put the stones he was working on behind him. Grandfather
reached out his hands and gestured to the rocks. The boy
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reluctantly handed Grandfather the rocks, ina sheepish man-
ner. Grandfather looked ai the stopes, quickly chipped off
several flakes, then handed the finished arrowhead back (o
the boy. He took the arrowhead and looked at it in amaze-
menl, then at Grandfather.

Feeling that he now had gained the boy’s confidence, he
asked him where he had learmed to chip stone. The boy
told Grandfather that he could not tell him. Grandiather
then told the little boy that the person who taught him
how to make the stones talk was probably the same per-
son Grandfather had taught. The boy then told Grandfather
that if anyone knew that he had learned from John, then
he would get in trouble. As soon as he heard the name
John, Grandfather’s heart soared. He asked the boy agam to
take him to John and he reluctantly agreed. He 1old Grand-
father that John did not live in the village, but many miles
away, and alone. He said that John did not like it when the
adults came around. He only liked to talk to children. The
boy worried that John would be angry at him for bringing
an adult.

The litle boy led Grandfather along an old overgrown
road and then deep into the forest. He took a maze of trails,
many of them very rugged. He told Grandfather that he was
sorry that it was taking them so long to get there but John
had told him not to use the same (rails going and com-
ing. Grandfather knew that he had taught John the “scoul
ways' but he could not understand why he was using these
techniques around his own home. Finally they arrived at
an old shack, nestled deep in the woods. The shack was
built to fit into the landscape and was rather rugged and
weather tlight. The arca around the shack was litter free
and very neat. There was no evidence of destruction to the
earth, instead the surrounding vegetation was the healthiest
that Grandfather had seen yet along his journey. It became
plainly obvious that this was John’s house. Grandfather’s
heart soared, realizing that John was still living in perfect
balance with the carth.

The young boy told Grandfather to stay where he was
while he went to speak to John and find out if he would
see Grandfather. As the boy entered the clearing a voice
called out from the house, telling the boy to come in. The
young boy looked amazed at John's ability to know he
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was there. Grandfather watched the boy go to the fronl
door. There in the door stood a man talking to him, but
Grandfather was still too far away to identify him as John.
The man looked angry at the boy at first and Grandfather
could see him shaking his head in disapproval. Finally, the
hoy pulled the stone arrowhead from his pocket and the
man ran from the door and in Grandfather’s direction. As
the man drew closer Grandfather could plainly see that i
was John, and he stood up and away from the bush where
he hid.

John began to hug Grandfather, even before he stopped
running, and they both wmbled to the ground laughing. The
young boy, who had followed John on his headlong run.
stood by very confused. He had ncver seen John welcome
anyone like this, especially an aduli. He also had not seen
John so happy. Without hesitation, sceing the boy’s con-
fused expression, John introduced Grandfather as the man
who taught him his skills, the same skills that John had
taught to the boy. Realizing that this was the old man that
John had spoken about for years, the boy ran up and gave
Grandfather a big hug. Grandfather could plainly see that
the little boy now held him in awe, but could not understand
why. John told Grandfather that he was a legend around
here and that many people had more than once heard the
story.

Grandfather then asked John where all his students were,
and John pointed to the young boy, sadly. As they spent
the day together, John told Grandfather the horrors of his
life. Many years ago, just a few weeks afler he had left
Grandfather, John had gone to a white man's school o
get a job as a teacher. Most of the children in the school
were Native American so John thought that he would stand
a good chance of being able to teach some of the old skills.
He was hired for that coming year and would be teaching
a history class for the fourth grade. It would have been
perfect because the subject that he had 1o teach was early
American history and he could easily work in the skills,
Shortly after beginning to teach, he found that most of the
history books and literature were very prejudiced against the
Native American, leaning toward the white inlerpretation.
He began to teach his children, not from the books but from
that which he knew to be the truth.
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Within the first month of teaching he was reprimanded
severely by the administration for veering off the class out-
lines, and for teaching lies. Within the second month, he was
reprimanded twice more, then fired when he was caught
teaching the class the tribal religion. From that point, he
tried wandering and teaching, but to no avail and at best
with very limited success. He had been effectively banned
from teaching in the white man’s school system and now
had no way of passing down his knowledge. In fact, he
had been put under investigation for teaching communism,
as the white man called it. People of the tribe began o
avoid him because of fear that they would be linked with
his teaching. He finally had no other choice than to move
away from the tribe and try to teach anyone who would
come along. In the past years, he only had two students,
one of whom was the young boy who brought Grandfather
to him.

Grandfather’s hopes were dashed once again. It was not
because the children did not want to learn, for they seemed
to have a passion for the old ways. It was the white man
again who forced their ways and opinions on the people.
John told Grandfather that in the past he would get several
kids together to teach, but within a short time outside pres-
sures or ridicule would eventually drive them away. John
said, however, that he was not giving up hope because many
of the people were again seeking the ancient knowledge.
He believed that one day. maybe not in his life, but in
the distant future, people would seek these ways again. He
was beginning to sce a change in the determination of the
tribe for freedom to do and act as they pleased, free from
the white man’s scom.

