


© Sacred Hoop Magazine 2021

Please don't distribute this ebook to other people who have not paid for it.  We are a small magazine and we need sales to help us publish.
If you are reading this because you found it online somewhere, please visit us at www.sacredhoop.org and take out one of our low cost sub-
scriptions.  Thank you

Nicholas Breeze Wood and the Sacred Hoop Team

This is a text only version of Sacred Hoop - the full version of the issue - with all the images - is available as
a pdf and also as a printed paper magazine from our website www.sacredhoop.org

THE FOUNDING INSPIRATION FOR SACRED HOOP MAGAZINE IN 1993

“Then I was standing on the highest mountain of them all,
and around and about me was the whole hoop of the world... 
I was seeing in a sacred manner the shapes of all things in
the spirit and the shapes of all shapes as they must live together
like one being.  And I saw that the Sacred Hoop of my people
was one of many hoops that made one circle, wide as daylight
and as starlight and in the centre grew one almighty
flowering tree to shelter all the children of one mother
and one father, and I saw that it was holy.”

(From the vision of Nicholas Black Elk Lakota Holy Man: 1863 - 1950)

EDITOR, DESIGN AND PRODUCTION:
Nicholas Breeze Wood

FOUNDING EDITOR
Faith Nolton

PROOF READING:
Linda Booth Martin Wilford

CONTACT DETAILS:
Sacred Hoop Magazine
Anghorfa, Abercych, Boncath,
Pembrokeshire, SA37 0EZ, UK
Email: Nick@sacredhoop.org
Tel: (01239) 682 029
www.sacredhoop.org

PUBLISHING POLICY: 
SACRED HOOP seeks to network those wanting to learn
the spiritual teachings of indigenous peoples as a living path of knowledge.
Our contents cover the integration of both old and new ways, and insights
that contribute to a balanced and sustainable lifestyle in today's world. 

We honour all paths and peoples and do not include material from, or
give support to, any individual or group which seeks to oppress or
discriminate on grounds of race, lineage, age, gender, class or belief.
Nor do we knowingly publish any material that is inaccurate.

Views expressed are not necessarily those of the editor.

ISSN 1364 - 2219

DISCLAIMER:
Whilst making every effort to be accurate, the editors will not
be deemed responsible for any errors, omissions or inaccuracies
appearing in Sacred Hoop Magazine.

© Sacred Hoop Magazine and-or individual contributors.
No part of this magazine, either written text or visual
art, may be reproduced in any way whatsoever
without the written permission of the Editor.



CONTENTS
A PILGRIMAGE TO Q’EROS
High in the Andes Mountains, live an ancient people; the Q’ero. Their sacred practices have deep roots in Pre-Conquest South America, and
Ali Rabjohns shares about her visit with them.

AN AMERICAN SHAMANIC PRACTITIONER
America is often seen as rootless and confused, a mix of displaced peoples struggling to find authenticity. Robyn Bellospirito looks at how
shamanism is developing in that cultural environment.

LIFE LESSONS FROM THE STEPPES
Taking a group on a trek across Mongolia, his encounters with the native people there gave Chris Lüttichau a powerful reflection about how
Western culture infantilises many people here.

THE HORSE DANCE
With a passion for horses and a deep understanding of the empowerment they can bring, Dawn Morgan and Dawn Oakley-Smith work to
share that wisdom and healing.

AN ANCESTOR FOR YOUR ALTAR
The ancestors are a crucial aspect of many sacred traditions. Nicholas Breeze Wood shares some thoughts about them and how to honour
them by making ancestor fetishes for altars.  

A MEAL FOR THE GUESTS
In many cultures, restless ancestors - ‘Hungry Ghosts’ - are given offerings in order to feed and settle them. Here is a simple traditional food
offering ceremony from Tibet you can practise.
  

HOPI
In the southwest of the USA, the Hopi have an ancient and deep sacred tradition. Walter Collins O’Kane writes about some of the sacred
ways he learned living with them in the 1940s.

ALLOWING THE PAST TO ARISE
Trauma can sit on us like a stone, making our life journey difficult and heavy. John Omaha shares how shamanism and dreamwork helped him
remove his own trauma, and how it can help us all.
 

BOOK AND MUSIC REVIEWS
PEOPLE ON THE PATH EVENTS DIARY

EDITORIAL
Welcome to the 112th edition of Hoop. Sadly, you will have noticed we have password protected this, and in fact all our past digital issues.
I didn’t like doing this, but it is a sign of the times, as we found that ‘bots’ - also called ‘crawlers’ - were putting their digital fingers into our
files in a malicious way, which could have caused us costly problems. And so, reluctantly I had to place a small level of security on all our
pdf files to slap away their digital fingers and stop them peeking. A simple password should be enough, so all our back and future issues
will have the password dancer. This should stop the automated crawlers, and I hope it won’t present you with too much of a problem when
you read the magazine. Just remember to keep being a dancer.

I will add, just to reassure you if you are at all concerned, these crawlers present no threat to your security, we do not store any details
about subscribers online at all, the security issue was wholely confined to our previously insecure pdf magazine files.

And so to this issue. A big theme this time is the role of  ancestors. We look at the role of ancestors and ‘roots’ in modern U.S. culture.
and how shamanism there has been affected by the displaced nature of a lot of that culture. With this in mind, we look at the nature of
ancestors: blood ancestors, cultural - or lineage ancestors - and ancestors of place. We look at how to make fetish dolls in order to
represent them on altars, and give a Tibetan ‘Hungry Ghost offering ceremony, done to pacify and feed ancestor spirits who are wandering
and troubled.

We also look at personal empowerment and about how our culture can often infantilise us; and explore ways we can find authentic
empowerment, through different methods of healing work that can deal with the past.

And we look at the sacred ways of two ancient cultures of the Americas, the Q’ero and the Hopi, who despite hardships in many forms,
have held their sacred understanding of the cosmos and our connection to it.

May we all find strong roots and connection.

Blessings to all Beings
Nicholas Breeze Wood

A PILGRIMAGE TO Q’EROS
A journey to the High Andes to work with Mountain Spirits and Mystics

Ali Rabjohns



The Q’ero nation and my teachers have offered me a pathway of learning open to everyone.

These beautiful human beings have taught me an infinite wisdom that can give us a sustainable

way to live, respecting ‘all that is’ as something sacred in the natural world

High in the Peruvian Andes, the mountain Huaman Lipa rises saround 4900 metres up into the clouds. The indigenous Q’ero nation of the
area see this majestic peak as a male mountain spirit, which they call an Apu.

Huaman Lipa 1 and its surrounding dramatic landscape, support the Q’ero community on every level. At the top, the pass is stunning,
looking down upon a turquoise glacier lake. It’s like stepping into an unspoilt world here, with no electricity or running water, apart from
freshwater streams. On the way down into Cocchamocho village, you can see llamas dressed in their colourful headgear on the sides of the
mountain. Huacaya and suri alpaca are tended carefully, as wild puma are a real concern.

My teacher, Don Augustine Machacca Florez lives here with his wife Benita and their family.
I was originally introduced to him via a friend living in Cusco at the time. Don Augustine invited us to stay for a week in his village, one

day’s horse ride from the nearest main road.

I had sowed the seed of an idea to travel to Peru with a small group of friends and fellow paqos, and our aim was to connect to the
pure integrity of the Andean mystical teachings, and to learn from the pampamesayoq Don Augustine. The word pampamesayoq means
‘earth keeper’ in Quechua. 

This trip to the High Andes of Peru, was the singular most powerful event that I have experienced, and it opened my heart wide, helping
me to step onto my path as a shamanic practitioner. 

The Q’ero nation and my teachers have offered me a pathway of learning, which is open to everyone. Over time, these beautiful human
beings have taught me an infinite wisdom, showing that the Andean cosmovision can give us a sustainable model of how to live, respecting
‘all that is’ as something sacred in the natural world. One of their fundamental principles is ayni, or universal reciprocity. 

There are roughly 3,000 people in the Q’ero community. Their houses are stone with a thatched roof and no chimney; the smoke just goes
out through a hole in the roof.

Everyone seemed to be drop spinning here - an ancient method of making thread using a simple spindle, which they drop and spin -
turning the alpaca fleece into yarn. They carry and work their spindles even when they are working on the land.

On the land, the whole family participates with tasks, such as planting potatoes, herding animals and spinning wool. Girls learn to weave in
their early teens, and there are very high levels of weaving, spinning and knitting skills passed down through the generations. These people
are master weavers, and communicate their sacred union with Mother Earth, through the patterns and symbols in the cloth that they weave.

The Q’ero live among seven villages, one of which is Cochamocho - which is sometimes also spelt Qochamoqo. They mainly grow
different varieties of potato, which can be literally freeze dried on the earth, and these villages range in elevation from the cloud forests of
the Amazon jungle at around 3,000 metres to Huaman Lipa mountain at 4,800 metres.

The stars at night, up where the Q’ero live are stunning, as are the sunrises; and the sunsets there are like flames coming out of the
top of the mountain.

The one thing that I really enjoyed on this trip was connecting in a sacred way to the land. We saw rock and stone people everywhere
we went, literally faces in mountains, clouds and rocks. 

The energy in and around Cusco was so powerful. I felt so honoured and privileged to be able to feel this energy and to work with it and
much gratitude for being able to travel here.

The Q’ero people have maintained their sacred teachings, largely due to the isolated location of their home. They have shown me very
patiently, and with a great sense of humour, the foundations of a daily, pure, nature-based energy practice; and I have found that this helps
me to stay clear, grounded and centred - no matter what might be happening around me. 

Their medicine men and women are also called paqos, and they are the wisdom keepers, who originated from the Inca nation. 
Paqo is the term for a person who is trained in, and practises the Andean mystical tradition, an Andean healer. They bring munay -

which is love imbued with will, yachay - their wisdom, and ll’anqay, which is the physical aspect of work into balance.
In this tradition, there are two types of healer: the pampamesayoq and the altomesayoq.
The pampamesayoq [pam-pa ma-sigh-yok] is a healer and master of ceremonies which honour Pachamama - Mother Earth. They do

this especially by performing despacho or haywariqui ceremony. An Altomesayoq [alto ma-sigh-yok] is someone who communes directly
with the mountain spirits Apus. 

After I had been working with Don Augustine for a while, I discovered that he had worked with Don Manuel Q’espi, one of the most
respected elders of this tradition.

Don Manuel Q’espi was an Altomesayoq who died in 2004. His name Q’espi means crystal; and he was kamasqa, which means he
received some of his teachings through spiritual experiences directly through the energy body of Jesus Christ. Jesus’s existence has been
woven into the Q’ero world view ever since the Spanish brought Roman Catholicism to Peru in the 16th century.

Don Augustine explained to me later, that his Father was also a pampamesayoq and his grandfather was an altomesayoq. 
At 16 years old, his father noticed Don Augustine’s interest in how despachos were made, and how he asked many questions. Then his

grandfather had a dream about Don Augustine continuing the lineage of healers in their family.
Don Augustine also had many dreams, which confirmed his wish to become a pampamesayoq. These dreams were also backed up by

coca leaf readings about Don Augustine’s calling, which were made by his father and grandfather.
He received karpay or energy transmissions from his father and other masters in the Q’ero community, and his training lasting for four

years, after which he was put into service for Pachamama.



Don Augustine started working at 20 years old, offering people in the mountains healings and coca leaf readings. He now works very
much between Cusco and Q’eros, travelling to Europe each summer to teach as well. He knew when he was a young healer that his work
would take him travelling around the world. 

Don Augustine always wanted to work with people, and always wears his pampamesayoq hat - which is decorated pom-poms - and his
ceremonial poncho.

He says that his hat connects him to Pachamama, his sacred mountain, the masculine and feminine aspect [yanantin] and the three
worlds. The word yanantin means a relationship of two dissimilar persons, things, entities, or energies. 

Don Augustine’s ceremonial poncho took a year to make, and was woven on a simple frame loom. These ponchos are normally hand
spun and hand dyed, and are woven in alpaca or baby alpaca wool. In Don Augustine’s case his poncho was woven by Benita Apaza Florez
- his wife. These ponchos are multi-purpose, and can also be worn for celebrations of any kind.

A ceremonial poncho’s main motif can be very different, according to the person they are made for. Don Augustine loves Inti the sun,
and also the native people from the Amazon, and so on his there, is a special pallay, or pattern, for the pre-Incan wild ones, who lived with
the moon in ancient times. It is believed that these ancestors went into the trees in the jungle over time.

TIME IN THE SACRED VALLEY
The first week of our initial trip was spent visiting the many sacred sites in the valley where the Q’ero live, and we also spent time making
despachos at different sites around the city of Cusco.

These despachos were intricate and beautifully made, and upon completion Don Augustine would often put them in a cave, or a hole
dug into the ground. If a despacho burnt white, it was a considered to be a very good sign. 

Q’ero Elder Don Manuel Q’espi taught that a despacho places us in right relationship, right ayni, with the Pachamama.
It establishes a link between the three centres of interaction in our kaypacha [the physical universe], our llankay [our personal power,

and our source of action, located in our solar plexus], our munay [the source of our love, located in our heart chakra], and our yachay -
[our wisdom, sourced from our foreheads or ‘third eye].

The despacho - which is also called a haywariqui - is a powerful ceremony of thanksgiving and intention setting, performed in honour of
Pachamama and the Apus. They are mainly created with flowers, coca leaves, seeds, nuts and chocolate; and are a beautiful way for us to
practicse sacred reciprocity, which the Q’ero called ayni, with the world in which we live, as well as being a fine opportunity for the
community to come together in collective prayer and to manifest together through conscious intention.

We created despachos with Don Augustine and honoured Pachamama and the Apus at the Temple of the Moon at Killarumiyuq and
Pisac, the Temple of the Falcon; and we made offerings with a water ceremony at the Inca ruins of Tipon, southeast of Cusco, too. There
we used fresh flowers to cleanse each other, and this place has channels for water, dug into the earth, which helped cleanse our luminous
bodies and mesas. 

A mesa - also known as a misha - is a portable altar from this tradition. The ritual bundle is a symbol of a paqo’s personal power, containing
objects sacred to them. The word mesa is a Spanish term meaning ‘table,’ for what is more traditionally called a misha by the Q’ero. A paqo
assembles their mesa during sacred work, and it can be used in ceremony, in healings, and to release hucha, which is what they call the ‘heavy
energy’ that clogs people and weighs them down.

When Don Augustine showed us the contents of his mesa, the main khuyas - healing stones, stones which have been imbued with loving
kindness - he used, were a black stone from a river, which used to be his father’s ssacred stone. There was also a white stone, the two
together reflecting the concept of yanantin, a perfect balance of complimentary opposites.

There were also a couple of chunpi stones 2 in his mesa bundle too, huge chunpi stones, which connected Don Augustine to the moon,
stars and other nature beings. The other khuyas he had represented the mountains that he felt really connected to, such as Apu
Ausengate and Salkantay. 

At the ruins of Moray, northwest of Cuzco, I sensed the energy of the land, and I perceived Don Augustine calling in his unseen helpers.
Moray seemed to have what I can only describe as ‘an infinite star energy,’ and I seemed to sense a palpable downward pull towards the
central core of the earth there.

