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The story behind the Story


How many of you have had an experience from a realm that seemed like it was other than what we call foursquare reality?


What I am about to share happened to me in the 1990s.  Looking back on it gives me a different perspective.  However, one thing remains constant, and that is the many synchronicities or coincidences that happened regarding this book.


My story about the Story began in the cool mountains of Arizona.  I spent my summers there doing artwork that I sold on weekends at a local Art Barn.  My husband and I had a small cabin that we used as a haven away from the 110-degree Phoenix weather.


The wind was whistling through pine trees outside my studio window. My hands were busy preparing pieces for a weekend art show.  However, my mind seemed to be focused outside my body and up to the right of my head.


I sensed an ancient ceremony.  People were in a circle and I was walking around the outside of the circle, touching each person with ceremonial eagle feathers at their heart.  As the feathers touched each person, their heart opened with a light that seemed to remove the darkness of hardened beliefs.


That’s interesting, but what am I supposed to do with this information? I thought to myself and then dismissed it as a vision of the imagination.  However, that evening I awoke in the middle of the night with the sensation of being overloaded with information bombarding my brain, and I thought I heard chanting.  It sounded similar to chants I had heard at Native American ceremonies, but it was different because it had a more ancient feeling to it.
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Since I needed to get up early to set up my art display for the weekend, I tried to go back to sleep.  However, I kept tossing and turning and hearing in my mind to write down the words that came. So finally I sat up in bed and sighed, “OK. I’ll write it down!”  Sleepily, I got a pad and pen and began scribbling whatever came into my mind, hoping to empty my brain so I could fall back to sleep.  Within a few minutes, I felt peaceful again and surrendered to slumber land.


The next week I mentioned what had happened to me to one of my husband’s Tai Chi students, and she said, “That’s interesting because some eagle feathers just came into my life.”


Before I had time to think, the words came out of my mouth, “Can I borrow those eagle feathers?”  It felt like someone else had said those words instead of me.  I did not know at that time that one could be fined up to $100,000 for having eagle feathers without the proper papers because eagles are an endangered species.


When the student brought the ceremonial eagle feathers to my home and handed them to me, these words came into my mind: What you give is what you will receive.  The feathers felt as though they had a strong power within them.  All I knew about them was that they were golden eagle feathers and they were from the Crow nation.


As the weeks passed and I learned more about eagle feathers from those who studied native traditions, I realized that I should not even have these feathers in my possession.  The thought “Take me home” kept coming into my mind whenever I held the feathers.  Thus I began asking people where the Crow nation was, and I was surprised when I kept getting conflicting information.  Some said it was in the Dakotas; others said it was in Washington state or Oregon.
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I finally had to postpone my search for the Crow nation because I had an even greater concern on my mind.  I needed to prepare for a nine-week long art show where I had to be there selling my work and thus would have little time during the show to make more art pieces.


About halfway through that nine-week show, I returned home exhausted and overwhelmed.  Since my husband had a job with flexible hours, I asked if he would go to the art show the next day for me, so I could pack and ship art to Colorado and New Jersey.  I also wanted to make some more small pieces for the art show since my inventory was getting low.


Don agreed, went to the art show for me, and returned home with good news.  “Guess what?  A Native American came to your booth today and said that he was very interested in your work.  He gave me his card and wants you to call him because he might want you to design something for him.”


“That’s nice,” I commented.  “Did you happen to find out what tribe he is from?”


“Let’s see.  His name is Yellow Eagle, he is a Crow and comes from a long line of chiefs and medicine men,” my husband reported, casually reading his notes off the business card.


“What!  A Crow person found me?”  This was beyond my wildest dreams and the first of many synchronicities to come.


Yellow Eagle called me the next day and, after talking for a while, I asked if we could spend some time together when this long art show was done because I was overwhelmed trying to keep up with all I had to do.  He agreed and on the final day of the art show, he came to my booth and introduced himself.
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I invited Yellow Eagle to my home and we spent an afternoon talking.  I wanted to see if this was the person who should receive the ceremonial eagle feathers for his People. When the time felt right, I asked, “Have you ever had the feeling that some special feathers might be coming into your life?”  What a strange way to begin, I thought.  This was the second time that words seemed to come out of my mouth on their own.

“Hmmmm,” he began. “You are the second person who has mentioned something about special feathers coming into my life.  I receive eagle feathers continually and pass them on to others, so having eagle feathers is not unusual for me.  However, this other person, someone who helps police find people who were missing, said that some feathers with a light around them would be coming into my life.”


At that point my mouth dropped open because I was remembering the vision I had about the ancient ceremony where the eagle feathers created a light in people’s hearts.  Was this another curious coincidence?


Yellow Eagle asked why my mouth was open.  I explained all that had happened and how I did not even have the feathers in my home any more.  A Native American friend was holding them for me until I found where the Crow nation was.  Yellow Eagle informed me that the Crow nation was in the southeast area of Montana.


 I asked Yellow Eagle to come back the next day, after I had gotten the feathers back from my friend and got the OK from the person who “loaned” me the feathers.  For some reason, I dressed in a ceremonial outfit that day.  I thought that I was just going to hand the feathers to Yellow Eagle and had no idea that he was going to create a ceremony to receive the feathers back for his People.


He arrived  with a case of  ceremonial  items and a 
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Native American rug.  After spreading the rug in front of our fireplace and aligning it with the four directions, he sat at the West, leaving the East open, and had me sit at the South.  Next he used sweet grass from Montana to smudge the area with smoke, and then began prayers in the Crow language.


The hair on my arms stood up and it felt as though there was a subtle electrical current in the room.  When Yellow Eagle finished in his native language, he explained, “I guess I better tell you what I said.  Usually people have to go through a major ceremony for this.  You are now my daughter and your name is Known By Her Papers.”  I was surprised, humbled, and honored.


Yellow Eagle told me how to pronounce my Crow name in his language; however, I had difficulty saying it because, as he put it, “It takes great skill to control the spit as it moves back and forth in the mouth.”  The sounds were entirely new to me.  I had heard other Native tongues, but this language was truly unique and difficult to perform.


We talked about the possible meaning of my Crow name.  Since I did watercolors on paper, I wondered if it referred to watercolor papers.  Then as he was leaving, I mentioned that sometimes words came into my mind and I write them down, so maybe the word papers refers to books.  He just calmly said, “Wait and see what happens.”  He also added that four days after a ceremony are sacred, so it would be good to remain as prayerful as possible during the next four days.


I remained meditative and noticed that something unusual was beginning to happen.  By the third day I decided to call Yellow Eagle and tell him what was occurring.  “I wish I knew how to write a movie script,” I began, “because I feel as though I’m living inside a movie …and the characters are an ancient people  who  used  to 
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have the very feathers that I returned to you.”


“Just wait and see what happens,” he said calmly.

About two weeks later while doing some artwork in my Phoenix home, I heard some words in my mind and quickly grabbed a pen and paper to write them down.  It was as though an ancient storyteller was sitting by a fire and telling me a very important story.  What I felt inside was that this was a story that had been lost and needed to be retold.

Within four months that story was transcribed on to paper and became the first book in the GROW IN LIGHT series.  It took a while for me to trust the process and just write the words as they came, even though I did not know where the story was going, I was pleasantly surprised by all the twists and turns that happened in the tale.


While writing this first GROW IN LIGHT book, another curious event happened.  I was walking with my husband one evening and noticed something small and iridescent green along the side of the path.  Could that be a hummingbird?


As I got closer I found that it was indeed a ruby throated hummingbird, injured and stunned.  It probably hit a reflective picture window, which is usual in sunny Arizona.  Gently, I picked it up and went back home.


For about half an hour, I sat calmly on our sofa with the delicate creature cupped in my hands.  Suddenly its head perked up and it tried to flutter its wings.  Then off it zoomed, but hit our living room wall.  Again, I gently picked up the delicate being.  It was clear now that one of its wings was injured.


The little hummer looked at me, fearful at first, but then began to close its eyes as I gently stoked the back of its head.  Maybe I should put you outside, I thought, and carefully carried the hummingbird to our back patio.  Very slowly I placed it at the top of  a  column  and  was  pulling 

my hand away when the little bird hopped on to my finger,
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just the way a parakeet sits on someone’s finger.


I was in awe that a hummingbird was sitting calmly on my finger!  The evening breeze is too cold for you…isn’t it, I thought.  So I took the little hummer inside again and it just sat calmly on my finger until it was time to go to bed.  Carefully, I placed my injured friend up high so my cat could not get him during the night; however, in the morning, the little hummer had passed on to wherever hummingbirds go.


When I gave the hummingbird to Yellow Eagle, he told me that it was very difficult to catch a hummingbird and to even find one dead.  The feathers are very special to many native people.


Several weeks later a female hummingbird, the same species as the male, lay dead on my patio right under the column where I had placed the male hummingbird.  Yellow Eagle was amazed that a second hummingbird had “presented itself” to me.  It’s very curious how one of the key characters in the GROW IN LIGHT series is called Hummingbird, and then two hummingbirds appear in my life.  Coincidence?


Then in 2001 while I was researching origin stories from around the world, I found a story about the early Guatemalan people who "came across a great water” to their new homeland which had a “jungle beach.”  The Quiche Mayan people of Guatemala also populated Mexico and might have been the ones who built the pyramids in the Yucatan peninsula.


The research book explained how many stories from the Quiche Mayans were lost when the Spanish invaded and burned their ancient texts. When the last old ones died, the origin stories of this People died with them.


However, some of the history managed to survive in  the  Popol Vuh.   The  word  “vuh”  means  “papers”  or 

book.        The  origin  story  speaks  about  a  man  called 
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Ma-hu-cu-tah.  Kutah, which is pronounced like cu-tah, is a character in Book Two of the GROW IN LIGHT series.      Ma, or Mu, is the name of the island from which the people in the GROW IN LIGHT story came, and they traveled across a vast ocean, known as the Pacific nowadays, and landed on a jungle coast, which according to how the ocean currents flow, could easily be in the Guatemala area.  

According to a Chinese woman I met, the words Ma and Mu can both be interpreted as mother or motherland in her language.  Could some of the people from a large island in the Pacific also have migrated to the country we now call China?  