Grandfather stayed with John and the young boy for sev-
eral days, leaming all he could about John's attempts to
teach. Finally, with no hope left in his heart, he left John.
He felt sorry for the way John had to live and what he had
to give up to practice the old ways. Grandfather felt so
responsible for getting John involved with his dream, his
vision, If it were not for Grandfather's influence, John might
be a good reacher today in some school where he might do
some good. Instead, Grandfather’s teaching had sentenced
him to a life of ridicule. Embittercd by it all, Grandfather did
nothing but wander for the next several months. Though he
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avoided all human contact, the spirit within was constantly
directing him to find someone to teach.

Not being able 1o take the spiritual torment any longer,
Grandfather again began to wander with a purpose. He vis-
ited any area he could where he could find children to teach.
No sooner did he find someone to teach than that person
was forbidden to talk to Grandfather. After many months
of failure, Grandfather was beginning to feel like a discase.
Mo one seemed to want to leamn or stay with him for any
time. There was always something more important going
on in the white man’s world that would ultimately drive
them away. The frustration grew daily, yet the spirit to teach
someone, anyone, still remained within him. Finally, being
able to take no more pain, he decided to head back to his
people and live out his remaining years. His vision, as far
as he was concerned, was dead. He was too old lo go on,

During his long journey back to his people, Grandfather
grew very suicidal, He could not accept the fact that he had
given his entire life to the preservation of the old ways, and
was now realizing that his life’s work would be for nothing,
Though he would not have lived his life any other way, he
felt that he was not worthy of the vision to teach, for he had
failed so miserably. He would head back to his people and
live out his last remaining years among close friends and
family. As far as he was concerned, there was nothing else
he could do, nothing else he could leam. The driving voice
within had become a dying murmur, and now the entire spir-
it world had scemed to abandon him. After all, if he was not
living his vision, then he was ol no use to the spirit world.

He finally reached his people and asked for a council,
before he would camp within the perimeter of the village.
One night, nearly a full moon after he made camp, the
village asked him to come to council. Grandfather told the
council of his failure, that his vision no longer lived, and
that he did not teel worthy to live within the village. He
felt a little strange approaching the council, for he was one
of the oldest to attend. Now nearing eighty-one winters of
age there were but two older than he. After Grandfather told
of his wanderings and many failures, one of the two elders
told Grandfather that his vision was not over. He suggested
to Grandfather that he take a vision quest to clarify his path.
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He urged Grandlather to understand that a vision was not
over until a person took the final walk to the Creator.

Grandfather reluctantly accepted the elder’s advice, but
did not quest. He could see no good that could come of
it. Instead, he lived within the village and tried to make
peace with himself in his final days. For the better part of
the year, Grandfather did nothing but survive, Each day he
was tormented by the words of the elder but would not give
in to the quest. Finally there came the day when one of the
last elders of the tribe died, and soon to follow was the elder
who had given Grandfather the advice 1o quest. As he lay
dying, he asked Grandfather once again to quest, which was
the last request and the last words he spoke. There was such
an urgency in his voice that Grandfather had no choice but
10 quest the pext day, if for no ether reason than to honor
the old one’s spiril.

Before first light, Grandtather wandered far oul into the
wildemess to vision quest. He had to honor the spirit of the
old one but he also realized that he was the elder now. He
would have to lead the people; after all, the next in line was
ten years his junior, He began to convince himsell that his
people now needed his wisdom and it might be possible that
this was why he had been met with so many failures. Maybe
it was his destiny to lead his people rather than to teach. It
was these and many other questions that followed Grand-
father into this vision guest that day. As he sat down in the
quest area, he felt a strange sensation. It had been many
months since he had given himself over to the quest, but it
was more than that. No sooner had he sat down than the war-
rior spirit of his youth returned. It pointed demandingly to
the e¢ast, where a young white coyote howled, then pawed at
ancient stones by the stream bank. Grandfather knew without
a doubt that he would go east now and find the white coyote.

Whether by plan or design, | was on that riverbank when
I saw Grandfather. The coyote howled and tears came (o
Grandfather's eyes. Today his vision lives, beyond cven
my wildest dreams. Though many times 1 feel unworthy
and am constantly beaten by my own flesh. the quest to
teach remains on fire deep within me. 1 am driven by the
same fire that drove Grandfather. 1 have hope, the same
hope that he placed within my soul so many years ago. The
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fire still bumms, and now many have the fire. Grandfather
was right. Someday people will seck again the old ways.
the only truth.

These stories were very important to me. They were not
only teaching devices, they were a spark to send me to
these places, and I hope those who read this book will
search out the truths. To give instruction would satisfy the
needs of most people, but that is not my goal. My goal is
to give the reader a picture of the world we live in, the
forgotten world. This book explains that it is not easily
come by and a search for the truths must occur before
knowledge is attained. Grandfather’s life was full of every
emotion, every feeling, and they did not come from lis-
tening to his elders. He had to seek them out for him-
self as 1 wish the reader to do. I am a “coyote teacher.”

If you would like to go further and discover more about the
wilderness with Tom Brown, please write for information to;

The Tracker :

Tom Brown, Tracker, Inc.

P.O. Box 173

Asbury, N.J. 08802-0173

(908) 479-1681

Tracking. Nature, Wilderness
Survival School
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