The site contains several terraced circular cone-shaped holes in the earth, the largest one nearly 30 metres deep, and they are widely
agreed to have been used for farming at different levels on each terrace, with an irrigation system feeding water to each. The temperature
differences on each terrace creates micro-climates, and was believed to have been used by the Incas to study the effects of different
climatic conditions on different crops.

We watched sunrise on the summer solstice at Macchu Pichu, and one of my favourite walks was to the Grand Cavern, a cave, sacred to
the Inca, quite near Macchu Pichu. This was a long trek down below Macchu Pichu, through the jungle, with lichen covered trees and
butterflies galore.

At Wanu Picchu - the feminine sister mountain of Macchu Pichu - I saw a hummingbird, an eagle and a strange column of white light,
which seemed to come up through our mesas, and then into my mesa through Don Augustine, as we all made ceremony together.

Don Augustine often blessed our mesas, bringing in strength and power from the nature beings that he was connected to; but
especially here, as there seemed such a beautiful, powerful energy from these two mountains, Wanu Picchu and the mountain of Macchu
Pichu.

SALKANTAY AND UMANTAY 
One of my personal favourite trips there was travelling to Apu Salkantay and Apu Umantay two mountains which takes ten hours in a
minibus. Once there, we climbed up to a turquoise glacier lake, where we made another despacho, while eagles flew above us. Apu
Umantay and Salkantay ‘spoke to us’ there, by rumbling and crashing, whilst we made the despacho. Together, they showed me bright



white rainbow energy, like snow, in my mind’s eye.
At the mountains, Don Augustine blessed me with his mesa: giving me karpays from these two mountains. My heart was so wide open

at this time, that I felt like crying. 
These particular mountains left me with a real sense of strength and tenacity; and it is something that I can now call on whenever I need it.
After spending the day with these two Apus, as I turned around to say “goodbye and thank you,” I seemed to receive an orb of energy

from Apu Umantay, straight into my heart. I will never forget this experience, as I sensed that the mountain was thanking me for visiting.
The Apu continued to ‘tell me’ to use this connection while working in the future as a healer, and to make sure that I share my light in such
a way as is needed. 

As we drove home at dusk, reliving my encounter, I observed the elemental world come alive with purple and coloured lights all over the
land.

Don Augustine told me that I might receive a dream about the spirit of the mountains, and if I did it would appear pure white.
Later that evening, I dreamt of a barn owl, which looked at me from a tree, and then flew down to eat from my hand. When I awoke, I

felt full of peace, and the dream gave me so much determination to carry these teachings with great respect, and honour them, and I have
done, although it has taken me many years to integrate all I experienced while on this pilgrimage.

THE APU OF HUAMAN L’IPA 
For the last part of my trip, I had arranged a one week stay in Don Augustine’s own village Cochamocco, so I could meet his village community.
To get there meant an eight hour trip; four hours in a minibus, and then another four hours on horseback. On the way there, we climbed high, to
a pass in the mountains more than 4,800 metres high, and there we performed a final despacho ceremony on top of the pass, before entering
into Don Augustine’s valley.

After the week had nearly passed, Don Augustine made sure that I and the others with me were able to seal and ground the transmissions we
had received, by taking us, early in the morning to Apu Huaman Lipa, a sacred mountain. There, after making an offering to ask permission, he
gave us special karpays. These, he told us, would help us to be connected to the mountains of Ausengate and Huaman Lipa.

He explained that our mesas would be connected to the mountains, although we, ourselves would not be. He said that the seques -
cords of energy - from the mountains would be too strong for our energy bodies to handle, but that they are held in our mesa and we could
access the mountains, the Apus, through those.

Don Augustine told us that the giving of the karpays was like a great initiation rite, and is son, Santos Machacca told me that this
pampamesayoq initiation was our introduction to Don Augustine’s lineage, and also connected us through our mesas to the mountain
spirits of Apu Huaman Lipa, Apu Macchu Pichu, Apu Ausengate, Apu Salkantay and to Pachamama. 

THE TIME OF PACHAKUTI
On the very last day, we made four despachos. We made one for Pachamama, during which we opened our hearts and prayed; one for
Yakumama - the ‘Mother of water’ - one for Apu Ausengate and one for Apu Huaman Lipa.

Don Augustine told us that Yakumama was thought of as an enormous serpent, believed to live in the Peruvian Amazon Rainforest. She
is said to be the mother of all creatures of the water.

He also told us that we are in the time of pachakuti, which the Q’ero say is when the earth turns upside down. In Inca terms,this refers
to a cosmic transmutation occurring between one era and the next. He stressed it was important that we spread ‘the truth’ regarding this.
The Q’ero know that another pachakuti has come, and they know that this change will be for the good: when order will emerge out of
chaos. They are helping us to prepare for a new world.

Don Augustine and my other teachers have often talked about a time they call ‘the return of the Inca;’ and now that the permanent
snows of the high Andes have begun to melt due to climate change, the Q’ero know that this is a sign that they have to leave their villages
and share their knowledge with their brothers and sisters, who are their earth family.

Don Augustine himself has now been guided by the Apus to visit other countries and to share his knowledge.

Don Américo Yabar, who since childhood has studied and worked with some of the greatest paqos of the Andes, refers to the pachakuti
time as; ‘the time of the new seed.’

This is the new humanity that will be able to perceive the universe in a radically different form, and know that we are seeds of divine light.
He said: ‘It’s not the return of a single individual who embodies what we’re becoming, but a process of emergence available to all peoples.’

My teacher, and a master of this Andean tradition, Juan Nuñez Del Prado says that Don Manuel Q’espi - one of the most powerful paqos of
the Q’ero Nation - has declared the beginning of the taripaypacha, which is the ‘era of union’ or ‘the time when we meet ourselves again.’

This marks the beginning of an era of remembering, when we chose reciprocity as a guiding principle in our lives. It also marks the
moment in which we can leave our fears behind, sharing our wisdom, gifts and cultural heritage, in order to establish reciprocity with the
world of nature.

Now the paqos are actively engaged in working towards the conscious evolution of humankind, helping to raise the energy, so that the
higher levels can manifest.

The Q’ero say there are seven levels of human consciousness. Currently, the fourth level is the highest level that is manifested on earth
in humans, and is where a person experiences harmony within, has a strong sense of self, and has accumulated personal power. A fourth
level person is a teqse paqo or kuraq paqo, which means ‘a shepherd for all humanity, of planet earth.’ This teaching originates from Don
Benito Qoriwaman Vargas, a Q’ero paqo who is said to have left the earth by disappearing into a lake high in the Andes 3.

These prophecies give us hope that as human beings we all have the power to embody the fourth level of consciousness; where we can
choose love over fear in every human interaction. A fourth level human is able to own their own shadow, and work with their community
and Mother Nature, in order to raise the energetic vibration of the collective.

At the moment, most of the world are at the third level of development, where we are dominated by fear and our lower base emotions.
The author, Elizabeth Jenkins, writer of ‘The Fourth Level: The Return of the Inka and Journey to Q’eros,’ says that the importance of



this time is to carry out the tukuyayniniyoq - which means the ‘Great Ayni,’ or cultural exchange of the knowledge and achievements of all
the children of Pachamama around the world

She writes: ‘The Q’ero say that this - when implemented on a larger scale - will bring peace and unity consciousness.’ This important
message can help many cultures and nations come together in these challenging times.

I hope to return to Peru in 2022 to visit Don Augustine again.

Ali Rabjohns has been initiated as a Fourth level healer in the Andean Mystical Tradition, with a lineage from the Q’ero nation in the High Andes. She is a Paqo,
Therapeutic Arts Facilitator, and a Textile Artist. She works one to one with people, or in small groups, and runs shamanic training, retreats, and events from her
sustainably built eco-lodge, in East Sussex in the South of England where she lives, as well as further afield.
www.alirabjohns.com
enquiries@alirabjohns.com

It is planned that Don Augustine will be at the EarthSpirit centre in Glastonbury, England in August 2021, giving a series of seven Karpay for a Taripaypacha Retreat.
These seven karpay are often given as an initiation for a paqo, when they are creating their mesa. www.alirabjohns.com/retreats

NOTES:
1: Apu Huaman L'ipa is masculine, but generally, Apus can be masculine or feminine.

2: Chunpi Stones are specially shaped stones, said to be used by paqo during initiations and other ceremonies. Originally they were possibly either the shell of the
spiny oyster (spondylus) - whose shells in the inland High Andes were valued more than gold during the time of the Inca - or possibly meteoric stones.
It is thought that any original tradition of their use is likely lost, and few paqos now work with them. Anecdotal information from people who are familiar with Q’ero and
Andean sacred traditions relates that non-Andean visitors often teach the locals about them, and it seems that the paqos don’t teach other paqos about their use and
don’t pass on any lore about them.
It appears that - whether they originally had a traditional use in Andean culture or not - they are now possibly an example of a New Age concept being passed back to the
culture it was said to have originate from. Certainly, they have now become a popular New Age product world wide, being produced in large numbers in a variety of
materials, and carved by the indigenous people of the High Andes in order for them to sell the stones to tourists.

3: Don Benito Qori Huaman is said to have disappeared into a lake high in the Andes. It was reported that one day he went to the mountain in search of a lake which
appears only when it rains. When he finally found it, Qori Huaman slowly descended into it and stayed there all day. But at sunset, he disappeared, taking with him all
his knowledge. Those who witnessed it reported that when it happened everything became very silent and all the waves on the lake stopped. The local people say that
he did not die, he just left the normal world, and his spirit lives in the lake.

THOUGHTS OF AN AMERICAN SHAMANIC PRACITIONER
Robyn Bellospirito

A lot of people outside of America cannot understand what it is like to be an American, perhaps unless they have visited and stayed a
while, and ventured into the incredibly varied geographical areas - where the culture of each region can be as different as night and day
from each another.

When trying to understand America, it’s important to connect where we are now with the complex story that has woven us into being. In
these particularly polarising times, it has never been more clear that we are a melting pot of people who are yet to be defined.

The United States was founded on many things, including the genocide of indigenous people and the slavery of African-Americans, who
were kidnapped from their home lands and brutally forced to serve white European settlers – on a land where neither belonged. Americans
must look at these truths and find a way to heal through the current systemic racism which rears its ugly head every single day in present
day America. 

So what does this have to do with shamanism?
Well, paying attention to the story of America will explain a lot about how shamanic practice - and spiritual practices in general - have

developed here and continue to be formed. Some of this forming is in a coherent way, such as I would hazard to suggest Core Shamanism,
and some in a less formal way, attaching crystals, reiki and other New Age ideas to shamanism, where really there is no place for them.

As an American, I think it’s important to acknowledge and understand why things happen here as they do, rather than falling into
judgment about them. 

Let’s look at the America that was formed by people who came from places where they were facing religious persecution, poverty, and other
circumstances which restricted, or removed their freedoms.

Looking back into my own family history, I recently discovered ancestors who left England in the early 1600s because they were jailed
and tortured for speaking out for religious freedom. Other ancestors of mine came from Poland in the late 1800s and early 1900s because
of poverty and war. Poland was not the Poland we know today at that time, but instead a part of Russia.

It gets confusing, and I’m still in the process of learning about my ancestors, and I know there will be things that I find which I won’t
like – of that, I am sure. For example, I have learned that some of my British ancestors - who settled in Connecticut - fought in the
Pequot War in the 1630s. This means that they fought against the people who were native to this land, the Pequot people.

I have read a little about the Pequots, and about how warlike they were, even against other indigenous bands of people, making it
difficult for peace to exist here even before the Europeans came. But that doesn’t make me feel any better about the actions of my
ancestors, who were carving out territory for themselves and their families, displacing and, or killing others in the process.  

Of all the stories I, or anyone else who considers themselves American, can dig up about their ancestors, there seems, at least to me, to
be a common thread that runs through all of them. This thread was a choice, made by them, to leave their familiar home place, in order to



start a new life in an unfamiliar territory which held hope for a better way forward. A ‘new way forward’ is the common strand, and it is an
American theme. 

It is clear to me how, and why, Core Shamanism was created by an American, Michael Harner. It is a distillation of various
approaches to shamanism, and because of that, people brought up in a traditional culture - and taught traditional shamanic practices of
that culture - might look at Core Shamanism as inferior to a more traditional, undiluted, specific shamanic practice.

However, who is to say that Core Shamanism is inferior, if it is practised with compassion, integrity, and if the effects of the practice
result in healing.

I was taught core shamanism, but the sacred paths which have called me to go further on are aligned with those of my ancestors, who
came from European countries. This leaves me wondering how I can practise those paths with integrity, if I have never visited the places
where my ancestors come from, places such as Eastern Europe, Siberia or Scandinavia.

I often yearn for a sense of community on those, more traditional paths, yearn for like-minded people who understand the calling, and who
might help me with ceremony during periods of initiation. The best I can do, I feel, is to listen to my spirits, some of whom are ancestors from
those paths.

I have found human teachers on these paths too, although some paths are lost in time with no existing written records. Because of this,
I wonder that if I were to visit the lands of my ancestors, would I have any chance of finding true, traditional ways to practise?  Perhaps, but
perhaps not; but I trust my spirit helpers, and the teachers who have graciously agreed to work with me from afar, and I make sure I’m doing
my work with integrity, and with as much heart as I humanly can. But my path is not traditional in any sense of the word. It is new and is still
forming.

So what about crystal reiki shamanism and all that jazz?
I see how ridiculous it can be to mix New Age things with shamanic practices, as they are completely unrelated. However, as an American, I

understand it and why it happens.
People here in America who are looking for a spiritual connection often embrace the idea of inventing new things, because we are like a

patchwork quilt, and that energy of bringing together swatches of a variety of components pervades almost everything we do.
The sometimes naïve quality of going for something that never existed before, and holding a ‘let’s see how this works’ attitude, can

be almost admirable sometimes, because by doing so, people are moving into new territory, so to speak. This is what America was
built on, and it’s how we are evolving.

This way of thinking can lead us in a wide variety of directions, but maybe, just maybe some of it will be good, and maybe those good
parts will stick and will be helpful. So, we give it a shot.

A lot of Americans - with absolutely no Native American blood - are drawn to practices of the indigenous folk, whose ancestors lived
here for thousands of years. This attraction can often go beyond naïve, and into downright disrespectful. I think this disrespect is
something that would be really benefical for a lot of American ‘shamanic practitioners’ to look at deeply, and work on with their guides and
spirits.

Those of us with ancestors from other places are, I think, often finding our way, although sometimes with great confusion. There is often a
great sincerity about the desire to feel a connection and a sense of belonging, especially if we were born here, but have no ancestral blood lines
here. Some of us want to do it right, but what exactly does ‘right’ mean if it hasn’t been done before?

My father, bless his soul, moved from our home state of New York, to live ‘out west’ after my mother passed away in the early 1990s.
He grew up in a foster home, and then went into the navy within which he sailed around the world and then came home and married my
mother, who was mentally unstable. After his move ‘out west,’ he found a quality freedom he had never had before in his life, 

He loved my mother greatly, and was with her for over forty years, including on the day she died. He had a loyal heart, but only found peace in his
life when he had freedom.

After moving and living in Arizona and California, he started caving, kayaking, and met and became friends with twenty and thirty-year-
olds, who took him to rave concerts. He wore rainbow rings and got piercings. He also studied with a Native American elder, went to sweat
lodges, and camped out in the desert under the stars, where he told me he looked up in reverence and awe.