According to the Guatemalan origin story, the mate of Ma-hu-cu-tah was from the Hummingbird clan.  What a curious coincidence that the names Ma-hu-Kutah and Hummingbird appear in an origin story about a people who “traveled across a large body of water” to a new land, later called Guatemala.  I wrote my books in 1997 and 1998 and did not find the Kutah-Hummingbird information until 2001! 

While in Hawaii that same year, I asked a Kumu, or teacher, if she had ever heard of an ancient story about an island sinking in the Pacific.  The Kumu told me that there is a legend about Maui sinking and then being reborn again from the volcano there.  In the GROW IN LIGHT story, the island of Mu sank from a volcano exploding.  Another coincidence?

My mind has fun wondering if the lost story from the early Guatemalan people is the story that I wrote about in the GROW IN LIGHT series…or are these all just curious coincidences?

This book and story came from an inner experience
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of feelings without words. It felt as though I was living inside the different people and seeing through their eyes. Thus it was often difficult translating feeling-pictures into words.  

Throughout the writing, I felt an urgency to tell this People’s story because their ancient values are so needed in our world today.  Many who have read the story tell me that they feel a strong connection with it.  Does it ignite an ancient memory and understanding within those readers?  You can decide for yourself. 

While writing the words that came to me, I noticed that there was very little description about the characters and setting.  My inner sense was to leave the descriptions general so that any people who read the tale could feel that this was their story.  The message is more important than how the people looked.

As with our modern life, the struggle in the tale seems to be between the aggressive ones and the peaceful ones.  The story takes place in an era when the greedy, aggressive ones were beginning to outnumber the peaceful ones.  

The spiritual leaders of that time struggled with the question: what can be done to maintain balance and peace among the people of Earth?  The aggressive ones were more concerned with individual gain and thus they lost sight of living in harmony with others and the Earth.  

In these current times many seem to have lost their connection with each other and with the Earth.  This parable shares not only a story, but also a philosophy that can be found at the base root of many world religions.

Sending blessings to all who share the story and peaceful message of growing in Light with others,

Tori - Known By Her Papers
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INTRODUCTION

The following parable is about an ancient mystical People who lived differently from how we live now.  According to their understanding, we have each been the various characters in this story.  

We have all traveled from a time of innocence in which we connected with everything through our thoughts and saw clearly how Maker of All Things, as the ancients refer to it, connects everything because the Connecting Essence is in all things.


We have each been those who began to think “separately” from the ALL, deciding to judge good from not good, and thus we turned away from the Connecting Awareness and toward our own imaginings of disconnection.


We have all been fooled by the illusion of “being special” and thought we were either superior or inferior to other people and other aspects of Creation.  However, everything is experienced as equal within the broader understanding of the ALL.


We have all had lessons in misusing our power or gifts for our own gain, rather than for the Highest Good of All Involved.


There are some who continue to commune with the Ancestors, Ancient Ones, Holy Spirit, Great Spirit, masters, guardians, angels, or whatever one chooses to call the Wisdom and Source of Life, and by doing so they gain from the knowledge of all that has gone before.


The message is often the same: ALL IS WELL.  Put God, Source, Creator, Great Spirit, Wisdom - or whatever name you use - first in your awareness.  Then, as you become quiet within, you will be able to understand from a broader Awareness, rather than from the limited human perception that interprets through concepts of fear and separation.
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The Connecting Awareness brings peace, reverence, honor, harmony, balance, kindness, trust, sincerity, humility, and oneness.


The stories of the human mind can create fear, greed, revenge, lack of forgiveness, pride, competition, attachment, addictions, possessiveness, anxiety, separateness, war, and destruction.


How did we get so far away from our peaceful Source?  This parable shares some possibilities of how the human mind might have strayed from natural harmony.  It is not easy to undo all that human society has gotten us used to.  The patterns of our thoughts have deep grooves.


Silence and Simplicity are the first steps toward Inner Peace.  Within silence, those who listen through the heart can reawaken to a broader Awareness.

The choice is simple: do you choose peace or fear?  Peace comes from returning to how the Connecting Awareness experiences life.  Fear comes from the “separate seeing” and stories that the human mind creates.

Fear brings illusions.

Illusions bring doubt.

Doubt brings confusion, and confusion brings fear.

Thus the cycle of darkness regenerates itself.

Peace brings Stillness.

Stillness brings Knowing.

Knowing brings Truth.

Truth brings Freedom.

Freedom brings Joy.

Joy brings Love.

Love brings Peace.

And so it is we GROW IN LIGHT.
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If you would like to enjoy this book at a deeper level, try reading the story as though an ancient Storyteller is sharing it with you.  

The Storyteller begins…
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I am the Storyteller of Ancient Ones who lived in a time way before what most of your historians record.  I tell you this tale because it was lost by unconscious beings who destroyed ancient records and their keepers.


Let me introduce you to the characters, and notice how the story is told from the different perspectives of these different people.  No one had the whole story, but as they shared what they knew, a broader picture began to unfold; and so it is in life that we each have only a piece of the whole puzzle.


First is Key-my-u.  She is daughter of SunWalker and Sparkling Water, and granddaughter of Many Stars.


Sacred One is the spiritual leader of this group who lived on Mu, a cluster of islands in what you now call the Pacific Ocean.


Many Stars is SunWalker’s mother and Keymyu’s grandmother.  She often communes with the ancestors in the stars and is fiercely protective of her family.


Sparkling Water is Keymyu’s mother and SunWalker’s mate.  Her kind soul sparkles the way sunlight glistens on water.


SunWalker is Keymyu’s father and Many Star’s son.  He is a respected leader in his group on Mu.


Laughing Wolf and Steady Turtle are guardians that Sacred One assigned to SunWalker’s family.


Later you will meet Feathered Trumpet, a self-proclaimed and self-centered leader, and Raven his companion who has natural healing gifts.  Gentle Breeze is an older woman friend of Raven.  

Also there will be Hawk with his mate Moonbeam and her sister Hummingbird.  Finally, there will be the gifted one, CrowWolf, and Spirit Song is his friend. 
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KEY-MY-U
Record Keeper of the Sacred Way


Help me!  The words pierced Keymyu’s heart, jerking her awake from a restless sleep. Quickly, she sat up and squinted her eyes trying to see if everyone in her family was all right.  Her mother and grandmother were not on their sleeping mats!  “Mother!  Grandmother!  Where are you?” the words choked in her throat.  Where would they have gone in the middle of the night?


Suddenly the earth rumbled and rolled underneath her and she could hear people screaming desperately outside.  Twigs from the roof tumbled down upon her head, and she stumbled out of the grass hut, wondering which way to turn to find her mother and grandmother.  Today was supposed to have been the time of her becoming a woman, a joyous celebration where a family presented a young girl to her People in a Ceremony.  Keymyu had grown twelve full cycles of seasons, which is twelve years old.


The thought came within her to go to the Sacred Cave.  Since Sacred One, the spiritual leader on Mu, was training them to listen to their inner guidance, she followed this thought and moved toward the Cave as best she could with the earth shaking underneath her.


At the opening of the Cave, a pile of rocks had shaken loose and now blocked the entrance.  Keymyu’s heart stopped when she saw her mother’s arm outstretched from the rock pile.  She recognized the woven bracelet she had made for her mother.  Confusion filled her thoughts as she also realized what was in her mother’s hand, the Sacred Feathers!


Sacred One had told the People that only he was to touch the Sacred Feathers, and that if anyone else touched them,  they  would  not  only  experience  harm to 
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themselves, but also to their family.  Is this why mother is under this pile of rocks?

Why is mother at the Sacred Cave?  Why is she holding the Sacred Feathers?  Where is Sacred One and why does not he have the Feathers?  Tears flooded her cheeks as Keymyu knelt beside her mother.


A gentle hand touched Keymyu’s shoulder and thoughts from her grandmother said within her, “Take the Feathers, my child.  You are to keep them for our People.  We must go now.  Sing your mother back to the Living Light as we run to the dugout boat waiting for us at the shore.”


Communicating through thoughts is one of the many things Sacred One had taught the small group he brought to this island off the mainland of Mu.  “When one communicates through thought, there can be no lies because all will know what is true by listening through the heart,” he had told them.


The firm motion of her grandmother’s hand made Keymyu follow, even though she did not want to leave her mother.  Her grandmother paused for a moment and refolded Keymyu’s sleeping robe so that an inner pocket was formed.  She had Keymyu place the Feathers in that pocket.


In a fog of numbness, Keymyu barely noticed how the earth was sinking to their left and right, leaving only narrow bridges of land that allowed them to get to the shore.  Once there, her grandmother lifted her into the dugout that was being held by Laughing Wolf and Steady Turtle, the two guardians Sacred One had given to their family.  Others pushed their way into the dugout as well.  Concentric circles of waves caused by the earth’s rocking sent the boat farther and farther away from the shore.


Keymyu could feel the Sacred Feathers against her heart   where   her  grandmother  had   created  a  pocket.   
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She knew that her grandmother’s thoughts were to hide the Feathers so that no one would become fearful that they were in the dugout, and not with Sacred One as their tradition commanded. 


With her head cradled against her grandmother’s chest, Keymyu did not look up when everyone in the boat cried out as the Sacred Mountain exploded.  Great clouds of gray dust, wind, and lightning began to expand outward from the explosion.  Tree branches, leaves, and all manner of debris filled the air and landed on the water and on the people in Keymyu’s boat.  They bent low, covering their heads as giant waves swept them up and down in a gray chalky mist.


“Grandmother,” Keymyu said in her thoughts, “Why is this happening to our People and to the place where we live?  Where are we going? What has happened to father on his journey to the other side of the mountain for Sacred One?”


“It is as Sacred One told us,” her grandmother answered in her thoughts.  “Do you remember the Harvest Moon Gathering, when he told us that a time would come when that which was land would become water, and that which was water would become land?  There were many who grumbled and said that Sacred One must have had too much ceremonial drink because surely such a thing could not happen.  Somehow I had the feeling that what he said was true.”


Her grandmother continued, “I just did not know the timing, nor did Sacred One.  When telling the story, Sacred One looked directly into my eyes and my heart, knowing that I understood his words.  Then he nodded toward you, and said that you were to be part of what was to happen.  ‘You will know what to do when it happens,’ his thoughts had said, and that was the end of our communication.”
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“Why did Sacred One not have the Feathers?  Why did mother….” Keymyu’s voice faded.