I remember seeing him again, the first time my father visited NY, after having lived out west for some time. His eyes glowed so much that
it almost scared me, but his eyes were filled with a light that made me know he had found peace during his lifetime. He was happy.

After he passed in 2007, I was left his medicine bags, sacred herbs, crystals, and wooden flute which I play often. I re-gifted most of
the crystals to friends who work with them. 

When I was growing up, my dad was fascinated with American history, and had many books about the Civil War and Native Americans.
I’d often borrow a book from his bookshelf and bring it to my room, where I’d delve into it. One time, when I picked up a book about
Wounded Knee, he said that was a book I wasn’t ready for, and told me to read it when I was older. He did the right thing.  

As I’m doing ancestral research these days, I thought of my father when I learned of his great-grandfather, who was in the U.S. military
for four years in the early 1880s. My great-great-grandfather Lentz - whose father came from Germany and whose mother from Norway -
was an agent in the U.S. military, and it was his job to find out what happened when violent unrest broke out between the European
settlers and the Indians.

When I discovered this, I found it a bit confusing, as I wondered how a man could be in the army of a people who had occupied the lands of
another people, and yet be open-minded enough to see that the white men were at fault - which I knew he did because I found an old interview
with him, published in a newspaper, done when he was in his 80s.

I think my dad would have really liked to have known about that interview, as great-great-grandfather Lentz talked about his time in the



military, and said to the reporter, “Most of the Indian troubles were the fault of the white men, who insisted on hunting on Indian lands.”
When asked about Custer’s last stand, he answered, “that was before my enlistment, but I had the pleasure of talking with Chief Sitting

Bull later, and he told me many things about that slaughter that I have never seen in print.”

Despite having been told by my grandmother that we were part Native American, when I took a DNA test years ago I discovered that I
have zero percent American blood. But, I was born here and make a point to honour the spirits of this land and the spirits of the inhabitants
who were here before white people came. I do ceremonies to honour them, to thank them, to let them know that their ways are still
important and are needed today. I tell them that I remember them. 

However, I am not drawn - as many non-indigenous people are here in America - to Native American practices. I do not reach back to
the people of this land in order to feel a sense of belonging on this land, instead, I deeply respect the ways that I am aware of as a
descendent of white settlers. When I attended a Native American pow-wow years ago, I went with deep respect, having to acknowledge
that this is not my ancestral home, even though I was born here, that it is not my place.

It makes sense, but it is deeply spiritually confusing to say that this is not my place when I was born here; and remembering my
ancestors - the original settlers - makes me feel even more unsettled than anything. When the truth is honoured, I wonder where I do
belong.

Several years ago, I was surprised when the spirit of a Native American man came to me in a dream and led me to a dance to honour
the Bear Spirit.

I remember it vividly; the dream was more than a dream. So, after I awoke, I did a journey to meet this man, and he said he was Ojibwa
- a people I knew nothing about.  After the journey, when I did research online, I discovered facts that supported what I saw and
experienced in both the dream, and the journey.

Another indigenous spirit came to me one morning another time, when I was doing my daily practice. The spirit led me through a private
ceremony where he placed the spirit of two turkey feathers in my hair. I asked what they meant and he said it was so that the spirits of this
land would accept me and my work here on this land, even though my ancestors came from far away.

I was deeply, deeply moved and felt honoured by this spontaneous ceremony; it was completely unexpected, and I felt a shift afterward
in how I feel about my spiritual practice here.

My Ojibwa spirit helper told me that this other indigenous spirit was from a tribe who were similar to his, but that was closer
geographically to where I am now, so there was a commonality between them. This is something I have not found evidence for yet, but I
am researching.

The spirit who gave me the turkey feathers said he was Mahatuck, or as I understood, most likely from the Mattituck people who lived in
this area where I live now. 

On a recent visit to Garvies Point Museum in Glen Cove, NY, I read the following in their brochure:  ‘As early as 2500 BCE the Matinecock
Indians occupied a sheltered campsite on the south side of the property, adjacent to what was then a marsh. This was a small seasonal site with
fewer than 50 residents who were primarily hunters and gatherers of wild foods such as shellfish. This area was included in the tract of land
purchased in 1668 by Joseph Carpenter of Warwick, Rhode Island.’

When I read this, I instantly noticed the jarring gap between the sentences talking about the land where the Matinecock lived, and the
one about it being purchased in 1668.

As an animist and shamanic practitioner, it is my belief that land cannot be owned, and I am also keenly aware of what was likely to
have happened to the native people for the settlers to have ‘purchased’ the land from the Matinecock.

Reading this description of the land, and being aware of the glaring omission in its history, reminded me of the truth of the creation of
America and its brutalities. It reminds me of how so many Americans are almost under a spell of illusion. It reminds me of the rampant
white supremacy in this land, and systemic racism.

So many Americans have even taken the time to educate themselves about the history of this land, yet are still unsure - or unwilling - to
know how to discuss it or make sense of it. 

Many of us on a spiritual path, or those who are searching for one, are confused by what we sense about belonging, and by what is true.
Some of us feel as if they have a right to reach for an indigenous practice to which we have no blood connection, or have not been given
permission to have; while others of us reach for another culture’s practices that they feel connected to, but have no way of learning. It is a
jumble, for sure.

But, as I said before, I feel that  we Americans are slowly finding our way, although we need guidance.
We need to hear the voices of the indigenous people of this land and to the voices of people of colour. We need to look into our

histories, and hear the voices of our ancestors, read their stories, listen to our spirits, and find mentors in the physical world.
This is all so new; and it requires new pathways in order for us to be in sync with our ancestral lineages and the spirits of the places

where we live now.
New ways are required, and if we are in touch with our hearts and our guides, we will find our way forward in a good way.

Robyn Bellospirito is an artist, tanpura player, percussionist, butoh dancer, and shamanic practitioner. She lives in Long Island, NY, USA 
www.robynbellospirito.com
bellspirit@gmail.com

LIFE LESSONS FROM THE STEPPES

Experiences of an expedition in mongolia



Chris Lüttichau

I organised a month-long expedition to Mongolia in the summer of 2019, to experience the land and culture, and to experience some of
the country’s traditional shamanism. Three of us led the trip: Tim Cope - a wilderness guide who was familiar with Mongolia from many
previous trips there; Petri Leinonen - also a wilderness guide and a co-leader with me on our many expeditions in Lapland over the years;
and myself. 

During the first part of the expedition, we hiked over the steppe of northwestern Mongolia, and then spent a few days in the capital,
Ulaanbaatar; and for the last part took to canoes on Mongolia’s longest river, the Orkhon. 

Seven nomads, three cooks, three camp assistants, and two travel assistants - all Mongolian - as well as eleven pack camels and ten
horses, strode across the northwestern steppes, accompanying and supporting our group of 12 Westerners on the expedition. 

Once the group had gathered, and had settled, we asked everyone to hand over their watches; as one of our aims with this trip was to
encourage westerners to get out of their minds and into their spirit: to be in touch with the ‘shamanic self,’ so to speak.

I didn’t want the travelling across the country to be about how many miles people had walked each day, and how many miles that was
per hour, and what time was dinner going to be. Pastime questions like this - and many other similar things - are ways that the busy mind
keeps our awareness under its control. Instead of this, I wanted the group to experience the freedom of their own spirit, and to enter a
more natural way of being in the Mongolian wilderness.  

We all awoke very early every morning, as the nomads would knock on each person’s tent and give them a tub of warm water for
washing. Once dressed, people would walk over to a breakfast table, where Mongolian women had prepared a delicious and substantial
first meal of the day.  The nomads would then take down our camp, load the camels with all our gear, get on their horses, and ride to the
place we would meet them in the evening. The rest of us would set out on foot, carrying just a daypack with water and lunch.

This was something I call ‘shamanic walking:’ walking in a natural way, with a quiet awareness, not distracted by the clock, aware of our
footsteps and the land we were travelling through. We used the many hours we spent on foot, day after day, to enter a sort of altered state
of consciousness, which gave us the chance to experience reality from the place of spirit.

In my own shamanic training I had learned that often Westerners are a people dominated by the rational mind and by the analysis of events,
while native people seem generally more aware of the spirit and of feeling. We need both of course. We come out of balance if we only live in one
of these two worlds, and that affects everything around us. 

The intention with this expedition was to encourage those who took part to live on the edge of these two worlds, these two perceptions
of reality, day after day in the wilderness. 

There are many stories to share of what happened to us as we walked across the steppes.
At one point we met a snow leopard ranger on horseback, who taught us about snow leopards and about the hunting prowess of the

wolf. We did vision seeking in the wilderness, and ceremonies with Mongolians up in the mountains; giving offerings to the spirits. We
visited sacred lakes, and some had life-changing experiences at sacred places in nature.

We entered profound altered states of consciousness, as we immersed ourselves in the the landscape and the silence, and we shared our
personal experiences with others in our group in the evenings after dinner. As one participant, David Taylor put it: “Every day something incredible
happened.”

Here I will share two of the stories, two encounters with the incredible.
One afternoon, having walked since dawn, we saw a traditional ger1 in the distance; and we stopped about 100 metres away from it, on

the opposite bank of a river. There we sat down on the ground, and waited, in accordance with Mongolian tradition.
After a little while, we saw smoke rising through the ger’s central smoke hole, which meant that the family had seen us, and invited us

in for tea. A girl aged about ten came towards us with some horses and helped us cross the river on horseback, one by one.
At one point the commotion attracted another herd of horses, and they came galloping towards us, their hooves thundering on the

earth. The little girl shouted at them with such power that they all stopped dead in their tracks.
I looked at her in astonishment. The shout had come from deep within her belly, like the cry of an experienced martial artist, and it

carried a lot of authority. I saw how her life in the Mongolian wilderness had made her strong. 

We entered the yurt clockwise, Tim, Petri and myself first, placing ourselves in the west as tradition prescribes, next to the man of the
yurt; and when we were all seated, the woman of the yurt served us tea, and some cheese-like snacks.

We began the traditional opening conversation, asking how the animals were doing, and how the summer was going. Then we gave the
family gifts which we had brought with us, and some our our group took photos of the interior of the ger, with the family’s altar and a the
rifle on the wall, along with some of their family pictures.

Some of us asked questions about their life and culture, and we found that the family were very willing to share with us. We shared in
return, bringing out small photo albums, which each of us had made prior to the expedition, so we could show them to the nomad family.
These small photo albums were little collections of pictures that gave the nomads a glimpse of where we had come from, and what our
lives were like.

The family loved seeing these, and began to ask us questions, although we didn’t succeed in explaining everything in the photos, as this
Mongolian family lived without the modern comforts that we in the West take for granted. 

Soon it was time for us to leave and continue walking so that we could reach our evening’s camp in time for dinner; we still had some
hours of walking ahead of us. 

We stepped outside and said our goodbyes; and more photos were taken; and as we were about to leave, the main teaching of that day



came unexpectedly.
The ten-year-old girl who had helped us cross the river set off running towards a horse that was standing beyond the ger. As she reached the

horse, she jumped and landed on its back, and they took off at a full gallop, her long black hair blowing in the wind. No saddle, no stirrups, no
reins, no riding hat. The horse galloped across the grassland, which was broken by large rocks, and she rode completely fearless. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw another movement. Her five-year-old brother was running towards another horse, who was standing
closer to the ger.

He, too, swung himself onto its back and galloped after his sister, and like her, he rode without saddle, stirrups, reins or hat.
I watched in awe as the two of them crossed the treacherous ground at a full gallop. It seemed an embodiment of freedom, and I was

awed at their ability to trust and to express themselves.
In that moment I remembered the words of my Native American teacher, Hawk: “Teaching children to always be safe puts fear in them,

and makes them weak. You’ve got to let them be exposed to danger if you want them to become strong.” 
Now I could really see the truth of what Hawk had said to me, some 30 years earlier. This was the power of children who had been brought

up close to nature; they trusted, they were bold, they had strong spirits. Fear had not crept into their heart. They were in touch with the primal
self, and they danced with that power. 

Compare that to the fear-based, politically correct upbringing of Western children today. Health and safety regulations are everywhere,
telling children that life is dangerous: ‘don’t do this,’ ‘don’t do that,’ ‘be careful,’ ‘watch out...’

The West’s health and safety regulations can of course seem perfectly reasonable and appropriate from the perspective of a Westerner
who lives in their rational mind and perceives and interprets everything from the mind. Evidence which justifes the rules are plentiful; as the
mind is an expert at finding evidence. 

However, the people I met in the Mongolian wilderness didn’t live from their minds only; they also very much lived from a place of spirit. I
saw strong hearts in those two children, I saw their bright inner fire, and I saw how their upbringing out on the steppe had encouraged
them to keep that spirit fire alive. This was what our walking in Mongolia was all about. 

Apart from the fact that those two children had not been domesticated, in the way that so many children in Western countries have, I
saw something else in them. It reminded me of the many anthropological accounts about the old-time shamans who performed miraculous
feats.

The eminent Swedish anthropologist Ake Hulkranz wrote about traditional shamans and medicine people who would heal lethal
sicknesses, bring people back from the dead, heal deadly gunshot wounds, make blind people see again and help the lame walk.

Modern people - including most shamanic practitioners - for whom such accounts are beyond their concept of reality, will say that such
stories aren’t true. This is becasue those sort of feats don’t fit into our belief-systems.

But having lived amongst indigenous people, my experience is that some of them - to this day - are capable of performing such things.
Like the shamans of old, they possess two things that Westerners usually don’t have: complete faith in spirit, and trust in their own power of
connection, a power which often comes in dreams, or on some sort of vision quests, and which often includes shamanic songs.

The two Mongolian children had complete trust and faith when they got up on their horses. Trust is the foundation for everything; if
there is trust, one can feel safe, one can grow, and one can blossom.

Faith makes the impossible possible, because it is based on innocence and an open heart which dares to go beyond the limitations of
the mind, and venture into the unknown. Faith overcomes all doubt, and evokes courage and confidence. It gives clarity of mind, which is
the most powerful state of consciousness.

Trust and faith open the door to all potential - as they did for the old shamans - and these were the qualities I saw in those two children,
galloping bareback across the rocky Mongolian steppe. 

After we had completed the first part of our expedition, travelling across the steppes, and we spent a few days in Ulaanbaatar, we got on a
train and travelled towards the Orkhon River, which flows across Mongolia until it joins the Selenge river, close to the Russian border, whose
waters eventually end in Lake Baikal in Buryatia, one of the members of the Russian Federation.

We had hired a translator and guide for the train journey to the river, a young Mongolian woman who spoke very good English.
At one point during the journey, I asked how she had learned to speak the English language so well, and she eagerly told me about her

childhood in a ger on the steppe, where her family followed the yak, goats, sheep and horses as they grazed across the wide expanse of
grass land.

She told us that she was the youngest of four siblings, and that one day, when she was a small girl, she and her big sister were out
walking when they saw an aeroplane fly overhead. Her sister exclaimed; “That aeroplane is flying to America! When I grow up, I will go to
America and live there, and then I will bring you over too!”

That moment turned out to have a big impact on their lives, as  somehow her sister did manage to get to the USA in order to study. She
worked hard and did really well, and eventually managed to get a green-card for residency, and a job.

The sister ended up settling in the USA, and as she had promised on that long ago day on the steppe when they saw the aeroplane,
she managed to get her little sister over there too, to study English for three years. Then, our guide had returned to Mongolia and started
her own career, which included translating and guiding. 

When I asked her how two girls from the steppe of Mongolia managed to make their dream come true, she said; “We had to believe.” Then
she added, “The sky gives us power. We get energy from the sky.”

Like the two children riding bareback on their horses we had seen earlier, and like the old master shamans, the power of trust, faith -
combined with a clear intention - made the unlikely happen. 

Chris Lüttichau is the founder of Northern Drum Shamanic Centre. He is the author of the acclaimed books on shamanism, ‘Calling Us Home’ and ‘Spirit Animal
Guides.’ Chris has also appeared on British and Danish televison in regards to shamanism. He offers workshops internationally, leads wilderness expeditions, and
takes groups to sacred sites, such as ancient temples in Mexico and other places. 
www.northerndrum.com



NOTES:
1: Ger is the Mongolian name for a yurt, which is a Russian word. Gers are the traditional dwelling of the nomads, round felt tents over a framework of wood, with a
central fire place.

THE HORSE DANCE

Dawn Oakley-Smith and Dawn Morgan 

Talk to Nicholas Breeze Wood about their sacred work with horses and dance 

NBW: Could you tell me a bit about yourselves; what are your backgrounds with horses and ‘the sacred?’

DAWN MORGAN: Anything spiritual or religious was taboo in my family. My father lived in reaction to the abuse of being at a school run by the
Christian Brothers. So, subsequently I grew up full of fear of this unknown mysterious thing. Although, even though it was not named, or honoured at all
within my family, my sense of the sacred was strong as a child.

The gift of that family denial however, was that I didn’t have any dogma I had to follow. Much later I understood that the sacred is
everywhere, with the horses and in all the spiritual traditions.

As a child, my place of mystery, dreaming and gratitude was with animals and in nature. I grew up in Lancashire, in the north of England -
surrounded by wild woodland, moors, rivers and streams - and it was a blessing I’m very grateful for. It shaped my sense of the sacred.

I had special places I’d visit; a small waterfall I’d place wild flowers, and I remember once, under a bush, beside what I called my ‘witch
flower,’ I laid the iridescent body of a lizard. I’d be still for ages, and gently sing to the animals I encountered, hares, deers, buzzards and crows.
I loved to be with the pet animals we had as a family too. There was a quality of dreaming, reverence and one-ness... a sense of connection to
something bigger, and I realised pretty quickly that I had a need for that. Perhaps the chaotic unboundaried and wounding nature of my family
led me to seek sanctuary in those sorts of places. 

Later, when I began to emerge from the rollercoaster world of addiction I’d come to, it was through the embodied memory of those wild
places - and the wild nature within me - that I rediscovered myself; through dance and movement practices too.

I think, this is the way that I continue to find my way back to myself, and into a grounded connection with the sacred.

DAWN OAKLEY-SMITH: I think I’ve been aware of a connection to what we could call ‘God’ from a very young age.  When I was only 18
months old, my mother left me to follow her own path, with the sort of single-minded determination which didn’t allow for a small child. So, I was
raised by my grandparents in South Wales. I remember I was afraid to sleep alone, and I’d lie awake between my grandparents in their big
bed.

I became aware of what I call ‘threads,’ which seemed to come from just below my navel. In my mind I’d replay the events of the day, and my
encounters with people, and I’d notice that - if the encounter had been positive - more threads would attach to that person; and if it’d been a
negative encounter, the threads would be less. I even noticed that I could manipulate these threads, and send them to repair hurts I’d felt, caused
by any negative encounters.

That was my earliest experience of the sacred. It felt like there was something outside myself, which I could dialogue with, and it could bring me
comfort and a sense of direction.

When I got older, I lost my awareness of those threads, and I didn’t hear about things like that until I read the Carlos Castaneda books when
I was a teenager. In the books, Don Juan [his teacher] described them to Carlos.

That awareness of ‘something else,’ a vastness I had as a child, stayed with me, and certain things would trigger it. I remember when I was
about eight or nine, I saw the pop video that accompanied George Harrison’s song ‘My Sweet Lord.’ That stirred an intense feeling in my body,
which I can only describe as a yearning to ‘return home.’ 

The stories I heard about Jesus also took me outside and beyond myself, and trying to follow this power led me to study Religious Education
as a teenager, and then to taking a BA in Theology.

But my interest wasn’t solely Christian, and the syllabus let me study other faiths like Buddhism, Hinduism, Judaism and Islam. My interest
was always in humanity’s yearning for the divine.

So, what about horses, where did they come in to the story?

DM: I remember as a child, I was horse mad. I used to draw them, and I’d dream about them. I used to read about them, longing to know
them. My Aunty is a highly respected horsewoman, renowned for turning around horses who were thought lost causes. It was through her, and
my parents being finally worn down by me, that I was blessed with a pony, Toby.

I loved Toby so much, he was clever, quick and dependable, but he also had his own very strong opinions. We were inseparable, every
spare moment I’d be with him in the woods and fields. If I got lost out on the moor, he’d avoid the bogs and get me back on track. Once,
when I got lost in a thunderstorm, he became very calm and took me home. 

My bond with him was natural and easy, and he was my doorway to a deeper relationship with the sacred. The rhythm of riding, of being
connected to another being, who was nature himself took me places I’d not been to before in the land, and into my heart as well. I still dream of
him.

DOS: My relationship with horses began when I was about nine. My stepfather bought shares for me in an Exmoor pony called Flash. I had an



early sort of ‘implicit knowing’ that horses were something which would fill an aching void in me, but we were too poor to own a horse. So it
wasn’t until I met Flash, that my ‘implicit knowing’ was validated. Since then I have never been without horses.

So horses have been around for you both since you were really little.

DM: Oh yes, and later, in my twenties, when I returned to the land where I grew up, my father had a herd of Prewalski’s Wild Horses 1 from a
zoo living there, and that was amazing. It was a little herd, just five, including a stallion; but they were a strong force, and their presence touched
me deeply.

I saw their sense of family, and the nobility of the fearless protector spirit of their stallion. Even when ‘the powers that be’ decided he must
be euthanised, and the vet had to chase him relentlessly in order to dart him, the stallion’s only concern was to protect his family.

After he died, I had his skin preserved, which looking back seems a strange thing for a twenty something woman who loves animals to do, but
I knew I had to do it somehow. It was over 30 years later, when we began to birth the Horse Dance that this made sense.

His spirit works with us in the Horse Dance, and perhaps he was always with me. Sometimes we wrap him, his skin, around one of the
people we work with - our horse dancers -  if they need his most particular noble, masculine medicine, 

I call him Bataar Batu Gerel, which is Mongolian for ‘Heroic Loyal and Light.’

DOS: Horses were always important to me too, and when I was in my thirties, after I’d had my children, I became yard manager at a local riding
stables. There I learned how not to keep and manage horses. This was an important lesson for me.

Many horses who live a traditional life - stabled, shod, rugged and bitted - are traumatised and have learned how to dissociate.

Dissociate?

DOS: Yes, they shut down their finer senses and remove themselves - in spirit - from their situation. 
The I Ching says, ‘a horse is to the earth, as a dragon is to heaven;’ and it’s true. So, in order to stay present and grounded, regulate their

emotions, and inhabit their lives authentically, as they are meant to, horses need to be able to move their feet at will.
A stabled horse can’t do that, and will therefore internalise and shut down their natural prey animal responses. Because of this, they often

develop neuroses, and what we call ‘stable vices,’ patterns of neurotic behaviour.
A shod horse can’t even feel the earth against his feet because of the iron shoes and so cannot process the ground - they literally can’t

Ground - in the way they are meant to. 
These were some of the behaviours and responses I saw in the horses at the stables where I worked.
I also saw children being encouraged to interpret a horse’s efforts at communication with them as naughty or bad behaviour. The children

were encouraged to punish the horse by hitting them with a crop to control and dominate them.

That must have been very distressing for you?

DOS: Yes, and I began to see this as a metaphor for how we are in relationship to ourselves. The more time I spent at the stables, the
more uncomfortable I became.

Then I came across the work of Monty Roberts and his ‘horse-whispering.’ That changed everything. I attended one of his demos, and saw
the different method he used - a non-violent approach to the horse-human relationship. This was the alternative approach I had been seeking.

I set up a centre, ‘Heartshore Horses’ to teach ‘natural horsemanship.’
When I started it was just a small piece of land I rented from an eccentric lady doctor, and I had a tiny herd of four horses.... but from those

beginnings it grew and evolved.
I also became involved with a local college which offered education to young people suffering from autistic spectrum disorders. 
Through my work with one autistic boy I met Rupert Isaacson who wrote the beautiful book ‘The Horseboy 2,’ which is about his

pilgrimage to visit shamans in Mongolia with his autistic son. I worked with Rupert for about two years at various ‘Horseboy Camps’ and
offered ‘Horseboy Method Trainings.’ That time taught me so much about the interface between human nature and ‘the other.’

Around that time I was also introduced to a book by Linda Kohanov, ‘The Tao of Equus,’ which is the definitive work introducing a
modality called ‘Equine Facilitated Human Development and Learning;’ and in 2011 qualified as a facilitator with IFEEL, the UK
organisation that arose out of her work. I also worked with a charity called Key4Life, which helped young offenders make different choices,
and get greater understandings of their emotional life. The horses bring a very powerful medicine to these young men.

I think it’s been a blessing that my devotion to what is sacred, and my passion for horses, have come together; horses and the sacred
are inseparable for me.

My observations of people who come for ‘horse medicine’ show me that we - as a species - are not in right relation with all the various aspects
of ourselves, or in our relationship to the sacred. I’d say that the horses are coming forward to redress some of these imbalances.

The Horse Dance, which we birthed seven years ago, is, for me, the most powerful embodiment of this horse medicine, combining as it
does, music, dance, horses and the wounds of our species.

So tell me a bit about the Horse Dance, how did it come about and what is it you do?

DOS: Well, I met Dawn M. about seventeen years ago, when she brought her son for lessons with the horses. Arien, her son, was a very
sensitive, intuitive child, who needed an approach to horses and riding, which would allow his rather expansive view of the world: Arien seemed
to see into other dimensions....

Over time, Dawn and I developed a friendship because of our common love of horses and our desire to see them understood and in harmony with



their essential nature. But it was years before I realised Dawn was a dance teacher too. Part of her work was 5 Rhythms Dance, well, I’d never heard
of it, but when she explained it to me, it made perfect sense.

DM: Yes, my family - especially the women - love to dance, my mum, my sisters and my grandmother, all of us. We’d put on music and dance
and laugh together. When I hit adolescence, my unprocessed trauma - like for many of us - began to wreak havoc, but through all that, dancing,
and of course horses, was my refuge, my way through.

I was an awkward, shy, just about mute teenager, but if I could get myself onto the dance floor I knew I’d be OK.
But, I soon discovered that as I danced I felt more confident, better able to inhabit myself, if that makes sense. And I found I was more able

to interact with others after the music had stopped. It was like the sacred was there on the dance floor, wrapping its arms around me, bringing
me home to myself.

Of course, I had no name for it back then, but I sensed what was happening. Dancing became a sort of thread that connected me to life,
and it was the place where I processed difficult stuff.  

DOS: I think that way of encouraging the soul to inhabit the body, through music and movement, deepens and enriches people. Dawn calls her
work ‘Shapeshift Dance’ now, and I think it really does ‘shapeshift’ people.

But, personally I was always very suspicious of dancing as I grew up. I never went to discos or night-clubs, and if anyone asked me to
dance, I’d run a mile in the other direction. But when I heard about Dawn’s work it was different somehow.

DM: Yes, when I was introduced to the 5 Rhythms by Susannah and Ya’Acov Darling-Khan, it was a profound homecoming. I went on to study with
Gabrielle Roth - who created 5 Rhythms work - and trained with her for many years. She was brilliantly funny, beloved and wise. 

I went on to study with many other amazing movement teachers too, and each one gave me a new perspective. They all led me into a
deeper connection with all that is sacred, from an embodied perspective. Later on, I did an MA in Dance Somatic Education and Well-being,
and I studied many different movement and embodiment practices. I also learnt better how to articulate all my experiences.

But don’t be fooled, ‘cos growing up I struggled to be in my body so much. It was far easier sometimes to exit-left, freeze, dissociate and
disappear. Movement has been, and still is, a potent healing medicine for me, a way to reclaim my sense of self. Another important thread in
my evolution is my training in pre and peri-natal psychology, where I learned how our earliest traumas inform our daily lives.

I gather all my learnings into Shapeshift Dance, and that, and all my teachers - and all those who dance with me - underpin everything I bring
to the Horse Dance.

DOS: When I was in my twenties, I read a book called ‘The Firebrand’ by Marion Zimmer Bradley. It’s the ancient Greek story of Cassandra,
the priestess who foretold the fall of Troy, but who isn’t believed.

The book opens with a rich and exciting description of the sacred bull-dancers from the Temple of Diana; and the sense of ritual it invoked stuck
with me.

The idea of attempting something similar, with horses - not bulls - was seeded in me, and it grew over the years, nourished by my
accumulating experiences, until I met Dawn M..

When I read Kohanov’s ‘The Tao of Equus,’ I came across her mention of horse-dancing as part of her Equine Facilitated Learning modality;
and I experienced my first horse dance at the end of my own training, but that was light-hearted, and more about having fun at the end of the
course. 

In Kohanov’s ‘Horse Card’ deck, which was created in conjunction with Kim McElroy, there’s a card that speaks of a tradition amongst the
devotees of Lord Krishna, of dancing under the moon until the god appears.

So I guess, what led me to the Horse Dance, was the wounds of my early life, my meeting with Dawn and her dance work, and Tao of
Equus. But, I think it was always in my soul somehow; expanding through music, moving the body and engaging with the elemental horse
nature - all as a gesture to God … 
So tell me about the actual Horse Dance. Is it based on traditions from other cultures - you mentioned Krishna. Do
sacred traditions still exist and function?

DOS: I’m not aware that the Horse Dance - in the form we offer - has its roots anywhere else, but I know Dawn has researched it more than me…
As I said, for me, the seed of the idea came from that description of bull-dancing in The Firebrand book. I guess what Dawn and I have done

is take this to a deeper level, to include a more conscious awareness of the sacred and how we are moved by the universe in the ‘dance of life.’

DM: Yes, I’ve researched horse dancing several times, and most of what I’ve come across is horses who look stressed; performing ‘dance moves’ that
have been imposed on them by people, using various pieces of punishing looking equipment.

There are exceptions, but I’ve not seen anywhere the expression of freedom and soul that we are inviting in both for horse and human in our
work.

DOS: Knowing what I now know about horses and the horse-human relationship, I’m almost certain that something similar must have existed -
and perhaps continues to exist - in horse-oriented cultures somewhere, where humans live in close contact with their animals and horses are
central to their way of life. Places like Mongolia for instance, but we’ve not found reference to them.

One of our indispensable assistant facilitators of the Horse Dance, a woman called Anna Saqquara Price, recently brought to our attention
an ancient Norse practise of horse divination called Hippomancy 3, where the priest or priestess would place two spears on the ground and
would lead a horse over them. The way the horse stepped over these spears would reveal answers to questions, or provide meanings and
messages.

We did offer one particular Horse Dance where the theme was horse oracle, and people were invited to come with a question relevant to
their life.  The answer to the question was revealed in this particular person’s Horse Dance.