Her grandmother paused before answering.  “I do not know these things.  I just know that we are in the dugout now, and we will have to trust Maker of All Things to lead us to the next place where our home will be.”


Keymyu wondered why she felt that her grandmother was not telling her everything, but then fearful thoughts overtook her.  Did anyone bring food and water?  She decided not to look around the dugout because she might not find anything.  Instead she focused on the Feathers at her chest and sank into a deep trancelike sleep.


Cloud Dancer of Inner Vision brought her to a large mound of dirt and rock with very steep sides and large serpents crawling all around it.  She felt herself being led up the steps in a stupor.  Someone very tall with a large feathered headdress was beckoning her to come near.  She felt fear, and yet peace at the same time.


People around her had thoughts of how she was being honored in this Ceremony, but their thoughts also held fear about some sort of sacrifice.  “Thank you for saving us,” she heard from their mouths, but did not understand.  She remembered how Sacred One had warned her to beware of those who spoke one thing with their lips, but their heart said the opposite.  That must be why she felt apprehension, she thought, because their mouths spoke of praise, while their hearts spoke of danger.


Keymyu felt that she must have been given a strong potion because her thoughts were foggy and someone was whirling around her with feathers.  The Sacred Feathers!  She gasped in horror.  Why does this tall Feathered One have the Sacred Feathers?  Why am I on this tall mound of dirt and rock?
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She awakened in her grandmother’s arms, shaking in a high fevered pitch.  “Be calm, my child,” she heard her grandmother’s thoughts.  “You have slept for three days with a fever.  Are you able to eat now?”


“Grandmother, Grandmother,” Keymyu could barely form her thoughts.  “We must not go to that place.  People there cannot be trusted.  Their hearts do not say the same meaning as the words from their mouths.  Do not take me there, Grandmother…please.”  She fell back against her grandmother’s chest and back into a hazy trance.  

Her grandmother recognized this fever as one very much like what happened to the medicine men when they were having visions; they were also unable to eat much during the time of Inner Work.  The fever seemed to heighten the mind so one could sense inner realms more clearly.  She wondered if the Feathers were causing what Keymyu was experiencing.  Grandmother Many Stars gently continued to feed her granddaughter the healing liquids that Laughing Wolf had placed in the dugout with the other supplies, and Keymyu sipped the precious fluids while leaning against her grandmother’s chest.


Many moons passed as the People attempted to survive in their dugouts.  The winds and waves had separated them.  The ones trained in the Sacred Ways asked for guidance from Maker of All Things and for help from the elements.  They attuned to become one with the Great Spirit that connects all things.  “If it be the will of the Maker of All Things, please bring us food and fresh water,” they would pray.


When the rains came, they used the large leaves and other items that had blown into their dugout to gather the fresh water and quench their thirst.  When schools of fish swam around their dugout, they thanked the ones that turned on their sides  and  presented  themselves as food.
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As Grandmother Many Stars gently fed her grand- daughter, she prayed the many thanks for both of them.  “Sacred One taught us well in how to become one with all of life and how to trust that all would be given as we needed it.  He taught us how to call the birds, fish, and four-legged ones when food from Mother Earth became scarce.  Knowing that we are all here so that life can continue to be, the various creatures willingly present themselves so that another part of Life can be nourished.” 


Many Stars also trusted that Maker of All Things was caring for her granddaughter as Keymyu went in and out of deep periods of sleep.  The times when Keymyu was awake were spent in nourishing her body with food and water or stretching her limbs in movement.  “I need to go back to the Ancient Ones for more teaching,” she would mumble, and then drift off again into a deep meditative state.


Many moons passed before the dugout with Keymyu, Grandmother, Laughing Wolf, and Steady Turtle reached land.  It washed up near the shore when the night was extra dark during the new moon.  At daylight, all cheered with joy as they jumped out of the boat and pulled it to the sandy shore.  

Grandmother Many Stars helped her granddaughter walk along the beach.  “A new moon and a time for new beginnings,” she said out loud.  Keymyu agreed.  The time of deep inner work was done, and Keymyu know that her strength would soon return.


“With the Great Spirit’s help,” Keymyu thought, “my father will also be guided to this distant land.”  Her prayers went out not only to her father, but also to her mother, Sparkling Water, in the Land of Light.  She felt her mother’s presence all during the journey across the Great Waters.  
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SPARKLING WATER
One Whose Innocent Love Heals Naturally


The spirit of Sparkling Water, Keymyu’s mother, watched from high above as her daughter and Many Stars struggled toward the dugout held by the two guardians, Laughing Wolf and Steady Turtle.  She saw the Sacred Mountain explode and how her daughter went into a deep sleeping trance on the journey across the Great Waters.


“Take my hand,” she said to her daughter as Cloud Dancer lifted Keymyu to the place of Inner Learning.  “I have gone before you so that I could lead you to the place where the Ancient Ones share their Wisdom.  They will show you how the Original People lived and communicated with all around them through their thoughts, in silence, just as Sacred One was teaching us.”


Keymyu followed effortlessly in this dream-state, for she had learned to trust her mother without question because her mother was one guided by an innocence that wanted nothing for herself, but gained joy by sharing and serving others.


Keymyu’s father had often remarked how people were naturally drawn to Sparkling Water; the one whose heart sparkled the way water does in the sunlight.  He spoke of how Sparkling Water’s gentle words and hands would soothe people’s aching bones and muscles.  She would go out into the woods and know exactly what flower, berry, leaf, or bark to gather and use as a remedy.


Her family felt honored when Sacred One chose her as one of the few he would instruct in the sacred healing ways of the Ancients.  “She will listen, whereas others question and doubt because of their strong wills, fear, or greed,” Sacred One would say.  “Her humility allows her to be an open channel so Maker of All Things can create goodness through her.  Sparkling Water is not attached  to  what  flows  through  her, nor does  she seek 
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attention for it.  She just allows it to flow through her, and then remains open for what will happen next.”


Keymyu also remembered how her father spoke warmly of the day when Sacred One told him that he and Sparkling Water would wed. He noticed the shy, yet happy way she smiled at him.  Knowing that she had not yet learned the ways of being a woman, SunWalker wisely waited for Sparkling Water to show him when she was ready for mating.


Keymyu’s father also told her that as a baby, she developed faster in her mother’s womb than most babies.  He was thrilled when his daughter was born.  “I now have two Sparkling Lights in my life,” he would say.


“Come now,” her mother urged, as Keymyu’s thoughts drifted back from the past.  “The Ancients are ready to teach you the Keys of how and why the People strayed from the Original Ways…a time when the Maker or the Essence of All Things was put first in one’s thoughts.  Since the Maker is in every part of life, one communicated with the Connecting Essence that is present in every aspect of life.  When one looks through Connecting Awareness, one understands how everything is part of One Life.  However, when one looks through the limited human mind, one interprets everything as separate.  This separate way of seeing was what led humans down a self-destructive path.  The Ancients will tell you the rest.”


Sensing that her daughter was sad about not knowing what had happened to her father during the explosion of the mountain, Sparkling Water gently whispered in her daughter’s thoughts, “SunWalker is alive and will be protected on his journey, little one.  Come now to the place where all souls meet.”
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SUN WALKER

One Who Walks With An Inner Light


The day before the volcano erupted, SunWalker enjoyed practicing the kicks that Sacred One had taught him for self-defense and focusing his mind.  His opponent in the game had only a fake knife, but was playing with the intention of outwitting the skillful SunWalker.


A runner entered the playing field just as SunWalker kicked the knife out of the opponent’s hand.  Before the two could begin again, the runner gave SunWalker an urgent message.  “Sacred One wants you to come to his Cave immediately,” said the runner, and SunWalker thanked him.


Since it was very rare for Sacred One to invite anyone to his Cave, SunWalker knew that this must be important. So after bowing to his opponent, honoring the good they had learned together in their game, SunWalker ran to the Cave where Sacred One lived.


“The Mountain speaks,” said Sacred One as SunWalker approached.  “It asks to be heard, and I usually climb the summit to the place where it is warm, even in cold seasons, but my legs are too old to climb those steep cliffs and receive the message.  Go for me, SunWalker.  You have proven yourself to be one of high honor, one who is clearly guided by the Inner Sun, or Light of Wisdom.  I feel that something is about to happen, and the People need to know what to do.”  

Sacred One did not dare tell SunWalker that his own mind was so clouded from worry about what he needed to tell the People the next day at the Ceremony, that he could not remain clear enough to understand the urgent message he felt was coming from the Sacred Mountain.  The People expected their Sacred One to be above human emotion and always centered; but Sacred One   knew    there    were    times    when   he   was   not. 
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To show himself as less than perfect, might create doubt in the People’s perception of him as their spiritual leader, he reasoned.  He knew that SunWalker was very calm right now and was therefore in the right frame of mind to receive any important message from the Spirit of the Land and bring it back to the People.


SunWalker wondered why Sacred One was sending him since tomorrow was the day that his daughter, Keymyu, would be presented as a woman to her People.  He wanted to be fully rested for that day of Ceremony, but the urgency in Sacred One’s manner made him put aside his own wants and do what was asked of him.  Sacred One was just beginning to teach him how to listen to the Spirit of the Land, so SunWalker hoped he could fulfill the request.  He knew that Sacred One would not ask him to do anything unless it was for the good of the People; so immediately he began on the journey to the summit of the Sacred Mountain.


Fortunately, Laughing Wolf, a loyal guardian of SunWalker’s family, was waiting outside the Sacred Cave to see if his service was needed.  SunWalker asked Laughing Wolf to tell his mother, Many Stars, and his wife, Sparkling Water, that Sacred One needed him to go on an urgent journey to the Sacred Mountain.  “With Great Spirit’s help, I will be back in time for Keymyu’s Ceremony of Becoming a Woman; or we can delay it a day if we have to,” he added.

As SunWalker walked off to the other side of the mountain where the earth was warm even in cold seasons, Laughing Wolf remembered a story his father had told him about a time when his father was just a boy.  “The Sacred Mountain asked to be heard,” his father had said as he described the Mountain spitting forth a red-hot fiery substance.  Laughing Wolf wondered if the Mountain was about to “speak” like it did before; so he gathered his trusted friend, Steady Turtle, and together they prepared a 
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dugout boat with supplies.  He wanted to be ready in case SunWalker’s family needed a quick retreat from the island.  He also told Many Stars and Sparkling Water where SunWalker had gone, and how a dugout was ready in case of an emergency.


Sacred One had chosen Laughing Wolf as guardian of that family for just this reason.  Laughing Wolf had an uncanny way of preparing for things before they actually happened.  It was this gift and his skills as a hunter and tracker that made him an excellent guard and loyal friend.


SunWalker climbed the cliffs that were embraced by mounds of sand.  After finding a level place to sit, he began his prayers to the Spirit of the Land.  He had barely uttered a sentence when the earth rumbled gently underneath him for a few seconds.   “Go to the water,” he heard within, but thought this might be coming from fear rather than from the Spirit of the Land.  The earth had been giving these small tremors for three moons now.


He moved away from where he was sitting because it had become hot.  As he was about to sit again, the earth rumbled a second time.  “Go to the water,” he heard again in his mind, and the ground underneath his feet became even hotter.


Retreating a few more yards down the mountain, the earth shook hard enough this time to send him tumbling down to the soft sand dunes below.  As he rolled downward, again he heard within, “Go to the water.”

SunWalker was torn between thoughts of going to see if his wife, daughter, and mother were safe on the other side of the mountain, or going to the water as he heard within three times.  He decided not to doubt what he had heard within, or perhaps something even worse might happen to his People because he did not obey.
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As fast as his legs would move, he ran to a place near the water where his People stored dugouts on this side of the island, and he paddled out away from the shore.  Just as he turned the dugout around to look back at the island, the Sacred Mountain exploded with clouds of gray dust that eventually encompassed him.  Concentric circles of high waves moved him farther and farther away from his homeland.


Although his thoughts were of rowing back to see if he could find his family, his eyes stung from gray soot and he was blinded in his efforts.  A piece of flying debris from the great winds of the explosion knocked him unconscious in his dugout.  


Whirls of white mist filled his mind as Cloud Dancer of Inner Vision gathered him up and took him to the place where all souls meet.  There he saw the face of Sacred One emerging from a cloud. 


“I have passed from the Earth and am in the Land of Light now, as is your wife Sparkling Water and many other people from the Land of Mu who were killed by the earthquake and explosion of the Sacred Mountain.  We will guide you on your journey to a new land where the Sacred Ways need to be followed.  Remember what I taught you about becoming at one with all of life around you.  By aligning with the Maker and Essence of All Things, as you need water, it will be supplied and as you need food, it will come to you.”


SunWalker was awakened as a light rain washed across his face.  He drank the fresh water that had collected in the leaves in his dugout, and used leaves and bark to make containers to hold as much water as he could gather.


Some twigs with berries on them had blown into his boat from the great wind of the explosion.  He made sure to thank Maker of All Things for all that was supplied to him.  There was enough twine to make nets, and when he 
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was hungry, he called the beings of the Great Water to help him, and they presented themselves to be eaten.


All of these things were a natural way of life for the ones who had gone to the small island off the mainland of Mu with Sacred One, for he had taught them the power that comes from the Inner Work.  “Focus first on the Inner, and the Outer will come forth from the intention of your heart,” were the words of Sacred One.  “If you have malice or manipulation in your heart, things will repel away from you; but if you have Love without any wants or fears, all things will feel at peace with you and be drawn to you naturally.  There are those who fool people with their outward display of magic; but a wise person will look beyond the outer shell to the inner intention of the heart.”


This was why SunWalker was drawn to Sparkling Water, he remembered.  Her heart was clear, innocent, with no schemes of wanting, nor any barriers from fearing.  He had taken time to get to know her as a good and trusted friend.  Soon they realized that they knew each other’s thoughts simultaneously.  They had become a good team, balancing each other when things around them became stressful.  One of the happiest days of SunWalker’s life was when his wife gave birth to Keymyu.  It was Sacred One who named her.  He told them that they would have a greater understanding of that name in days to come.  Since the baby giggled with glee whenever anyone said the name Keymyu, they decided to accept Sacred One’s suggestion and gave her that name at the Naming Ceremony.


As the moons passed with little food or water, SunWalker drifted in and out of sleep, visions, prayers, and memories.  Although there were times he doubted his ability to survive, he kept forcing his thoughts back to trusting the Essence of All Things.  He felt Sparkling    Water sending him strength and encouragement.   She would not let him give into fear.    It felt as though she was 
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right there with him as his companion on this journey.


After many moons had passed, SunWalker saw what appeared to be land in the distance.  He paddled with all his might until he finally reached the shore.


Totally exhausted, he plopped down on to the warm sand and fell asleep until awakened by the morning sun.  A strange sound caught his attention, and a multi-colored bird flew to a tree nearby to observe this stranger in its territory.  He laughed when the bird gave its trumpeting call.  Remembering that Sacred One had said to observe the birds and animals for messages, he began to follow the bird into the jungle, but came to a place where large snakes wound themselves around trees and slithered along the ground.


“Great Spirit, help my daughter and mother if they have also landed at this strange place,” he thought.  SunWalker decided to return to the beach because he could see the sky better there and trusted the waters to provide food when needed.


Footprints eventually led him to others from the mainland of Mu who had also washed up on to this jungle beach.  Most of them did not understand his thoughts, so he communicated with the traditional language used on the mainland.  With time, he found that they had much in common and so joined forces with them to survive.


Not a day went by that SunWalker did not think of his daughter and mother.  Whenever a runner went into the jungle to meet with other bands of people that were gathering in a cleared area, SunWalker would ask the runner if anyone knew of Keymyu or Many Stars.  No one seemed to know anything about them; but SunWalker kept hope in his heart.  He just knew that they were alive somewhere because he could feel their prayers for him, and he sent his prayers in return.
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FEATHERED TRUMPET

One Who Proclaimed Himself as Gifted Leader


The bird of many colors with a trumpeting call also greeted Keymyu, Grandmother, Laughing Wolf, and Steady Turtle.  They followed it into the jungle as the two guardians cut away the heavy underbrush.  There they found pools of clear, fresh water, plants with colorful flowers, berries, and other edible things.


It was not long before they met others who had wandered into the jungle.  Many spoke the traditional tongue from the mainland of Mu.  Only a very few knew how to communicate through thoughts.  When Keymyu and her grandmother kept quiet most of the time, the other people thought of them as backward, and thus did not mind when the old woman and young girl chose to live outside the community in a private dwelling.  Laughing Wolf and Steady Turtle did most of the hunting, trading, and communicating for them; therefore, no one really knew the names of this strange old woman and young girl who never spoke.


Many Stars thought it wise to keep her grand- daughter separate from those who were beginning to follow the tall one that called himself Feathered Trumpet.  This was the name many had first given to the multi-colored bird that led them to the crystal pools.  Since the People held this bird in reverence for leading them to food and water, the one who had ordained himself as leader decided to take that name for himself.


If the truth were told, most of the people let Feathered Trumpet take over because they were afraid of him.  He had a temper that thundered loudly and suddenly like a rainstorm, and he was a better hunter and more skilled with a knife than anyone else.  So to challenge Feathered Trumpet would have meant a  certain  death  to 

16

the challenger. 


Keymyu felt that Feathered Trumpet’s ways were against the Ancient teachings she had learned during the dream-state on the journey across the Great Waters.  “Better to be invisible like the wind than crushed like an ant,” her grandmother would say.  So she only told her grandmother about the Ancient teachings and let the other People learn what they needed to learn from following the self-appointed one.


According to the Ancients, a natural leader was never self-appointed.  To do so meant false pride, a quality that a natural leader should not have.  It was the People who should choose the Leader by observing who would do the Highest Good for all involved.  A natural leader would express ideas to guide the people, rather than force them into anything.  A natural leader used his skills in hunting, reasoning, and creating things so that all gained from them.  He would not accumulate wealth, status, or possessions unto himself, but would make sure a natural balance and harmony came about in dividing the food, clothing, tools, and chores.  When a certain project needed to be done that would be good for the whole community, the People gladly participated because a good leader praised, encouraged, and honored each person’s unique way of contributing.


Feathered Trumpet seemed to lead with the opposite approach.  He ordered things to be done with threats of punishment if they were not done.  Thus when he commanded a large pile of rock and dirt to be built that would eventually tower above the forest, the People begrudgingly did the task.  “It will allow us to be closer to the sky and Maker of All things,” Feathered Trumpet would say.  However the people really knew that he was building it to keep a lookout for any enemy that might want to take away his possessions or leadership.
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Each day Feathered Trumpet would take food and precious items and place them at the top of the Great Mound as an offering to the Creator.  By doing so, he told the People, this would keep them safe and protected.  However, when the rainy season came, an unknown sickness began killing the People. 


“If you have the powers you say you have,” some argued to Feathered Trumpet, “then you should be able to stop this sickness; but more and more of our People die every day!”


Feathered Trumpet was at a loss in knowing what to do.  All he could think of was, “We need a greater sacrifice to Maker of All Things.  I will go, pray, and fast, and come back with an answer,” he told the People.


After three days and three nights of prayers and fasting, Feathered Trumpet still had no answer.  However, while wandering back to the village, he caught sight of the young girl who never spoke, walking in a direction where he knew of no path.  “I wonder where she was going,” he thought and stealthily began to follow her.


Keymyu was on her daily journey to where she had hidden the Sacred Feathers. She would pray with them and surround them with the smoke of burning sweet grass, and then ask for protection for her family and for Laughing Wolf and Steady Turtle.


Feathered Trumpet could not see clearly what she was taking from behind a rock in a natural wall because her body blocked his view.  After this young girl left the area, he went to the wall where she had been and moved the loose rock to one side.  His heart laughed with delight when he recognized the Feathers that Sacred One had taken with him to an unknown island with a selected group of people.  Ever since that day, the mainland of Mu had suffered terrible chaos.  The People had fights, accidents, and many died or lost their faith.   However  now  that  he, 
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Feathered Trumpet, had this sacred treasure, all things would return to the People and the unknown sickness would end in this new land, he assured himself.