So how do you both work? Tell me about your horse dance, how do you get people to meet and work with your herd of
horses?

DOS: I think there is a seed moment in a person’s journey which leads them to the Horse Dance. It’s a feeling of quiet unrest, a yearning, a
reaching for the unknown, seeking answers. There may be dreams, or signs and portents from nature  Perhaps a chance meeting with a white
horse on a hillside in Wales, who knows….

But something will fall into place and the person will know they are on the right track, and their feet just follow the pre-ordained steps.
A person brings their yearning - and enquiring mind and open heart and comes to work with us. They also need to bring a piece of music and

the beginnings of a costume and materials for decorating themselves, each other and the horses. 
On the first evening people gather, and after the opening circle we walk the boundaries of the land and call in the four directions, the above, the

below and the within. We call upon Mother Earth, Father Sky, the spirit beings and all the Horses, asking for them to bring their wisdom, guidance
and protection, to help us weave the alchemical ‘alembic;’ the vessel of transformation, that will contain our process for the duration of the retreat.

DM: This sacred work welcomes many different kinds of people, even those who are afraid of horses. We had one participant who, on her first
retreat, was not able to go into the field with the horses because of her fear of them. Over time she’s returned and experienced many Horse
Dance rituals. Right now she’s a regular visitor and volunteer, gaining confidence. She’s developed a perceptive and insightful sense of the herd
and grounded her fear.

DOS: Each day begins with movement led by Dawn. The movement leads, and inspires the soul to move the body, and the body to move the
heart and soul.

Then I lead everyone through a ‘meet the herd’ exercise, where they’re asked to notice which horse has the biggest impact on them, which
herd member do they resonate with most strongly.

This is the first encounter with the horses, and is often very powerful. Frequently the connection between a person and a particular horse is
very obvious - the horse will approach the fence and look directly at the person; or some significant incident will occur as a person is focusing on
a particular horse. This is a silent exercise and there is no physical contact between horse and human.

Then I share the personal histories of the horses who have been ‘chosen’ - the horses who have stepped forward to participate in the dance
- and it’s often fascinating to see the resonance between a horse’s history and the story of their chosen participant.

DM: Dawn knows the herd and each horse intimately, the horse’s history, gifts and wounds will draw them to a human who has something that
is somehow the same. For example, If it is a horse called Moth who steps forward, it will likely be about a mother wound issue. This process is
profound and amazes me every time.

We have another horse called Casper. Dawn knows, because of Casper’s history, that when he chooses a human to dance with, the dance
will likely be about grief. 

I remember a woman coming to us who was filled with the grief of having recently lost her partner, as well as his five brothers, a whole generation
of men lost in the Iraq war. The horse that chose her was Casper the ‘grief horse’ and when they stepped into sacred space together she danced her
grief, and he was connected with her all the way. 

There was a long moment when they just stood facing each other, her grief song, her chosen music played, and she shook with her loss.
It was clear to me that she was also expressing the horse’s losses too, just as he witnessed hers. It was not apparent to me until that
moment, how this work could be for the horses too.

DOS: Yes, absolutely. Then we start working with boundaries, first by exploring our own human-to-human ones. You know, very often people
are surprised by how much space their body needs in order for their mind to stay present. Exploration of boundaries seems especially significant
in these Covid times. Perhaps an unsought gift from Covid has been the opportunity to give each other more space?

After working with human-to-human boundaries, the dancers take what they’ve learned out to the herd, and play with approaching the horse
they met earlier. This is the first time the participants will have been in proximity to the horses, and we set it up with great sensitivity and respect.
The participant is taught how to read the body language of the horse, which may ask for a ‘sacred pause’ in the contact. They also have to
listen to the information their own bodies may be bringing them.

If conditions are in alignment, if the approach has been sensitive and congruent, the participant can then enter the horse’s personal space
and ask the horse’s permission to touch them. This is often a poignant moment. Another purpose of the boundary exercise is to establish safety
of course, both for the horse and the participant.

The next stage for the participant is to learn some basic horsemanship skills, so that if they want to be able to move their horse they will
know how. We have several horsemanship sessions before the dance itself, which is normally on day four.

Often recorded music is brought out and into the herd, so that the music informs everything we do, and works its own magic. Like we said,
each participant brings along a piece of music, one they have a relationship with, and these pieces are played in the background. In that way the
horses are acclimatised to the sound too.

We also have frequent sharing circles, where we sit together, process and integrate whatever’s arising - emotions, questions, answers,
observations, expanding awareness, soul-searching.... And there’s also spaciousness - participants are frequently invited to sit and journal, or
walk the land, or just find a place to simply sit and breathe in nature, surrounded by the horses and the other beings who share the environment.

By day four the participants and horses are ready, and the moment for the actual dance ritual has arrived. 
Time’s given for each participant to be prepared by their fellows. They are dressed in the costume they’ve brought along, and adorned with

face paint, feathers, beads and flowers. Each horse is prepared in the same way too.
This is often a very precious time for people, as each participant is celebrated for who they are, and the aspects of themselves they love the



most are recognised and enhanced by their fellows. There’s an atmosphere of warmth, holding, humour and love.

The Horse Dance itself happens in a small outdoor ‘round,’ an area that is erected with posts and tape, often by the participants themselves
as part of the ritual.

The participant leads their horse in a processional to the arena, and pauses at the four directions - fire, earth, air and water - in order to
receive the blessings of the elements from their fellow dancers.

At the entrance to the round the participant is asked if they are ready to step more deeply into sacred space, then they step through, and the
Horse Dance unfolds, bringing its messages and its medicine, often in surprising or unexpected ways.

At the close, when the dancers - both human and equine - leave the round, we ask that silence is maintained so that the sanctified
energy is not dissipated in idle chit-chat; lost before it has had a chance to settle.

The final day is all about integration; there’s a sense of peace, openness, deep rest, love of companionship and a sense of authentic
community... tribe if you like.

DM: It’s the participants and the horses who have taught us about what we were doing, as well as our own experience of horse dancing. Some
of our first Horse Dancers return each year to immerse themselves in the potent medicine of the dance.

It was the horses who whispered to me that there was so much more for us humans to learn. They showed me my next steps on the journey
to inhabit more of me, places where I am not fully incarnate; and I realised the potential of sharing this journey with others. 

Ritual space brings a quality of witnessing to the proceedings, which creates safety from our judgemental tendencies, and invites a state of
expanded awareness where we can see that everything’s just as it should be. It can be vulnerable, revealing and exposing, as well as beautiful
and transporting.

I think to step into a horse dance ritual, is an invitation to be utterly present with the Mystery. It can be provoking to witness the ritual too, and
we’re careful to frame the experience as one that offers a reflection of our own relationship with the divine.

DOS: Yes, the Horse Dance is for anyone seeking… I’d say seeking a deeper connection with the sacred, a greater understanding of their own
inner landscape and how to inhabit it. Many people also come because they want to unlearn old ways of being with horses too, or want to spend
time in nature, communicating with the other-than-human.

So what is it you think people get from the experience?

DM: I think the Horse Dance offers people the opportunity to express and connect from the inside out, drawing us towards an embodied
experience of the divine.

We endeavour to drop expectations of how it should look, so that we can witness the unfolding beauty and lessons in what’s occurring.
As a group we bond through sharing our stories and listening in a circle format. We share our intentions, stories about our lives, our hopes

and fears. We dance together, we drum, journey and sing, we laugh and learn about the horses and spend time with them. We become a
‘horse tribe,’ and this sense of connection often remains long afterwards. Like we said, Horse Dancers return time after time to renew
friendships, to be with the herd again, and deepen their divine practice.

DOS: It is difficult to quantify what people get from it. Many times I’ve heard participants say that it’s been life-changing, that it’s brought a
deep rest, or peace. Some say it’s inspired them to make much-needed changes in their life’s direction too. 

Participants speak of the love they feel in the presence of the horses, of an authentic community, of holding, of healing old wounds... 
For me it deepens me every time, opening me to layers and layers of consciousness and awareness. It affirms utterly for me the fact that we

are in relationship with something wholly ‘other,’ and that this vastness loves us all absolutely.

DM: Yes, I’ve learnt how the horses call for our authenticity, and dismiss the masks we use to hide and protect ourselves with. They offer us a
clear mirror. They’re are master teachers of the dance of embodiment, presence, boundaries and authenticity - so, as a dancer working with
embodiment, how could I not be enthralled?

Horses commune with earth and sky, and inhabit realms that are quite other to us busy-minded humans, yet in their presence, we can be
captured and drawn into the heart of the divine. 

There’s a tendency in so many of us towards splitting off from our bodies, and this tendency is reflected in how most horsemanship methods
approach horses. We seem to assume superiority and dominance, believing that these ‘things’ are here for our use, and that horses must
submit. Like our bodies, the horse is objectified.

It is heartbreaking to encounter horses - and people - who’ve been ‘broken’ into a state of learned helplessness.
The horse’s wisdom, like the body’s wisdom, gets shut down, and we don’t know anymore even how to listen; the language of mutual

communication is lost. The horse - like the body - is expected to act like an automaton, and when it doesn’t we believe there is a problem
to be fixed and dominated. 

Perhaps the tremendous power of nature expressed by a horse at liberty, or a body that can move with wild abandon is just too fearful for our
domesticated selves. 

But, I’d like to open a door in your imagination. There’s a beautiful ancient horse carved on that door, and when you step through, you’re in
bright sunlight and above you is the endless blue sky.

You smell incense and the sweet smell of horse. You feel the wind on your face, and your hair moves like the manes of the horses you see
before you.

You notice a feeling of earth within you that’s new to you, and you’re aware of your breath nourishing the beat of your heart. 
Before you is a strange spectacle like no other. There are people dressed in feathers, beads, and ribbons, and horses decorated and

painted the same. A horse and a human step into the circle and, as exquisite music pours forth, a dance begins. The horse and human
commune, and are witnessed and held by the circle. You receive insights, questions are answered, your heart is touched, your spirit is



renewed.

Dawn Oakley-Smith is the founder of Heartshore Horses. She has always been passionate about horses and was fortunate enough to be able to make them her life.
In 2001 she studied with Intelligent Horsemanship, and Heartshore became a Centre for teaching Natural Horsemanship. In 2011 she qualified with IFEEL and is now a
senior member of the Faculty. Around the same time, she worked with Rupert Isaacson, developing the Horseboy methodology. Heartshore has evolved to become a place
where Horse Medicine is offered through various modalities, with an authentic Herd.
www.heartshore-horses.co.uk
dawnoakleysmith@gmail.com

Dawn Morgan was born in Lancashire and now lives close to Stroud in the Cotswolds, England, where she facilitates Shapeshift Dance and Movement classes and retreats.
She tends to her horses, dogs and chickens, offers community prayer lodges, drumming circles and co-facilitates Horse Dance retreats.
She trained with Gabrielle Roth to teach the 5 Rhythms, and has trained to work with early traumatic imprints from our pre and peri-natal time with Ray Castelliano. She has
a BSc in Psychology and MA in Dance, Somatic Education and Well-being. 

www.shapeshift.co.uk
dawn@shapeshift.co.uk

NOTES:
1: Prewalski’s Horses, which are also called Mongolian wild horses and Dzungarian horses, are a rare and endangered breed of horse native to the steppes of Central Asia.
They became extinct in the wild, but captive breeding has allowed them to be reintroduced into Mongolia since the 1990s, and at several other locations in Central Asia and
Eastern Europe.

2: Read an article by Rupert Isaacson about taking his son to work with Mongolian shamans in Sacred Hoop issue 64.

3: Hippomancy is a form of divination with horses. In the book ‘Horses in Divination in Old Norse Religion in Long-Term Perspectives’, the authors Anders Andren, Kristina
Jennbert, and Catherina Raudvere tell of the use of horses as a divinatory tool by Western Slavic Tribes. This method called involved the breeding of sacred horses to be
used as oracles.
Divination was performed when a horse walked over two spears placed on the ground in front of the temple. The pattern in which the horse stepped over the spears -
including whether or not a hoof touched the spears - all helped the priests determine the outcome of the matter in hand.

AN ANCESTOR FOR YOUR ALTAR

Connecting with the Ancestors by making Ancestor Fetish Dolls for your altar

Nicholas Breeze Wood

One thing we all have in common are ancestors. When we think of ancestors, we might think of our Great Grandmother, and maybe we
have photos of her, or perhaps of a distant Uncle, or a Great Grandfather. If we are really lucky we may have especially old photos, I have
some dating back to the 1870s or 80s, showing some of my ancestors.

But of course our ancestors go much further back than that, back through the Medieval and Dark Ages, back through the Iron and
Stone Ages, back through the age of dinosaurs, back to the first life on earth, billions of years ago... and they lived, through mass
extinctions, continental drift and species migration, plagues, famines and wars, passing on their offspring, until the line came eventually
down to you and I.

Ancestors are important in shamanism and animism, although of course, we don’t tend to think about our pre-human ancestors very much, if
at all, but our human ancestors are closer to us, and those from the recent past closest of all.

So, many cultures revere their ancestors, even ancestors so far back that their names are lost. But for lots of cultures, the maintenance
of a known family tree, a list of named ancestors, is considered important, and it will not be uncommon for people to have a mental list of
who they were, going back ten or more generations.

This is not the case very much in the West. Western society is heavily fractured because of the industrial revolution and the other
technological and social changes which came with and after it.

If your ancestral roots are from Europe, the chances are that deep in the past, your ancestors would have lived close to the land for
centuries, really not changing in the way they lived that much for several thousand years. Because of this, they would have known their
ancestral line fairly intimately.

Then, as society changed a great deal a few centuries ago, they would quite likely have moved to the growing cities, or perhaps even
moved abroad, to America or Australia; and because of this, fractures would have happened, and roots - and with them sacred folk
traditions and folk memories and stories of the land - were slowly erased.

We see this happening in Mongolia and China, and other ‘developing’ countries right now.
In Mongolia it was considered essential to know one’s ancestral line back for many generations, but Communism destroyed that

connection to the past in a systematic manner, and now family lines there have been lost. 
Also, people there moved from living a rural life in small bands, out on the steppes, to living in Ulaanbaatar and other urban centres.

Ulaanbaatar did not exist, as what we would think of as a city, until a hundred years or so ago, before then it was a tented nomadic
Buddhist community and trading centre, with no proper buildings and few people; now it is a modern city, and contains roughly half the
population of Mongolia.

This rapid change of culture is a big part of the reason why shamanism is currently thriving in Mongolia. People there are seeking out



ways to find, and hold on to ‘their roots,’ as a way to cling to a cultural identity; and shamanism provides a good way for that. This is why
we see so many non-traditional ‘shamans’ springing up in Mongolia, it is a direct result of a population clinging to something which helps
give identity; and if a person does not have an actual lineage of shamanism to draw from, they will invent one.

We see similar sociological currents with the Western New Age movement. People looking for meaning in a culture which is going
through rapid change, and which has fragmented and does not have a grounded sense of reality any more, because it has moved so far
away from the land, and the natural way of living.

So, seeking to contact our ancestors and making a space for them in our sacred life is a way for us to get a sense of attachment to our
roots. But this needs to be grounded. We need to be careful not to romanticise and fantasise about our ancestors, or generate a sort of
aggrandisement about them, fantasising about who and what they were.