He would have to find out where that young girl lived and perhaps use her when they gave a sacrifice to the Powers that be.  “Yes, that was it!” he exclaimed.  “One of our own People would be the greatest sacrifice that we have ever made!  This plus the Sacred Feathers will surely turn things in my favor.  Besides, since the young girl is probably the only one who knows about the Feathers, then she must be eliminated so that all believe the Feathers came to me during my three days of fasting and praying.”


For only a moment did he wonder why this young girl had the Sacred Feathers and if she had told anyone about them.  Then he dismissed the thought, reasoning that she probably had no idea what she had or she would have given them to a sacred leader.  “How would such a young girl know about the Sacred Feathers; and if Sacred One were still alive, he would have the Feathers himself,” he decided.



“Wait until I show these to Raven,” he said out loud.  “She has always been interested in things of Power.  That is why she chose me, the one who took power over the People.  She will have to show me much pleasure to touch these.”  With these final thoughts, Feathered Trumpet returned home, feeling proud and triumphant.
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RAVEN
One Who Uses Power for Her Own Gain


When Feathered Trumpet placed the Sacred Feathers on the billowy sleeping mat before her, Raven did not know whether to laugh or cry.  She looked down at the scar on her hand that she received the last time she laid eyes on these very Feathers.


Her thoughts went back to a time when Sacred One had danced with both her and Sparkling Water at the Summer Feast.  It had been rumored that Sacred One would choose to teach the Ancient Ways to two people who had a natural healing ability.


Raven knew that both she and Sparkling Water had helped people who came to them with ailments.  This was well known in the village.


At the end of the Feast, Sacred One asked both Raven and Sparkling Water to come to his Cave for teaching.  Raven agreed to go, but went not for the teachings.  She went to beguile Sacred One into moments of pleasure.  She was well skilled in capturing the hearts of men who would then possessively do anything in order to keep her.


All day she tried to take Sacred One’s mind off the teachings.  She could learn all of that later, she thought.  However all her efforts failed, and she left his Cave in a huff at sundown.


The next day Raven followed Sparkling Water to the Sacred Cave.  “This one knows nothing of pleasure,” Raven murmured to herself.  “She is a woman with a girl’s innocence.  Everyone knows that she has been spending time with SunWalker for many moons and they do not even touch each other.  Surely this one will not gain Sacred One’s favor.”
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The following day, Sacred One visited the place where women washed clothing.  He placed the Sacred Feathers between Raven and Sparkling Water.  “Let us see whom the Feathers choose,” he said.


Sparkling Water backed away from the Sacred Feathers.  She did not understand.  Had not Sacred One said that these Feathers should never be on the ground, and that if anyone touched them other than the rightful heir, the Feathers would bring harm to that person and to their family?


Raven laughed at what she interpreted as Sparkling Water’s cowardice.  “I am not afraid of these Feathers,” she boasted.  “I am a healer with great power myself, and therefore would be a natural heir to hold and use them.”  However, as she reached her hand down to pick the Feathers up, a circle of fire surrounded them and burnt Raven’s hand.  Quickly she withdrew her hand and covered it with the moist garment she had been washing.


“The Feathers have chosen,” said Sacred One as he picked them up and took Sparkling Water by the hand, leading her away.


All that Raven knew after that was Sparkling Water had spent the evening in Sacred One’s Cave and within a few days she and SunWalker were wed to everyone’s surprise.


Shortly thereafter, Sacred One, the Sacred Feathers, and a small group of people disappeared from the mainland of Mu.  There were so many islands around the mainland that it would have taken many cycles of the moon to find them.


Raven also knew Feathered Trumpet during that time; but he was called Led By the Storms in those days.  Who would have imagined that this young man with a stormy disposition would one day command the People.  That was exactly what he did, she thought.  He commanded  the  People  to  do  things;  he  did  not  lead 
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them, nor did they follow of their own free will.  How different he was from Sacred One.


“But none of this matters now,” she reasoned.  “I will eventually win the People’s trust over by my ability to heal and my ability to see their fears.  They are also becoming dependent on the potion I created for them; it is now drunk with every meal.  This carefully crafted potion is what has dulled their minds so Feathered Trumpet can rule over them.”


She glanced down again at the scar on her hand and at the Sacred Feathers.  She was not sure she wanted to touch the Feathers right now.  She needed time to prepare.  So she simply replied to Feathered Trumpet by saying, “I am hungry.  Let’s go and eat,” and she walked out of the dwelling.


This action confused Feathered Trumpet; but then he understood.  “How clever this woman is to pretend   she is not interested in these powerful Feathers.”


He called a guard and told him to go and get the young girl who did not speak.  Feathered Trumpet had learned that she lived with an old woman in a dwelling way outside the village.  He told the guard that she was going to be honored as part of a Great Ceremony that would bring health back to the People.  However the guard knew the real intention of gathering the girl because he had overheard Raven and Feather Trumpet talking about a human sacrifice being needed to appease the Powers that be.  The guard had never heard of a human sacrifice before, but who was he to understand the power of magic.  So he did as he was told and went to get the young girl who never spoke.
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MANY STARS

One Who Communes with the Ancestors


Many Stars squawked out words of protest from a mouth and throat that rarely spoke.  She and her granddaughter understood each other perfectly without the need for sound, and thus they rarely talked out loud.


Immediately upon the arrival of this guard, Many Stars discerned from his heart that the so-called Sacred Ceremony that was supposed to honor her granddaughter would actually bring danger to Keymyu.


Both Laughing Wolf and Steady Turtle were away on a hunting trip that day.  No one had bothered their private dwelling before, so why would this guard want to take Keymyu away now?


Keymyu vaguely saw the picture of something long and straight in the guard’s mind as she struggled to release herself and run to the safety of her Grandmother’s arms.  However the guard held fast and jerked her out the doorway and down the path back to the village.


Keymyu suddenly understood what she was seeing in the guard’s mind.  “The Feathers!”  She projected these thoughts back to her grandmother.  “Go see if the Feathers are still in their hiding place!”


Her grandmother choked in horror and then quickly ran down the path to where the Sacred Feathers were hidden.  Seeing that they were gone, she decided to follow the guard and her granddaughter.  All the way there, she put out a distress call mentally to Laughing Wolf and Steady Turtle.  “Great Spirit, please alert anyone who can help,” she added.


Many Stars followed the guard to a tent-like dwelling.  As she peeked through a slit on the jungle side of the tent, she saw a beautiful woman with long black hair, stirring some kind of liquid and then force her granddaughter to drink it.  It was all that Many Stars could 
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do to keep from screaming out; but the strong guard was also there, and she had no one to help rescue her granddaughter.


Many Stars made sure that no one saw her as various people walked in and out of the tent, bathing, dressing and preparing Keymyu for some sort of Ceremony.  Tears filled her eyes as she watched her granddaughter’s head droop.  Obviously she had been given something so that she would not protest or run away.


When the final time had come to take Keymyu to the tall mound of rock and dirt, Many Stars searched the crowd of faces to see if there was anyone she knew who could help her.  However the People’s eyes were glazed over, and even when Many Stars recognized people, they did not recognize her in return, but kept mumbling something about a sacrifice to restore the health of the People.


As Keymyu was led up the steep steps, she almost fell backwards.  Many Stars pressed forward to go to her granddaughter’s rescue, but was held back by a guard at the base of the Great Mound.


“This cannot be happening,” she cried.  “This horrible day could not be the destiny of our People.  Great Ancestors, please help me!”


SunWalker moved with the wave of people that were gathering around the Great Mound.  He had traveled here with three companions who had become like brothers to him.  They joined him to find out what this new Ceremony was all about.  SunWalker had been feeling anxious for the past three days.  It has something to do with the Ceremony, he kept thinking.  Why do the People think they need something new rather than following the proven ways that Sacred One had shown them?
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Upon his arrival at the village, the People graciously provided him and his companions with food and drink.  The food tasted good, prepared in the old way, but he hesitated about their drink since he noticed a strange behavior in those who consumed it.  The ones who drank the fragrant liquid did not seem to know their own thoughts.  He chose instead to drink the water he had brought and motioned for his friends to do the same.


Now that the crowd of people had pulled him to the base of the Great Mound, he could see the back of a young girl with flowers in her hair who was being led up the steep steps.  When she nearly tripped twice, his natural instinct was to go to her aid.  Although the crowd was tightly woven together, SunWalker decided to work his way closer.


“Mother,” he thought, as memories came forth of the many times she had told him stories about the Ancestors before he fell asleep as a boy.  “What would the Ancestors say about such a Ceremony?”


“They would send lightning sounds from the stars,” his mother’s thoughts came into his mind.


Startled by the response, SunWalker searched the sea of faces. Could it be that his mother is alive and here?


“SunWalker!” his mother Many Stars exclaimed when she finally realized that she was not making up this conversation in her mind.


The crowd cried “Ohhhhh” and brought both of their attention back to the young one being led up the steps.  She had fallen backward and was caught by the guards, but her face dangled back and all could see who she was.


“Keymyu!” shrieked SunWalker, and simul- taneously his mother let out a high pitched shrill that the Ancestors of Sacred One used to make in order to silence, balance, and heal the People.  An ancient memory ignited within the People in the crowd because they all turned  toward  the  one  making  the  sound, knelt 
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down, bowed their heads, and remained still as the tones moved through them like a tuning fork.  They had been conditioned by Sacred One to take this reverent pose whenever these tones were sounded.  By doing so, they believed that all good things would come to the People.  Therefore while focusing on the tones, they were unaware of SunWalker racing up the mound to rescue his daughter.


However, Feathered Trumpet was fully aware of what was happening.  Followed by Raven, he raced down the steps of the Great Mound to reach the young girl before the stranger did.  Raven did not care about the girl nor the stranger; she decided to use the confusion of the moment to take possession of the Feathers.  She had carefully prepared herself with potions and spells of protection so that touching the Feathers would not harm her this time.


SunWalker arrived at Keymyu’s side only seconds before Feathered Trumpet.  The guards who had their heads bowed and were toning with the sacred sounds, suddenly snapped out of that state and struggled with the stranger who was trying to take the young girl.


After laying Keymyu down, SunWalker used the feet kicks that Sacred One had taught him to knock the guards unconscious.  “The Feathers,” he faintly heard in his mind in the voice of his daughter.  As Feathered Trumpet lunged toward him with a dagger, SunWalker instantly recognized the Sacred Feathers in his hand.  He knew that his daughter was telling him to rescue the Feathers as well.


With another skillful kick he sent the Feathers arching into the air and out of Feathered Trumpet’s hand.  As Raven reached for them, she suddenly recognized SunWalker; and her moment’s hesitation allowed him to kick the Feathers upward again while he knocked Raven and   Feathered   Trumpet    into    each   other   and   into 
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unconsciousness.  Then catching the Feathers and placing them in his daughter’s arms, he picked her up and swiftly moved down the Great Mound.


As Many Stars watched her granddaughter’s rescue, she thanked the Ancestors and continued the toning that kept the people bowed in reverence.  She sensed that someone had moved in behind her, but stayed focused on toning the sounds.


SunWalker’s friends joined him as he raced into the jungle.  The Feathers in his daughter’s hands seem to point the direction they should take.  Knowing the power of them, he followed the way they pointed and his companions disguised the path they took.


However, one who is the most skilled in trail finding would manage to read the signs clearly later.  Laughing Wolf had returned to Many Star’s dwelling when feeling her distress call.  Grandmother’s footprints led to the Great Mound where a crowd had gathered and a young one was being led up the steps.  By her gait, Laughing Wolf immediately knew that it was Keymyu and that her grandmother must be nearby.


When the Ancient Sounds came forth and the crowd knelt, facing toward Many Stars, it was easy for Laughing Wolf to get close to her.  He watched SunWalker rescue his daughter and knew that he must do the same for Many Stars.  So the moment the Sacred Sounds ended, Laughing Wolf shouted to the People, “Look, Feathered Trumpet has been hurt, and the one who took the girl went that way,” pointing in the opposite direction SunWalker took.  In all the confusion when the People were trying to help Feathered Trumpet, Laughing Wolf carefully led Many Stars away to safety.


Laughing Wolf listened quietly as Many Stars told him what he must tell SunWalker when he found him.  Arriving at  Many Star’s dwelling,  they  found that  Steady  
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Turtle had returned at his usual slower pace.  After quickly gathering supplies for traveling, they started out after SunWalker.  Laughing Wolf raced ahead to give SunWalker the urgent message from his mother, while Steady Turtle, who is equally skilled in trail finding, followed at a pace that was easier for Many Stars.

SunWalker had reached a ravine.  He and his friends needed to stop and catch their breath.  As the companions stood guard, SunWalker placed his daughter on some soft grass.  Keymyu struggled to form the thoughts that she needed to tell him.


“My father, my heart soars to see you again, but we have little time left together.  They gave me a liquid that would not only numb me from being able to run away, but I learned from the dark-haired woman’s thoughts that it would eventually kill me.  Take these Feathers and use them for the inward journey to the Ancient Ones.  Then you must lead our People back to the Light of the Sacred Ways…”  Her thoughts drifted off into Cloud Dancer’s inner vision mist, so no more words came out.


SunWalker was startled.  Was he going to loose his only daughter after just finding her?  Are the Feathers bringing her death since they were told that no one should hold them except for Sacred One or their rightful heir?


His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a scuffle behind him.  “He says you know him,” said one of SunWalker’s friends who was holding Laughing Wolf’s arm behind him in a deadly grip.


It took only seconds for SunWalker to recognize the face of the guardian Sacred One had provided for his family.  “Yes!” SunWalker acknowledged, “Let him go.  He is a friend,” and immediately he embraced Laughing Wolf.


“I bring you an urgent message from your mother,” began  Laughing Wolf.   Then looking around,  he added,
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“Only you should hear these words.”  So SunWalker walked a ways off with the guardian, motioning for the others to keep an eye on Keymyu.


“Your mother said that I must tell you these things as close to her words as I can.  So I will do my best.  She began this way:

     ‘My son, it is with great peace and also sorrow that I tell you these things.  On the night the Sacred Mountain exploded in our homeland, I was awakened by Sparkling Water leaving our dwelling.  You had gone on the journey that Sacred One had requested, so why would Sparkling Water leave in the middle of the night with an arrow in her hand?  She is not one to even touch such a thing.

     ‘I felt compelled to follow her after making sure that Keymyu was sound asleep.  I followed her into the Sacred Cave.  There she was confronting Sacred One.  She wanted to know what had happened the night she had spent in the Sacred Cave just before he insisted that she marry you, SunWalker.  Shortly after that we all went to the Island of the Heated Mountain.  Ever since that evening, Sparkling Water wondered if Keymyu was really your child, but was afraid to tell anyone.’

SunWalker’s face showed horror at what he was hearing.  “Wait!” Laughing Wolf urged him.  “Many Stars said that you would react this way, but wanted you to listen to the rest before you came to any conclusions.”  SunWalker nodded for the guardian to continue.
     “While Sparkling Water was talking, it brought back a memory when I, Many Stars, had been invited to the Sacred Cave.  I was just a young girl.  After eating a magnificent  meal with Sacred One, I  
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felt drowsy and must have fallen asleep because the next thing I knew, it was morning and I was alone in the Cave.  I went to the river to bathe, and then went home.  Soon after this, Sacred One urged me to wed your father, which was fine with me because we deeply loved each other; but it startled my family since I was so young.

‘Sparkling Water’s conversation made me begin to remember how I had had a child very soon after being wed to your father; so I decided to wait outside and speak with her privately.

‘That was when the earth first began to rumble.  Since stones and dirt were dropping on my head, I raced outside, fearful for Sacred One and Sparkling Water who were still inside the Cave.

‘Again the earth shook and I could hear Sparkling Water’s screams as she ran toward the entrance.  The moment she saw me, she barely got the word Keymyu out while extending forth her hand with the Sacred Feathers.

‘With the third tremor, rocks from the cave’s entrance piled upon Sparkling Water and her last thoughts to me were while she was still alive, buried under the rocks.  Sacred One is dead.  He threw these Feathers toward me just as the cave ceiling crashed down upon him.  His thoughts said that Keymyu and SunWalker are the rightful heirs of the Feathers.  I raced out of the cave as fast as I could.  Make sure that Keymyu gets these Feathers.  Then she passed on to the Land of Light.

‘I felt that my questions had been answered.  Both Keymyu and SunWalker were seeded by Sacred One to pass on the lineage of the Ancient Ones who came from the Sun.’
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“Enough!” SunWalker commanded.  “I do not want to hear anymore,” and he stormed away kicking the dirt and gravel underneath his feet.  However one kick was too strong because it sent him falling down into the ravine where his head hit on a rock.


Cloud Dancer of Inner Vision swirled around him in a mist.  “Is this the only way we can get your attention?” came the voice of Sacred One out of the fog.  “Do you always need to be hit on the head in order for your heart to listen?”


SunWalker did not want to hear the sound of Sacred One’s voice.  He tried to whirl it away in the mist  with his arms.  “How can I ever believe anything you taught me after learning how you tricked my wife and my mother that way.  You must be the Trickster rather than the Sacred One.  Why was I not told that Keymyu is my sister and not my daughter!”


His mother’s face and voice came forward through the mist.  “I have prayed to the Essence of All Things for help, SunWalker, so if you can hear me now, know that it is from the place where all is connected, and listen carefully.


“You can heal Keymyu if you allow your heart to return to Love, and there is very little time left.  So allow yourself to feel how the Love of the Maker of All Things knows no favorites.  The Connecting Essence loves daughters and sisters, fathers and mothers, sons and grandchildren, all the same.  Whether Keymyu is your daughter or your sister, do you not still love her?


“Sacred One thought carefully before choosing who would carry on his work and the Sacred Ways.  He chose two women with pure hearts who would not use the power for their own advantage, but would consider the Highest Good for All Involved.


“After releasing my own anger, I realized that Sparkling Water and I had that quality, and that we would 









  31

instill the same ideals in our children.  You and Keymyu are both heirs of the Sacred Feathers and are to walk hand in hand as equals, as Brother and Sister, to help the People remember how to grow again in Light.  Since you are older, when you pass from the Earth to the Land of Light, Keymyu can continue with the next generation.  

“Thank the Sacred One for his wise choice.  I am honored to be your mother, SunWalker.  If I am unable to catch up with you, then know that my prayers and the help of the Ancestors will be with you.  Go and heal Keymyu with the Love of the Maker of All Things, and then quickly continue on your journey.”

Laughing Wolf was holding SunWalker’s head when his eyes opened.  “No need to continue,” SunWalker sighed.  “I got the rest of the message directly from my mother.  Now I must give my energy to Keymyu.”


All joined in a circle around SunWalker as he held Keymyu.  They extended their hands inward to lend their own energy.  SunWalker asked Maker of All Things to help him.  “Show me what to do,” he asked humbly.


“Just be Love,” came the words within his heart.  “You need do nothing.  Just be the Presence of Love with no wants and no fears.”


SunWalker surrendered to the inner message and felt the glow of Love radiate out from him, embracing Keymyu and his circle of friends, and then expand to include the jungle around them.  Feeling Keymyu’s heartbeat get stronger, he thanked Maker of All Things and just basked in the glow of Love for what seemed like a long time.  Keymyu’s words brought his awareness back to the jungle.


“Thank you, SunWalker,” Keymyu whispered.  “Your radiant Love has removed the toxins from my body.  I feel my natural energy returning, and I have learned all about us while relaxing in the inner realm.  Know that I will
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love and honor you as my brother just as I loved and honored you as my father.  Let us go, hand in hand, to the new place where the Wisdom and Ways of the Sacred Feathers can grow strong.”  She handed the Feathers to SunWalker and he hugged her.


Keymyu continued whispering in SunWalker’s ear, “While you were sending me healing energy, Sacred One showed me his life and why he made the decisions he did.  It is not for me to tell you that story.  I think Sacred One should tell you his reasons himself.


“After we have traveled a safe distance, I hope you can find it in your heart to go within and listen to Sacred One.  He will take you through the journey as though you were with him when he was making the decisions of what to do for the People.  Once you see the obstacles in his way, maybe you will understand.