THE SHAMAN ANCESTORS
In traditional shamanism, ancestral spirits are generally the most important spirit helpers a shaman can have.

The Core Shamanic idea of ‘Power Animal Helpers’ is very much a creation of Michael Harner and rarely exists in traditional
shamanism.

This is not to say we should all reject our animal-shaped spirit helpers, but it is important to realise that traditional cultures do not
generally have these sorts of spirits. Instead they have spirit helpers who are very often ancestral, and especially helpers who are shamanic
ancestors.

The word for these ancestral spirit helpers in Mongolian is ongod. An ongod is the spirit of an ancestral shaman, who died and, instead
of reincarnating, was bound to the earth in a ritual process, to become a helper spirit for future shamans.

It is these ongod spirits who take over a shaman’s body when they go into trance, which is why shamanism in traditional cultures is mostly
seen as a ‘blood and bone’ tradition, running down family lines. And because these spirits are ancestral, they are known to all the shamans
of the family line: ‘Oh, it’s the spirit of Grandmother Bolormaa, she came into me last week, give her some vodka, we know she gets bad
tempered if we don’t give her some vodka straight away when she comes into a shaman!’

We in the west do not have ongods in the same way. The Core Shamanic spirit animals are all seen as individuals - my Bear spirit helper is not
your Bear spirit helper -  and, although they may share animal archetypes - ‘all bear spirits are like this or that’ - they are not collectively known
individual spirits, who come to groups of shamanic practitioners in turn, so the practitioners can build up knowledge about one single spirit known
to them all.

Of course, there is a 100% certainty that your ancestors were a tribal people with a pre-Abrahamic, animistic sacred tradition. This may or may
not have been a shamanistic tradition, but if the urban myths of genetics are to be believed, a large proportion of the world has Genghis Khan as a
direct ancestor, and if that is the case, somewhere in your family tree there is probably a Mongolian shaman. But whether you can connect to that
ancient ancestral spirit - or if they want to connect to you - is a great matter of conjecturer: remember what I said about aggrandisement and
fantasising about who, and what, they were.

Certainly, there is a growing industry about ancestry, fuelled in part by Americans, who are often so rootless as a people that many powerfully
crave a connection to ‘the Old World’ in order to gain a greater understanding of who they are.

This craving for connection seems to be a very human trait, and has given rise to the family tree Industry and the deep DNA industry as
well.

It’s interesting to delve into the past, and I am lucky, I have a niece who has taken on the role of family genealogist, and traced both the
Breeze and Wood sides of my family back around nine or ten generations.

I also took DNA tests some years ago and discovered things about my yDNA (father’s line) and mtDNA (mother’s line).
My father’s DNA haplogroup is a recent mutation, a mere few thousand years old, and comes from Northern Germany - that side of my

family, no doubt being a typical Anglo Saxon migrant, or invader of Britain.
My mother’s DNA haplogroup however is one of the rarest and oldest in Europe, and her mutation was around 50,000 years ago in

Central Asia.
Her people, the Cro-Magnon, made the cave paintings in SW France, and a recent highly life-like facial recreation of a 17,000 year old

excavated skeleton of a woman, by the French expert Élisabeth Daynès, enables me to gaze at the face of a direct blood ancestor of mine,
without doubt, either a Great..G.. Aunt or a Great..G.. Grandmother.

Now, you can, if you wish, use shamanic journeying as a way to connect with ancestors, but again that warning about fantasy and
aggrandisement comes in. But if you are so moved, you might like to go to your most trusted helper spirits and ask them “if it is desirable,
please take me to an ancestral spirit who loves me and wishes to meet with me.” You can then see what happens - maybe something,
maybe nothing.

Go through your trusted helper spirits so you have a safeguard in the process.
I have only done this once myself, it does not feel like something of great importance to me, but through that one journey I met a Norse

Grandmother spirit, who I think of as a spirit helper. Of course I cannot prove this, cannot prove she lived, and so I just accept her on face
value, with a big dollop of maybe on the side,  and a big nod of respect to her and gratitude to her too.

BLOOD, LINEAGE AND LAND
So, a shaman will have their blood ancestors as helper spirits, and expect to become a blood ancestor for future shamans in their turn
when they die; and you have your own blood ancestors too, those you know about, and those you don’t; and maybe those you discover
through a shamanic journey. But there are also other forms of ancestor, the lineage ancestor and the land ancestor.

Linage ancestors may or may not be blood ancestors. For a shaman on the steppes of Eurasia they probably are, but they can also be
ancestors who have no blood ties to you at all.

If you have trained in a martial art, say judo as an example, your lineage ancestors are all the masters who went before you, who
developed the fighting style and physical moves which you now work with. The same if you are part of any long sacred tradition such as



Tibetan Buddhism, where your lineage ancestors will be all the lamas and practitioners who were part of your school of Buddhism over the
centuries.

But the same is true of less organised lineages. For example if you practice Core Shamanism, Michael Harner is your lineage ancestor, even if
you never met him or worked with him. He is your lineage ancestor because probably one of your teachers - or perhaps the author of a book you
read - will have been taught by him, or was taught by someone who was taught by him, or by someone who read one of his books and applied the
teachings.

I have worked with quite a few Native American medicine people over the years, so all their teachers, and their teachers, and backwards
through time, are part of an informal group of lineage ancestors I am grateful to.

And it does not just lie with sacred traditions. If you are an artist, or a writer, or musician - or pretty much anything really - then the
people who taught, or inspired you, or taught or inspired the people who passed teachings or instructions on to you, will all be part of your
extended line of lineage ancestors. There are a vast number of people who stand behind you, and all of them part of your lineage ancestor
group.

Land ancestors are the ancestors who have lived in your general area, whom you are not related to by blood, nor related to by lineage.
This is a type of ancestor which I suspect is much more common in the west than in other parts of the world, as we, as a people, have

moved around more than some indigenous peoples have. We have migrated, moved to different areas to seek work, possibly moved to
different countries and settled there.

If you are an American of European, African or Asian blood there are land ancestors where you now live, the Native peoples who were
there before the Conquest and invasion of North America.  The same is true in Europe, as different waves of invaders came into every country
and replaced people who where there before them.

So to honour the ancient, and more recent ancestors on the land where you live is a good thing to consider doing; remembering as
always, not all of them will love you, so don’t just throw open the doors to all and sundry.

HONOURING THE ANCESTORS
Honouring the ancestors - both blood, lineage and land - is an important aspect of developing your sacred connection, and paying respect to
them is an important way to gain a sacred network and support for your practice. However remember the golden rule, not everyone loves you or
wishes you well, so it is always good to put that caveat on requests for help or contact. I always say, and encourage others to use the phrase;
‘those who love me.’ This is a magical filter of intent to block out those who do not have your best interests at heart.

I have representations of female and male blood ancestors, and female and male lineage ancestors on my altar - as well as a single
more general representation of the local land ancestors - and I greet them, and thank them each day, as part of my morning practice.

These representations can be anything. I have a stone animal which represents each of my blood ancestors and also other objects. These
animals I was given through shamanic work, as totemic symbols for the male and female blood ancestors, you could do a journey to ask your
helper spirits for such a symbol, maybe it will be an animal or maybe it will be something else. Any symbol is perfect, it is a physical thing to
focus your intent on.

I also have a carved doll representing the Norse grandmother whom my spirits introduced me too, as well as two simple dolls which
represent the male and female lineage ancestors, and a stone which represents the local land ancestors.

If you wish to add another level of symbolism, the placement of these ancestral representations on your altar matters. In quite a few
traditions, the male representations are on the left hand side of an altar as you look at it, and the female representations are on the right
hand side.

Your left side is your female side and your right side is your male side. This is found in many cultures around the world, and so, if you
stood on your altar looking out, your left side would have the female representations and your right side would have the male
representations. One thinks of the altar as if it was a living person standing before you. It has a male and female side, just like you do, so
when you stand before the altar, it is like standing before a person.

You can make offerings to the ancestors, giving them whatever they like, and there is no hard fast rule here, as different cultures have
different traditional offerings.

You might feed them with rice, or give them water or vodka to drink, or tobacco, or chocolate, or money, or precious stones, or anything
that seems appropriate.

With your blood ancestors, think about them when you give them your thanks each day, think of all the fathers and their struggles
looking after their families over the centuries, keeping them safe, building homes, finding food, defending them against enemies,  and
thank them.

Think of all the mothers, loving and looking after children and caring about them, carrying babies in their wombs and giving birth; and
remember it was not always black and white, some fathers were care givers and some mothers were warriors, fighting for their people.

Think and be grateful for all those previous generations, who, if they had not existed, would mean your own body would not exist here
and now. Think of their sacrifices, all their trials and tribulations. 

Remember too that somewhere in your ancestors there were parents who were highly abusive and others who were loving, and gave of
themselves selflessly - both saints and demons - and sometimes the demons were as essential to the ancestral line as the saints were,
and you would not be here, in your body, without them. The past is not tidy, and our ancestors not squeaky clean. 

With the lineage ancestors it is much the same, give thanks and gratitude to them all, whoever they were, for passing on the sacred
teachings they carried, teacher to pupil, across countless generations.

And the land ancestors where you live, the people who lived in your street before you, on your land before you, remember them too.
Maybe there were battles on the land where you live, maybe there were celebrations and great happiness. History is all around and with
history comes ancestors, so we acknowledge them.

You are a link in this immense chain of lives, and one day will be an ancestor too, whether it be a blood, lineage or land ancestor - or all



three.

Having an awareness of the ancestors of blood, lineage and land, is to see yourself in relation to a much bigger picture, It is to foster
the important aspect of humility in the face of the give-aways made for you, so that you can hold the things you now have in your life -
most notably your physical existence.

MAKING ANCESTOR FETISHES
There are many, many ways to make an ancestral fetish for either blood, lineage or land spirits, so be creative, as no one way is the right way. I
often work with dolls of one kind or another, a tradition found in many shamanic cultures. I’m not much good at wood carving, so making dolls is
the easiest way I know.

The simplest doll fetish can be a stick, or piece of cloth, or long stone, that has a face marked on it in some way. It does not have to be
elaborate and it does not have to be human shaped.

In Manchu shamanism in China, small figures, often of bronze, represent the ancestors; in Mongolia and Siberia often the figures are
made from leather or cloth, and sometimes carved wood.

Many of my spirit dolls are made of soft leather, stuffed with sheep’s wool. I often will use chamois leather, because it is very soft and
thin, and easy to stuff once the doll is made, and it is easy also to obtain. Chamois leather used to be made from the skin of the chamois
deer, but now it is sheep skin. However, be aware there is a lot of synthetic chamois leather on the market, which is not a suitable material.
If you wish to avoid animal products i would suggest making a doll fetish from cotton fabric.

The shape and form of the doll fetish does not matter, but you can, if you wish, make a shamanic journey to your helper spirits in order
to get specific instructions.

I start with two cut out shapes of the doll, the front and back, and then stitch them together leaving the bottom of the doll open so it can
be stuffed. The doll does not need to have arms and legs, but if you wish to make a more elaborate doll you can.

Once you have sewn it up, turning it inside out before you stuff it, will make for a much tidier finished object.
Then stuff the doll. Use a natural material where ever possible, real, washed and clean, sheep’s wool is easily available in small

quantities online for little cost. Cotton wool is not a natural material, it is generally a synthetic man-made fibre, so not ideal.
Once the doll is stuffed, sew up the bottom. With chamois leather it is possible to shape the bottom so that the doll has a base on which

to stand. I always soak the leather in water before I shape it, as soaking the leather and working with it while damp makes it stay put in
shape better.

If you wish the body of the doll can now be painted. I use artist’s acrylic paints, which, along with the sewing thread, is my only
concession to synthetic materials.

Giving the doll a face is important. This can be as simple as three dots with a pen, one each to represent the eyes and another for the
mouth; but I often sew on three tiny glass beads.

Hair can be put on if you wish, again sheep’s wool is good for this, just stitch a tuft to the top of the doll’s head. it is however fine not to
give your doll hair.

The doll can then be clothed, either by making proper clothes for it, or simply wrapping it in cloth.
I often give my spirit fetish dolls a mask of copper. I use very thin copper sheet, cut it to shape and make eye and mouth holes, then tie

it to the doll to cover their face. I especially do this for ancestor figures if the exact identity of the spirit is not known, as in a doll for a
general group of ancestors. The mystery of the ancestor’s identities is hidden behind the mask.

Once the doll is finished it can be ritually smudged to cleanse it and then awakened. To wake up a doll, I suggest a shamanic journey to
your spirits to get instructions. Traditional shamanic cultures have their own ways of doing this, and it’s an important part of the process,
but as you are not part of those traditional shamanic cultures, it is better you get instructions from your spirits. Of course, if you are a part
of a traditional shamanic culture you will already know how to do this.

This awakening is the dedicating of the doll to the ancestors and inviting the ancestors to come and live within the doll as a spirit house
- which in essence is what you have made. It will include making offerings of food and drink to the ancestors - traditionally very often food
and drink they enjoyed in life - as well as prayers and songs and other material offerings.

Once the ancestor dolls are finished and awoken on your altar, it is important that you tend them. It is good to have a daily practice of
greeting them, which can be very short, and possibly giving food or other offerings, on a regular or periodic basis.

Nicholas Breeze Wood is the editor of Sacred Hoop Magazine. he has made a study of the ritual objects of shamanism
all his adult life. www.NicholasBreezeWood.me

A MEAL FOR THE GUESTS

A simple ritual meal for Hungry Ghosts

The offering of food to guests - be they in physical or in spirit form - is ancient, no doubt as ancient as humanity itself. Food offerings to
the spirits occur in all cultures, even within the Christian West, the idea - much changed over time - still exists in the Harvest Festival.

All over Asia there is an understanding about spirit beings called Hungry Ghosts, (known as preta in Sanskrit, yi dags in Tibetan, jikininki
in Japanese and japgwi in Korean). These are beings who were once humans, but are thought to have died desperate and unhappy



deaths.
They may have died through accident or tragic illness and be unsettled, and it is very often the case that they died with a great desire, a

greed, a hunger for something, and now wander the world, seeking to feed upon what they craved for in life, with an insatiable appetite,
suffering greatly because of their attachment to what they cannot have.

In some cultures they are seen as dangerous, but in most cultures they are seen as pitiful, miserable beings, worthy of our compassion. All
of the cultures who acknowledge them have rituals and ceremonies, in which offerings - mostly of food, but which sometimes include other
things - are made to them. These offerings are a means of helping the ghosts, and also seen as a deed of charity, which increases the purity
and ‘merit’ of the person who makes the offering.

Hungry Ghosts are often depicted in images as human shaped spirits with long thin necks, making it impossible for them to swallow food. In
Chinese lore they are described sometimes as having a mouth no bigger than the eye of a needle, through which they cannot pass food.

But, as said above, it is not always food which they crave, it can be any substance or material object, and all of the teachings about
these ghosts have meaning for the lives of living people; for we are - in our way - are Hungry Ghosts, right here and now, with a desire, or
greed, for something which drives us on to want to consume more and more.

In many ways modern Western consumerist culture is a whole society of Hungry Ghosts, always after the next thing to consume.

In Tibetan traditions there is a ceremony, no doubt with its actual roots far older than Buddhism. It is called a sur ritual, and it is performed
as a compassionate offering to and placatement of these every hungry spirits.