“He truly regrets what he did and he was trying to figure out how to tell the People, on the day of my Becoming a Woman Ceremony, what the Brotherhood had required him to do. Suddenly an urgent message seemed to be coming from the Sacred Mountain.  Since Sacred One was in an emotional turmoil that the People might reject him, he was not clear enough to understand what the Spirit of the Land was telling him.


“Thus he called for you, SunWalker, to go and receive the urgent message.  Sacred One knew that your heart was clear and open.  He also knew that the Spirit of the Land can be heard the best at the place where the mountain gets hot.  This is why he sent you on the journey there, not knowing that the Mountain would explode that very day.


“Sacred One became even more clouded within when Sparkling Water came to him and demanded to know if I, Keymyu, was really his child.  He was just beginning to explain to her  why  certain  things were done 
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by him and his Ancestors when rocks from the cave ceiling came tumbling down.  Quickly he threw the Feathers to Sparkling Water and told her that you and I are the rightful heirs to continue the Work.  Both Sacred One and mother were buried under the rocks from the earthquake.


“So, you see, if his thoughts had not been clouded with human emotions and fear of rejection for what he and his Ancestors had done, he would have seen what was going to happen and would have warned the People so that all could have gotten off the island in time.  That is the dilemma between the human and the Divine.  When we are free of human emotion, we see more clearly; but when the human mind is filled with fear and self-doubt, we do not grasp what we need to know nor do we see what we need to see.”


“What do you mean ‘what he and his Ancestors had done’?” asked SunWalker.


“That is something Sacred One needs to tell you,” Keymyu responded.  “I sense that someone is looking for our trail.  It is someone who wants the power of the Sacred Feathers.  We must move along quickly.  Laughing Wolf will hide our trail behind us.”


SunWalker also felt the urgency of moving to a safer place, and thus gathered the group together for instructions.  Keymyu wanted to force herself to walk in order to bring air and life back into her mind.  One of SunWalker’s companions scouted the area ahead while Laughing Wolf took up the rear and skillfully covered their tracks.


As he walked, SunWalker allowed Keymyu’s wis-dom to penetrate his angry heart.  Perhaps he did not know the whole story.  Yes, he decided, when they had a day’s journey behind them, he would take time to com-mune with Sacred One to gain a broader understanding.
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SACRED ONE
One Who Works to Balance the Human and the Divine


The sun was about to set when SunWalker’s group came upon a magnificent waterfall.  They stood in its mist and splashed each other in the pools below the falls.


In his heart, SunWalker knew that this was the perfect place to seek Sacred One on an inner journey.  After bathing with the others, he climbed the rocks near the waterfall and found a quiet alcove facing East.


After settling himself and relaxing his mind and weary muscles, he breathed in deeply, and with the outward breath, made a sound of wind whistling through an ancient canyon.  He did this three times, each time placing his awareness in the center of the wind.


Then he allowed a beam of light from his heart to become a spoke of a giant wheel of light.  As he traveled through that beam of light to the Hub of the Wheel, his energy became lighter and lighter until he was in the Center of the Hub, the place where all souls meet and are one.


“Sacred One,” he barely whispered in his thoughts, since this is a realm where thoughts are not as focused as in the human realm.


“I am here with you,” replied Sacred One.  “I know your request and I will show you my life choices based on what those before me had done.  Allow yourself to merge with me and see through my eyes.”


SunWalker found himself stepping into Sacred One’s light form and then traveling back in time with him.


“As you see,” Sacred One continued, “When I was a boy, I was trained by the Elders.  Those in the realm of non-form wanted to increase the awareness of those in form.  They  started  by  giving  humans  ideas  of  how  to 
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better their lives and rules by which to live in peace and harmony with all around.

“When inspiration or new ideas came into a human’s mind, the human saw it as something separate because it was different from how things were done before.  There always seemed to be a tug of war between those who wanted to change things and those who wanted to keep things the way they had been.  The tug of war was often between those who had power and those who wanted to bring equality.


“To convince the ones who wanted things to remain the same, the newer thinkers had to create or show increased benefits for changing things.  Unfortunately, they found that the best way to do this was to show how a human being’s sensations would be satisfied to a greater degree: the sensation of safety, or the enjoyment of food, drink, sex, power, greater knowing, greater skills.  The indulgence in physical sensation eventually made many humans addicted to sensation.  Once their brain had recorded a new sensation and liked it, they wanted it again and again, and then better and better, or greater and greater.


“Focusing on sensation is what led many humans away from we-ness, or what is best for the whole, and toward me-ness, or what is best for the individual.  So when one did not get what one wanted, one began to blame ‘you,’ or something outside one’s self for all that was wrong.  Before that time, groups of humans had learned to think in terms of WE rather than ME.  They truly enjoyed what was best for the greater whole, rather than just focusing on their own personal satisfaction.


“The most Ancient Ones looked at life through what they called the Connecting Awareness. Within that consciousness they could communicate with all aspects of life.
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“To help humans return to the Ancient Sacred Ways, the non-form beings needed to send inspired leaders, now and then, to bring humans back to center, back to thinking of how one’s actions affect the whole.


“The inspired or spiritual leaders had to make rules and then had to try to follow those rules the best they could.  For example, spiritual teachers were trying to undo the human lust for taking sexual pleasure whenever one wanted, even if it hurt another human being.


“One spiritual leader shared how an enlightened one could rise above the desire for human sex.  Soon humans challenged their spiritual leaders to prove it by not having sex themselves. 


“Schools were formed to try to train people to return their awareness to spiritual ways, and the Sacred Ones or teachers were expected to be free of human desires.  However the dilemma that occurred was that those with a more enlightened awareness could not mate. Thus enlightened children were not being born.  Those who had the most offspring seemed to be those who were the most aggressive and who refused to follow or listen to balanced ways.


“Therefore more and more aggressive humans were being reproduced and less and less spiritually enlightened beings were coming forth.  Whatever the children saw their parents do, they did also; so aggressive parents were creating aggressive children.


“One Sacred Brotherhood decided to try to correct the situation by secretly seeding women who had proven to be spiritually balanced.  By doing so, enlightened beings would not completely die out from the population.  With less and less spiritual teachers available, there were very few left to pass on the teachings and keep the balance.


“As you see, when I was older, I questioned my Elders and asked why they could not just let go of the rule 
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that spiritual teachers had to live without sex.  Why did they not allow the spiritual leaders to be examples of responsible sexual behavior?


“The Elder replied that to change a rule would mean that the rule was wrong in the first place; thus people would begin to question every rule that had been made.  Then the people might also begin to question the teachings of the spiritual leaders and their schools, and even get rid of them.  The Brotherhood did not want to give up their way of life.  The community gave them donations so they did not have to work, but spent all their time in prayer, studies, or teaching others. 


“So you see, pride and the fear of loss perpetuated the lie.  I also had become accustomed to that lifestyle and did not want to give it up, nor did I want to destroy it for the Brotherhood.  I could see the good we were doing in keeping the balance and creating a sanctuary for enlightened ones; but I never liked the lie that I knew about and would one day have to participate in.


“For a week before Keymyu’s Becoming A Woman Ceremony, I struggled with my conscience.  When it came time for the father to step forward in the ceremony, I knew it should have been me, not you, SunWalker.  I had come to honor you, Sparkling Water, and Many Stars, and did not want to perpetuate the lie that had been hidden for centuries by the Sacred Order to which I belonged.


“My mind kept wrestling with the possibility that everyone would abandon all the teachings I had been doing that I knew would help humanity return to goodness and balance.  How would people forgive me for the secret way women had been seeded to keep the balance?


“That is why I could not become clear enough to understand what the Spirit of the Mountain was trying to tell me.  My mind was filled with so much emotion and fear of rejection that I could not see or hear anything else.  I could not even see that by staying in the Sacred Cave, I 
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would not only cause my death, but also that of Sparkling Water.  What would you have done, SunWalker?”


SunWalker could feel Sacred One’s inner turmoil and guilt, and yet he also saw all the wisdom that Sacred One had been sharing with the People.  He watched how many had turned their lives and hearts around to goodness and balance because of Sacred One’s teachings.  He also saw how Sacred One had disobeyed the Brotherhood’s vow of keeping the mysteries to themselves.  Sacred One was teaching the people who followed him to the island all the ancient teachings that only the Brotherhood was allowed to know before.


SunWalker could also see how telling the truth about how the women had been seeded for centuries might have destroyed trust in the Sacred Order, the Schools, and even the teachings, since the People would feel betrayed and thus begin to doubt all they had been taught.  Perhaps even the aggressive ones would have taken over the world and wiped out the gentle ones.


What a choice!  SunWalker thought.  What would he need to do now, he finally realized.  Now is the only moment there is.  What happened is in the past.  What decisions would he make for the future?


“I guess I can only tell you what I feel that I need to do now,” SunWalker began.  “I will continue to listen to the Ancient Ones for the teaching of how we can return to the natural balance and harmony with all of life.  I will no longer use the term Sacred One, nor have a Brotherhood where only a few learn the Sacred Ways.  Instead, I will be an example of responsible and compassionate action.  I will show people how their every thought, word, and action creates a reaction; and thus they need to be responsible for how they affect others and the world around them.”


SunWalker continued, “I will tell them that immature beings think only of me; whereas, mature beings think and 
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see in terms of we.  Only immature beings blame something or someone outside themselves; whereas, mature beings take responsibility for what part they played in what happened.”


“Well done, SunWalker,” responded Sacred One.  “You are indeed a good leader, and Keymyu will assist you in all that you have to give.  If you have learned all this from my life, then I have done the job I came here to do.


“You have also uncovered the meaning of Keymyu’s name: the KEY to how humanity strayed away from Connecting Awareness was when humans developed the concept of MY and YOU.  In other words, instead of seeing in terms of how WE can serve each other by allowing the goodness of the Creator to work through us, humans invented possessiveness and began referring to things as MY dwelling, MY mate, MY talents.  They also invented the scapegoat of YOU, or it is you who made me weak, unhappy, and so forth.


“The name Key-my-u is one of the keys of how to bring People back to the Light of harmony and balance with all of life; it is releasing concepts of MY and YOU.” 