It is also performed for the dead in general, and especially those who are newly departed, as it is said those who have newly died, and
who are in the bardo state between lives, still experience hunger and thirst, but can only take nourishment in though their sense of smell.

Traditionally, in Tibet food is offered in a sur ritual for forty-nine days after the death of loved one, as an act of love and compassion for
those who are departed, and of course as an act of ritualised mourning.

A sur offering does not require any special empowerments, and you do not need to be a Buddhist to perform it. It is given here in both a
simplified, not very Buddhist form, and feel free to adapt it to suit yourself as, so long as you keep to the basic formula and intent, it will
have the desired effect.

In it’s Buddhist form it calls upon the help of the Boddhisattva of compassion, Chenrezi, who is one of the few Tibetan beings a formal
empowerment is not required for, as it is said that his help is offered to all beings, freely.

Chenrezi is the Tibetan name for Avalokiteshvara, whose famous mantra is ‘Om Mani Padme Hum,’ probably the best known mantra in
the world; but you do not need to call upon him, you can call upon the help of any compassionate being you feel connected with, your own
spirits, or any god figure that feels appropriate to you.  

The sur offering is basically a fire and smoke offering ceremony. Smoke is considered to be half way between matter and spirit, which is
why we smudge, why sacred pipe ceremonies are performed in Native American traditions, and why we burn incense.

When we burn offerings - which in the case of the sur ceremony are food offerings - they becomes scent which the spirits can feed
upon, the scent of the offerings being said to spread through the Three Worlds of Existence.

PREPARING FOOD OFFERINGS
For the cake offerings you will need in a sur ceremony, you need to mix some flour - any type of flour, but in Tibet it would be tsampa, barley
flour -  with traditionally three ‘white substances.’

White substances are an important class of offering in both Tibetan Buddhism and Mongolian shamanism, they are milk products, milk
itself, yogurt, butter or cheese etc. If you cannot use three white substances, use what you can.

You should also add sweet things, such as sugar, honey, syrup or molasses. Again traditionally three, but again use what you can.
If you wish you can put in additional richer things as well, such as dried fruit, or bits of chocolate. You need the dough to be of a

consistency that is not too wet and not too dry, so you can work with it in your hand easily. 

When the dough is mixed, break it into small pieces which you will dry. If you have a dough cutter you can use this, try to make the bits
of dough attractive shapes, so their physical beauty is an additional aspect of the offering.

A good way to dry the sur cakes is to slowly ‘cook’ them in a dry frying pan over low heat, or put them in a low oven for a while. You are
not cooking them as such, you are simply drying them and it is best done with gentle heat and plenty of time.

It is possible the early medieval European tradition of soul cakes has a pre-Christian origin, from a similar tradition to the Tibetan sur
tradition. The Christian tradition was to make, at Samhain, Halloween, sweet, spiced cakes, made of similar ingredients to sur cakes, and
these were then given to people, with a request for them to pray for the dead. However, their origin is quite likely to be as offerings for the
dead themselves, and probably the living too, so both the living and the dead could eat together. If you wish you could follow the recipe for
soul cakes, rather than sur cakes, and perform the ceremony with these.

SETTING UP A SUR ALTAR
It is best to set up the altar for the sur ceremony outside, but if you have an open fire place, or a wood burner, it could be done inside.

You should always ask permission of the land spirits before you begin the ceremony or light the fire, acknowledging they are there and
where you are is their land. Likewise, if you are performing the ceremony in your house, acknowledge the house spirits and ask their
blessing.

Make your altar beautiful, put a nice cloth down first, either on the ground or floor, or on a table etc. Put on it the dried sur cakes, a candle,
some incense, some flowers, and a bowl of water for water offerings - ideally with a few strands of saffron or some rose or other flower petals in
it. This water will be sprinkled on the sur cakes as an act of purification, so you will also need a small spoon, or - as is traditionally used - a spring
of a plant considered sacred, such as juniper.



You will also ideally need a bell or some tingsha cymbals, and you may wish to have a drum or rattle and possibly a conch shell trumpet
if you have one.

I expect many of you have come across Tibetan tingsha cymbals. Nowadays people use them for meditation and as an instrument in
New Age sound healing. But actually they are an ancient sacred object mostly used to call spirits, especially hungry ghosts. Basically they
are dinner gongs, which say “come to the feast,” because they are rung during sur ceremonies. 

So, if you are in the habit of tinging your tingsha at the drop of a hat, you might like to remember this, and make an offering - at least a
mantra like ‘Om Ah Hung,’ or ‘Om Mani Padme Hum’ - dedicated to them, as an act of compassionate giving.

It is not considered a good idea to ting tingshas willy-nilly, otherwise you may have a host of ever hungry beggar spirits sitting on your
doorstep, saying “Where's my supper?” And if you use them for 'space clearing,' be aware you are potentially sending an invite out for more
spirits to arrive, not removing those who are already occupants....

If you wish to include Tibetan Buddhist elements in the ceremony, you would ideally put a statue or picture of Chenrezi on your altar too,
or if you are inviting another compassionate spirit in to help you, you could add a representation or symbol of them instead.

In addition to all the things you have put on your altar, you also need other things as offerings to Grandfather fire. These vary depending
on the sacred tradition you are working with, but may include tobacco, spirit alcohol such as vodka, chocolate, olive oil, butter, incense,
dried fruit, camphor, sweet smelling herbs, juniper or other aromatic woods, tiny pieces of coloured silk [pure silk, not artifical silk, which is
made of plastic], or even powdered gem stones. Milk is never offered to Grandfather fire and nothing that is not a sacred offering, such as
rubbish, even a sweet wrapper, should be put upon the flames.

These offerings you will give to Grandfather fire, both before and after the sur cake offerings to the Hungry Ghosts are put on.

PERFORMING THE SUR
Sur ceremonies are performed in daylight, not in the dark of night.

If you are doing it outside anywhere is suitable, but if you can, going to a wild, quiet place which has a sacred quality to it, would be ideal.
Be careful of fire risks, take all sensible precautions, and leave nothing behind when you go - leave the place as you found the place other
than the offerings to the land which we will come to later.

If you are performing a sur for a loved one who has recently passed, and it is possible - although it probably will not be - you can
perform this ceremony near their grave. If you cannot perform it near their grave you can place a photograph of them and their name on
the altar.

Crossroads are another good place for the ceremony, as in all cultures spirits are said to gather at crossroads, and they can be places with heavy
energy, which the ceremony will help remove and pacify.

Likewise the ceremony can be performed at a place of tragedy, such as the site of a fatal accident, or a battlefield; anywhere where
Hungry Ghosts are likely to linger. Places of pollution such as old factory sites are also potential places. Go with your feelings, but
remember this is not a ceremony to ‘drive out’ or ‘drive away’ unwelcome spirits, it is an act of compassion to feed desperate spirits, so
they are less needy and more able to move on.

Compassion and love are the keys, which is in part why the ceremony is done in day light and with beautiful offerings; there are other
ceremonies done to drive out malicious spirits, calling upon fierce wrathful spirit helpers, and with wrathful offerings rather than peaceful,
beautiful ones

The Tibetan Buddhist form of the sur has various prescribed prayers, which are said during the ceremony. These are not shown in this
article, but can be found online if one searches for ‘Tibetan sur ritual.’

Once you have asked permission of the local land spirits, and the fire is alight, make  your offerings to Grandfather Fire and welcome
him.

Then open your own altar, light your candle and incense, and call to your compassionate spirit helpers, whoever they may be.
If you wish to use a Tibetan Buddhist form in the sur ceremony, you call to Chenrezi and ask him to come to be here with you to assist

and bless the ceremony at this time. Imagine him sitting in front of you, radiating light and powerful compassion.

Purify the food offerings by sprinkling them with the water using the spoon or juniper sprig. As you do so, if you wish, you can use this
simple mantra : ‘Ram, Yam, Kam.’

This is a general purification mantra, Ram is fire, Yam is Air and Kam is water, and by saying it you invite the spirits of those three
elements to purify whatever it is you are intending the mantra at, be it a room, a person, or in this case the sur offerings.

As you say Ram you imagine pure fire burning away impurities from the offerings. As you say Yam you imagine the charred remains of
the impurities being scattered by clean fresh winds. As you say Kam you imagine sweet pure waters washing away all traces of impurity.

You say this mantra and do this visualisation three times.

With the offerings purified, you use another simple mantra to empower them; ‘Om Ah Hung.’ This is a common empowerment mantra
used in many ways in Tibet. Om empowers with the mind, Ah empowers with speech and Hung empowers with the heart and body.

Now is the time to call to the Hungry Ghosts and make the offerings. If you work with a conch shell trumpet and have one you would
blow it at this time, three blasts would be a good number, or you can face each direction and blow towards it.

Next you place some of the sur offering cakes onto the fire, while ringing your bell or tingsha, and calling out to all beings who suffer to
come and partake of the offerings. You make prayers for them as the offerings burn, If you wish, you can recite Chenrezi’s mantra, ‘Om
Mani Padmi Hum’, or sing a spirit song as an additional lullaby-like offering to the spirits.

Repeat these actions, feeding the more sur offering cakes to the fire, ringing your tingsha or bell as you do so, until all the cakes have
been given to the flames of Grandfather Fire.

Once this is completed, sit quiet for a time, enter into the silence in a compassionate way, and then after a while give more fire offerings to



Grandfather Fire in gratitude for his help in the ceremony

The Tibetans, like the Native Americans, know that when we do a ceremony we do so for all other beings. The Native America phrase
‘For all my Relations’ is a simple way of acknowledging this, and is quite popular. Tibetans tend to be far more long winded in the way they
do it, perhaps making a prayer such as;

May all beings be
delighted by these offerings.
May the wishes of all beings

of the six realms 1 be answered.
May the karmic debts be repaid. 

May all beings be satisfied by this offerings and be freed of suffering.
May nourishment from this offering go everywhere without exception.

May all beings enjoy this offering freely, without struggling,
and harming each another. 

May all the beings who have not been liberated, now be liberated
by this offering and be transformed to have radiant rainbow bodies.

May all the merit I have gained through this offering be dedicated to all beings without exception, and may they all attain the omniscient
state of buddhahood.

Saying ‘for all my relations is much quicker, direct and to the point.’

Let the fire go out naturally, do not pour water or earth on it, and when it has completely gone out and is safe to leave, take any offering
cakes you may have left, and place them in a beautiful manner in nature, so others - such as small creatures - can have their fill of them.

It is good to bring additional food offerings for this part of the ceremony too, and you will leave these on the land.
These are an offering to the spirit of the land upon which you have done the sur ceremony, and will appease and pacify local land spirits.

However, unless you are in the wilds where no one else will come across your offerings, be discreet; you do not wish to cause upset or
offence in others if they come across your offerings. They might think of them as litter, or signs of a ‘weird’ ceremony, and it might frighten or
anger them, which will undo the good work of pacifying you have been doing. Be thoughtful.

If you have performed the sur ceremony in your house, you can place food offerings, such as fruit, on an altar for the house spirits, and
you can then eat these, or given them to the land, the day after the ceremony.

Occasionally doing a sur ceremony specifically for the spirits around your home is actually a good idea, as it is a way of pacifying any
Hungry Ghosts that might be there. If you do this, after you have offered sur cakes in the fire - if you have a fire place -  use smudge or
incense, and go around every room of your house, paying attention to windows and doorways. If you are able to walk all around the outside
of your house do the outside as well.

Sadly, less and less new build houses have fire places, and even many old houses have them removed. This makes working with
Grandfather Fire inside our homes very difficult for a lot of people, and yet a connection this ancient spirit helper, ally of our ancestors, is such
an important aspect of a sacred life.

Performing a sur ceremony is a simple, beautiful act of kindness, which will benefit the spirits it is done for and help you develop an
awareness of ceremony and spirit work in general.

May such ceremonies benefit all beings.

Notes: 1 The Six Realms of Existence are the six forms we can take rebirth in according to Buddhist cosmology. When we die, it is said, we can either be born again
as a human, a god, a demi god, an animal, a hungry ghost or as a hell being trapped in hell.
All beings in each of the Six Realms ultimately die and get reborn again in one of the Six Realms, according to the merit they have generated in their life.
Only in the human world can we become Buddhas, so a human rebirth is seen as the best possible.
These Six Realms also describe the states of existence we as human beings experience. We can be hungry ghosts, always seeking more and more and more. We can
be animals living a dull, unaware, brutish life. We can be in hell, experiencing nothing but suffering. We can be a demi god, arrogant, worldly and proud. We can be a
god, majestic but lofty and isolated from the world. Or we can be a human being, walking in a sacred manner towards enlightenment,
Often we can be all six in the space of one single day.

HOPI

Connections to the Spirit World 

Walter Collins O’Kane

In visits with the Hopi people, I have been impressed and baffled by their concept of a spirit world and its relation to the physical world;
impressed because their beliefs are so continuously a part of their daily activities; baffled because to a white man their concepts, in some
of their aspects, are difficult to grasp.

A poet may speak of the spirit of a flower, but this is a metaphor; a traveller may tell of the fury of a storm, but he uses the word to
convey emphasis.

However, to a Hopi these matters are real, not figures of speech; the flower does have a spirit; the storm is animated by a genuine fury.



Everything that he sees, or touches, or feels has its counterpart in an ever present world, which he cannot see, but which is real and
potent. To think of it another way, the spirit world, which exists always and everywhere, is manifest in all that he sees and feels, including in
human beings. Also in the Hopi view, there is much of the spirit world that exists without any concrete manifestation.

All this is rather easily understood, but the implications that follow from it are more difficult, and to attempt to grasp them, a white man
needs to empty his mind of all his customary thoughts and to start all over from the beginning.

Really, to think of the matter as a Hopi thinks, he ought to have been brought up as a Hopi, acquiring his concepts in early childhood,
and extending them through the teachings and experiences that come to him as the years pass.

To give an example of Hopi thought, a certain part of the spirit world may, at present, be embodied in some creature, such as a bear. It
may at some future time be manifested as a different creature, perhaps as a human being. At some time in the past, it may have been
embodied in still another form of this same spirit world. Now a bear, it is simply a segment of the great indefinable spirit realm, to which it
returns on the death of the bear, and with which it is in constant communion, even while the bear is alive.

Therefore, if I'm a Hopi and I kill a bear because I need food, it is logical for me to address the spirit of the bear, either before or after I
have killed it, in order to explain my act, and to pray that the bear spirit may feel kindly towards me.

The words that I addressed to the bear will not be understood by the animal itself, but the corresponding utterance of my spirit will be
fully comprehended by the bear’s spirit.

SNAKES AND WATER SPIRITS
All snakes of every kind are associated with rain, the most vital necessity in Hopi existence. Their spirits are able to reach the unseen
powers that can bring, or withhold rain. Not only are they messengers to these spirits, to these powers, but they are kin to the great
plumed serpent, which lives in the water and symbolises the part that water plays in human welfare.

The tradition that protects all snakes is very old and seemingly is as strong as ever. If, through mischance, a snake is harmed, the
mishap is serious, and will bring misfortune, unless adequate amends are made.

Thus, if in the Snake Dance, a priest accidentally steps on a snake, or if a nervous visitor harms one, the prayers that the ceremony
embodies may go for naught. In this, the Hopi people deeply believe.