Now SunWalker understood why Sacred One had urged him to call his daughter Key-my-u.  At last he felt peace toward Sacred One because he saw the lessons Sacred One had come to teach him.  “I will share the mysteries of the sacred teachings with all the People,” he said to Sacred One, as he watched his teacher merge back into the golden light.  “The People will act more wisely if they learn how to quiet the mind and go within.  Thank you for teaching us how to do this…Father.”

As Sacred One merged back into the light, SunWalker saw a vision of his friends in the beach community.  “Hummingbird,” he sighed as he opened his eyes and felt the waterfall’s mist on his skin.  “I have not forgotten  you.   I  will  send  Hawk  to  bring  you  and  our 
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friends on this journey East to our new homeland.”


After stretching his legs, SunWalker climbed down the waterfall cliff and joined his group for a feast that Laughing Wolf had prepared from his hunt.  After the meal SunWalker asked Hawk to return to their community of friends on the beach and lead them here to join this group.  

Hawk was glad to return to the beach and get his wife, Moonbeam, and their other companions.  He packed some supplies and began his journey.  Carefully, Hawk took a different route toward the shore in hopes of confusing anyone who might be tracking them.
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HUMMINGBIRD

One Who Humbly Serves the Greater Good


As the ocean waves created a mist against Hummingbird’s face, the thought of SunWalker clearly came to her mind.  She had a strong feeling that he would be sending for their group of friends.  “It feels as though we might be taking a long journey,” she told Moonbeam, his sister.  Then suddenly a wave of nausea filled Hummingbird’s throat, and before she could stop herself, she vomited over the cliff.


“That is three mornings in a row that you have been sick,” observed Moonbeam.  “I sense that my sister is with child.”


Hummingbird smiled.  “I hope he likes adventure because it might be many moons before we settle down from our journey.”


“You already know it’s a boy?” Moonbeam questioned.


“A Crow and a Wolf in my dreams told me so,” responded Hummingbird.  “He is to protect something very Sacred from misuse of power.  That is all I know for now.  Let’s begin to gather things for our journey so that when Hawk arrives, we can leave right away.”


“How do you know that it is Hawk who is coming?” Moonbeam asked.  She had sensed that also, but wondered if it was just wishful thinking since she greatly missed her mate and wanted him home soon.


“The same way you knew,” Hummingbird giggled as she tickled her sister and then ran back to their community of friends.  She would be glad when she could tell SunWalker that their son was on his way.  

Moonbeam followed her down the cliff at a slower pace.  She was sending prayers for a safe journey to her husband.   A  hawk’s  screech  in  the  distance  made her    
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smile.  “Good day to you too,” she sighed.  “Take care of my husband.”


As Hummingbird began gathering tools and supplies, memories of her childhood came forth.  She and her mother had been part of the group that followed Sacred One to the small island.  He had told the few that he gathered that some of the patterns of the old ways needed to change in order for the People to heal themselves from the chaos that was beginning to happen.


“I will teach you the Ancient Ways that only the Sacred Brotherhood knew before.  It is time for all the people to know how to go within and listen to Maker of All Things.  By learning how to do this, you will know how to discern false teachings for the Truth.  Misguided ones will not be able to manipulate you through fear.  You will learn how to trust in the Connecting Awareness above all else.”


Hummingbird remembered how some people on the main island were beginning to hoard wealth and possessions unto themselves rather than sharing with the community.  They then bought and trained guards to protect themselves and carry out their selfish desires.  Those who protested were eliminated.  These aggressive ones were misusing the items of sacred ceremonies, such as the sacred drink and sacred leaves that were smoked during inner vision quests.  Sacred One told them that since addiction to sensation had taken over the majority of minds on the mainland, only a few were ready to gain the teachings that would help humanity progress in a positive way.  Every person and family who he secretly asked to go with him had agreed wholeheartedly to do so.  They knew that what Sacred One had said was true, and feared for their children because whenever an aggressive one had too much of the ceremonial drink, he would rape, kill, steal, or destroy.
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Hummingbird loved the peace on the island Sacred One had chosen.  The community of people truly helped each other and felt like one big family.  She remembered the first time she saw SunWalker.  He was much older than her, but she thought that some day she wanted a mate just like him.  He showed a kindness toward everything and many men looked up to him.


Sacred One had caught Hummingbird following SunWalker around while she hid behind trees.  “Come with me, little one,” he said gently and took her hand, walking to a sunny meadow.  After brushing off two large boulders, Sacred One pulled out some sweet berries and shared them with Hummingbird.  “Tell me, little one,” he began, “about your dreams.  Your mother says that you are troubled by them.”


“Not so much by them,” Hummingbird responded, “but by what happens after them.”


“What do you mean?” asked Sacred One.


“Sometimes I have a dream and then learn from the women’s talking circle that it was something that happened in the past before I was born.  Then other times I have a dream and it will happen in the future, just like I saw it.  When the dreams are scary, I do not like to have them...like when someone is going to die.”  She pouted and dropped her gaze to the ground.


“I see,” hummed Sacred One.  “Well, my little bird, you are not like other birds that can only fly forward.  You, like the hummingbird, have a unique gift of being able to fly backward and forward.  You can see into the past and into the future.”


“But can I change the things I do not like,” she interrupted.


Sometimes,” Sacred One began. “As you grow older,  you will understand  how  to gain peace  with some 
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events just the way they are because you will see how all is purposeful.  Then, at other times, an inner knowing will show you what to do to prevent an imbalance from happening.  Know this, little one, no matter what you do, all of life will eventually balance itself.  This greater Truth will see you through any of the troubled times.”


Since her father had died, Hummingbird cherished her moments with Sacred One.  He always knew how to lighten her heart, especially when she kept having scary dreams about the future.


“Tell me this, little one.  What is the most important thing in your life besides the Maker of All Things?”


Hummingbird thought long and hard.  “I suppose I should say my family, but the truth is…the People.  All of the People feel like my family, so I would do anything for the good of the People”


“That is very wise for such a little one,” Sacred One smiled.  “If you had a choice between your life being saved or the People being saved, which would you choose?”


“The People, of course,” Hummingbird answered without hesitation.


“Are you sure?” Sacred One probed.


“Yes.  What would I do alone without family and friends?  And knowing that the People would continue to be because of my sacrifice, that would be the highest gift I could ever give.”


“Who said anything about sacrifice?” inquired Sacred One.


“Oh!”  Hummingbird clasped her hand over her mouth.  “That’s just one of those strange dreams I keep having.  It’s nothing.”  Off she ran before Sacred One could ask anything else; but he already knew her dream 
and the beauty of her soul.
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STEADY TURTLE
One Whose Calm Simplicity Masks A Greater Knowing


Steady Turtle had shown strength and courage even as a little boy on the mainland of Mu.  He volunteered to protect Sacred One when he grew older because he felt that Sacred One shared more than the others in the Brotherhood.  After Sacred One taught Steady Turtle how to meditate, Turtle could sense how some of the Brotherhood were hiding truths in order to have an advantage over the people.  Steady Turtle’s inner knowing had shown him how all people would gain by learning how to go within and become centered before making decisions or taking actions that could have repercussions.  Since Steady Turtle seemed to take longer than most people when making decisions or taking actions, he gained the reputation of being slow like a turtle.  However his slow and steady ways often proved to be the best path.


Each of the families had guards or helpers on the island where Sacred One had taken a small group of people.  In this way, all the single people felt connected with a family and it strengthened the community as a whole.  “Seeing how we can serve each other keeps us focused on WE rather than ME,” Sacred One would say.  “Share all you do as though the Creator is doing it through you.  Think before you talk or communicate and ask yourself: what would Kindness say?”


Steady Turtle had come to love his adopted family and felt as though Many Stars was his own grandmother, often calling her that.  Many Stars also felt deeply connected to Steady Turtle and found that she could rely on his steady pace.  Turtle took good care of Many Stars on their journey following SunWalker.  They were only a day’s journey  away  from  the  village  when  Turtle  spied 
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Raven and a group of men at a morning campsite.  He overheard their conversation.


“We did not have time to wait for Feathered Trumpet to recover from his head injury,” Raven argued.  “Those who took the Sacred Feathers were escaping.  Feathered Trumpet will be glad when we bring them back to him.”


So Raven is finally beginning to take over, mused Steady Turtle.  He had sensed her desire to use and then discard the cocky Feathered Trumpet when the time was right; but how was Turtle going to travel in the same direction as this hunting party while keeping Many Stars hidden and safe?


Just then, one of the guards returned to the campsite pulling Many Stars along with him.  “Oh Grandmother” Turtle sighed.  “I asked you not to sing your morning prayers out loud.  I bet that is how they found you.  Why did you not listen?”  

He remembered her usual response: “The tones of the prayer need to be heard and felt by the body.”


“I guess the only thing to do now is surrender and act like a dumb and unknowing servant,” sighed Steady Turtle.  “Perhaps I can cleverly lead them off the trail of SunWalker and Keymyu until I figure out a way to escape with Many Stars.”


So, after gathering his belongings at their hiding place, Steady Turtle meekly approached Raven’s group with a hunched over back and continually dropping his supplies like a feeble-minded person.  He told Many Stars in her thoughts what he was planning to do.  She smirked at him, and then quickly looked down at the ground trying to compose herself.

We hope you enjoyed this FREE sample of 

the beginning of GROW IN LIGHT.
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You can download the rest of Book 1:

GROW IN LIGHT for only $7.99.

What happens when SunWalker, Keymyu, Hummingbird and the beach community find a land with crystal caves?

Can the keepers of the Sacred Feathers guard them against the ruthless actions of Raven and Feathered Trumpet?

Who will save the Feathers in a surprise twist?

What are the teachings that Keymyu shares 

from the Ancient Ones?

How did each person who came in contact with the Sacred Feathers learn the lesson that 

what you give – is what you receive…?
The story continues in 

Book 2: HEAL THE SEPARATION AND

Book 3: BE THE TRUTH.

You can download BOTH of these books

for $7.99.
Keymyu’s People meet another group with different values and they learn the keys to letting go of past hurts, resolving conflict, and building strong communities.

Hummingbird’s childhood dream comes true and saves two communities. She shares how to see the twists in life from a different perspective.