An old Hopi friend and I visited the home of a trader in a remote part of the desert. The trader had long accumulated prehistoric pottery, and
had a remarkably extensive collection. Among these was a small round bowl with a constricted open top and a number of more smooth, round
holes in the bottom.

I took it to be a colander, and spoke of it as such. The trader also assumed that this was its function. But my Hopi friend declared otherwise.
“Oh no,” he said, “This is to make water flow in a spring. You take that, and you catch a little water snake and put it inside. Then you

put the bowl down in the spring, with the little holes on the top, so the snake can't get out. You bury it deep in the ground. After that you
say the right prayers and do the things that the old customs require.

“After a while, maybe a month, maybe six, the water will come.”

He continued with an illustration. “One time” he said: “The white people started to clean out a spring below the village where I was
living.

“I was watching them work, the spring was running all right, but they wanted to dig it deeper.
“Pretty soon they found one of these bowls, they started to take it out, but I told them to hurry and put it back. If they didn't the spring

might go dry, so they put it back in the ground. 
Was the spring all right after that I asked. “Yes, it kept on running.”

The union of the seen and the unseen is always to be remembered in thinking of Hopi concepts. What I do with my body, I am doing
also with my spirit. Everything tangible about me shares in this dual aspect.

When I pray aloud for rain, perhaps in a ceremony in which my entreaty is uttered in a traditional chant; the spirit message of that chant
has the power to reach the unseen world, of which the spirit of rain is a part.

If I inscribe a symbol on the ground with corn pollen, to signify my prayer for a bountiful crop; or if I set up a prayer stick at some secluded altar
to indicate my supplication for the recovery of a sick child, it is not the pollen or the stick that journeys to the place where prayers are granted, but
rather the spirit of the pollen, or of the stick.

The symbols are innumerable, and probably all of them are of ancient origin.

FOOD FOR THE SPIRITS
As a Hopi thinks, the spirit of a child who has died, may not be merged with the spirit world, but may for a period, retain its identity. So far,
as its spirit is concerned, the child has not departed, it may remain about the house close to its mother, just as it did before.

Other members of the household may, now and then, place food, or other offerings in some secluded spot in the house. They do not
expect the food itself to be consumed, but they feel that the spirit of the child will discover the spirit of the food, and will be made happy by
the gift.

When an adult dies, gifts may be placed on the grave; significant, well-liked possessions. Their spirit, It is believed, will cheer the
departed human spirit.

The body itself is not thought of as an object of deep concern. As the Hopi friend expressed it to me. It is like the corn stalks in the
field. It is not given the significance that we attach to it, or made the object of prolonged and serious rites.

The passing of an adult is looked upon as completing a journey, especially if the person is well along in years. The time has now arrived
when the journey here in the upper world is ended. It will be followed by another journey, which will take place in the underworld. The matter is
not one of regret.



THE SEEN AND UNSEEN
All of the important activities of the Hopi people, especially those that involve future wellbeing, are carried on in a continuous association of the
seen, with the unseen. This is the key to ceremonies. The chants, the various symbolic objects that the Hopis make, and the innumerable
detail of ancient customs.

If a man sets out on a journey he prays for safety and success, and at certain places, established by tradition, he utters fervent prayers.
When he plants his crops, and when he cultivates them, he feels the same impulse and necessity. So also, when he is married, when a
child is born, or when any event occurs. This is the Hopi’s religion. He does not think of it as something to which one day out of seven
shall be devoted; each day has, for him, its background of the spirit world.

The details of rituals, including the longest ceremonies that continue for several days, are precise and exacting. Those who take part in them
have been trained to complete accuracy. Their instructions beginning in youth and continue for years. They are permitted no errors; no chance
submissions of words or phrase; no mistake in sequence of act, or gesture. Their trainings come from elders, who had received it in like fashion
from the preceding generations.

So strict is the requirement for accuracy that a mistake in a ritual, even a minor error, would be considered as causing it to fail in its
mission. The spirit world, to which the prayer is addressed, would be dishonoured by human negligence or failure, and could not be
expected to respond favourably.

Now and then, as the years have passed, Christian sects have attempted to change the beliefs and customs of the Hopi people, but in general,
most have found it too difficult. 

An old Hopi told me about one incident, years ago. A white man came to the elders of one of the Hopi villages and told them he desired
to erect a building which would be used for healing those who were ill. The healer would make no charge for his service.

After consideration and discussion, the elders told the visitor that he might erect his building, and they gave him a plot of land on which
to build.

But when the structure was far enough along for them to see what it would be like, they discovered that it was to be a church. The man
was not a doctor, but a missionary.

That night, said my friend, the lightning struck the church and it burnt down. The man came back later and built the church up again. But
before he got it finished, the lightning struck it again and burned it down again.

In preparation for prayer, or for participation in a ceremony, fasting is resorted to, and may be a rigid requirement. Through its influence,
according to Hopi beliefs, visions may be invited and some vital part of the unseen world may be disclosed. Other self denial is practised and
often is required.

Where it is specified as the requirement for those who take part in a ceremony, it is accepted without question. The participants would not
think of violating the rule. If one of them did so he would expect that disaster would overtake him.

To be of avail, a prayer must come from one whose thoughts are good, and whose heart is right. This is firmly fixed in Hopi belief. A
man who thinks ill, or whose conduct has been wrong, cannot expect to have a prayer granted. He cannot have the help of the unseen
world unless first, he makes himself good.

The Hopi regard with strong disfavour the man whose heart is not in the right place. They ascribed to him a far reaching ability to do
harm, which grants him no key to the beneficial spirit world.

The soul is an unquestioned reality in the thoughts and beliefs of the people, often they speak of it as the breath of the body. When the
body ceases to function and breathes it's last, the final expiring breath signifies the departure of the soul.

Sometimes, as in an illness, or in other unusual circumstances. The soul may leave the body temporarily. It may go on a journey, which
may be prolonged for several days. The person who has this experience may remember what the soul saw and did, and derive helpful
counsel, or warning, or instruction.

Such experiences are not considered to be frequent, but they can take place according to Hopi belief, and when they do, they are to be
viewed as something that the spirit world made possible. Whatever information is obtained is therefore authentic.

THE WAY OF THE SPIRIT
In countless ways, the universal spirit world of the Hopis touches on thoughts and customs. Some of these aspects of vital, and some are of
a passing moment, but all are real.

A woman who makes pottery, for example, is likely to think of a vessel as inhabited by a spirit. When a completed pot is filled with water
and is placed on a fire, its singing represents the spirit of the vessel.

When a woman is making a pot, the spirit of the new vessel is on her hand, already within the pot, even as it is being shaped.
While she works therefore, it is well to talk to the spirit now and then, so that it may remain content with her work and not endeavour to

leave the pot, thus causing it to crack. But it is not wise to sing, since that is what the pot will be doing later, and the singing might make
the spirit uneasy, or cause it to leave.

A boundless imagination is characteristic of the Hopi people. It is reflected in their ancient myths, which are rich in variety and imagery.
They relate, for example, how a mockingbird originated many of the chants sung in rituals; how twin stars in the sky are really a man and a
woman who fell upon strange and tragic experiences, and eventually journeyed across the sky.

Ants were once initiated into the Katchina society, and like human initiates were whipped in the ceremony, whipped so hard that their body
was made slender at the middle.

THE MEDICINE PEOPLE



When a Hopi is seriously ill, he may send for a member of the community who he will call a doctor. This will, of course, not be a person who
has had medical training as we would define the term. He will be called in because he is considered to have the ability to treat illness;
perhaps the specific kind of illness from which the patient is suffering. The treatment that the patient receives is likely to be two-fold,
including administration of medicines, and an appeal to the spirit world.

As to the medicines, it is quite likely that only the doctor will know what is being given, which after all is not without parallel in our own
experience.

After a Hopi acquaintance had told me about a few desert plants used for local ills, I asked him what plants are used for other bodily
troubles. His reply was interesting, he told me that the medicine man knows about those, that he prepares them, and after they are
powdered and mixed up together, or made into a tea, we wouldn't know what they are.

The second part of the treatment; the resort to the spirit world is no less significant in the thoughts of a Hopi than is the giving of
medicines. Indeed the medicines are simply an adjunct to the intangible measures, and will be of little avail without prayer.

The appeal to the unseen world is both literal and full of mysticism. The healer is dealing with a physical condition, perhaps serious,
perhaps critical, and he deeply desires to correct this; possibly as deeply as the patient. That part is definite, urgent and plainly discernible
to anyone. But, in his implicit belief, he is dealing also with something that cannot be seen.

Suffering is baffling in its nature and in its character, and yet the doctor’s task is to cure not only the manifest illness, but the secret
impalpable misfortune that keeps it company; and for this, he must resort to prayer and to such rites as he believes appropriate.

On occasion, if the patient desires it, the healer and others with him, may perform a prolonged ritual, a ceremony handed down by
tradition. By this means, a more profound influence may be achieved upon the unseen world, and recovery, otherwise doubtful or delayed,
may be hastened.

It must be remembered that to a Hopi, a harmful condition may sometimes be caused by the patient's wrong doing or evil thinking, or by
someone else's evil thoughts or desires. If you have bad thoughts you will bring harm to yourself, if you have bad thoughts towards another
person, you can harm that person and yourself too.

Since the spirit world is so potent and is so intimately related to the physical world, visible symbols of invisible conditions have a logical
place in healing.

Thus, if I have a persistent pain in my shoulder, that pain may be conceived of a porcupine quill embedded in my flesh. If, with the help
of someone who is good at revealing pain, I can succeed in eliminating the pain which the porcupine quill symbolises, I shall no longer feel
the pain, and in this process, an actual porcupine quill may be used by the healer as a symbol of removal. 

If my difficulty was caused by the evil thoughts of someone who wished me ill the task is to overcome the effects of those thoughts, and
this can be better accomplished if something is employed to symbolise those effects and their elimination.

A medicine man is a serious practitioner, the measures that he takes are not idly chosen, or are they adopted merely for the purpose of
showmanship. Probably he was selected for his position when he was a youth. Subsequently he was given long and rigorous training by an
older man who follows the same profession.

His training includes recognition of most desert plants used in healing and instruction in their preparation and manner of use.
To be accepted by his people, he must have their full confidence, both in his personal qualities and in the soundness of his procedures.
If he occupies his position because of some incident, which is considered to be supernatural - such as a disembodied journey - he is held to

possess powers beyond the ordinary, and therefore to be able to intervene in emergencies.  Both he and his neighbours believe this. 

No doubt the medicines that are given - based on centuries of tradition and use - have merit, as is often the case with ancient practices. The
rest, no white doctor would countenance; but I wonder if in their use of spirit concepts, and their emphasis on the world of spirits, the Hopi
people may not be giving to many patients a mental uplift and help towards a cure, which we as the white race, have missed.

Many Hopis recognise the benefits that a white doctor and hospital can provide. They are willing to have recourse to such help when
they feel it is to be needed. An acquaintance expressed it this way; the white doctor is good for some things and the Hopi doctor for
others. It is good to have both.

In all their ceremonies and beliefs, the Hopi feel a buoyant and boundless faith. There are no limits to that which cannot be sought and
attained. If something is good, and is sufficiently desired, It can come to pass. No matter though it be hidden in the unseen future, no
matter through material facts deny its possibility. This is the sustaining power in the Hopi world.

This is an edited extract from the 1950 book ‘Sun in the Sky’ by Walter Collins O’Kane.

Walter Collins O’Kane (1877-1973) was a leading American entomologist. During his life he spent time with the Hopi people and wrote several books about their
culture and his encounters with them.

ALLOWING THE PAST TOARISE

Dreamwork, Pyschology and Healing the Past

John Omaha

Psychology studies the effect of trauma on a child’s development,  and what the effects are in later life. If



there are challenges in an early stage, for example, parental neglect in childhood, it imposes patterns of

dysfunction in adolescence and in later life

Human brains are constantly active. The ‘conscious mind’ comprises the brains’ activities we are aware of; and the ‘unconscious mind’
consists of the brain’s activities that we are not aware of.

We can be aware of thoughts, feelings, and memories - for example the thought; ‘I have to go to the store today,’ can be accompanied
by the memory of the last time I went shopping a week ago, and by the feeling of anxiety, nervousness we might experience about getting
the chore done. That’s the operation of the conscious mind.

Psychology studies human behaviour. It attempts to understand how human behaviour develops and what the forces are that influence
its development from prenatal to early childhood through adolescence and early adulthood. 

Psychology identifies stages of development and what the effects are in later life, if there are challenges in an early stage.
For example, parental neglect in childhood, whether maternal or paternal, imposes patterns of dysfunction on that child in adolescence

and in later life. Psychology studies the effect of trauma on a child’s development. 
One useful evaluation tool, the Adverse Childhood Experiences Scale [ACE] 1, is a survey of childhood maltreatment that assesses

emotional, psychological, sexual, and physical abuse.
Psychology has developed skills and tools - protocols - for treating and resolving the adolescent and adult dysfunctions that result from

trauma or developmental challenges. Psychology is concerned with the emotional, physical, mental, and behavioural dimensions of human
experience.

Shamanism, on the other hand, orients a person toward the numinous dimension of their experience, and as everything is alive and
interrelated, it teaches openness to our oneness with everything, and it provides techniques for communicating with the entirety of all
things. 

Shamanism shows how to bring the enormous power of the non-ordinary world to bear on human, ordinary-world challenges, and so can be
an adjunct to psychology, helping us understand and heal the personal problems that we humans often encounter; in this case my own
challenges with depression and the negative thoughts that caused it.

Attitudes and judgments that affect decision-making are often held in the unconscious. If a shopper hates shopping because they were
punished in childhood by a parent, while on a shopping trip, those memories are often held in the unconscious, out of awareness. 

From their position in the unconscious those experiences affect current behaviour. The adult resists doing the chore without knowing
why. The adult feels uncomfortable about going shopping and resists taking care of the chore because of the discomfort.

The brain begins recording experiences from before birth onward. In infancy and early childhood the part of the brain that forms
narratives has not yet formed, and so experiences before the age of about five are not recorded conciously. 

Nonetheless the experiences exist and affect current behaviour. The adult is unable to recall or remember what happened in early
childhood that gave rise to a particular adult behaviour.

To continue with the example of the person who dislikes shopping, they may not be able to recall being shamed in a crowded store in
front of others when they were three, but that childhood experience influences their adult behaviour. And so they resist doing the chore of
shopping because of painful feelings held out of awareness in their unconscious. 

One of the core tenets of psychoanalytically informed psychotherapy is that by observing adult behaviour we can deduce what the
person’s childhood experience was.

A depressed adult feels sad, even anguished, much of the time and resists activity, especially activities that formerly brought happiness. In my
book ‘Murder Chronicles,’ I described my own depression as self-murder. I murdered my self through my resistance to writing; refusing to do an
activity I am good at, and that I enjoyed.

By observing my resistance to writing - which was unconsciously motivated - I was able to uncover what happened to me in childhood.
In my own therapy I realised how little I was praised in childhood and how often I was criticised and shamed for not behaving as my

parents required.
On top of that I was punished for self-expression. My parents were trying to train me to be obedient and to be the person who satisfied

their needs for a son who brought praise to them. Creative writing was not an activity they approved of.

All of these childhood experiences rose like bubbles of methane gas from the depths of the ocean floor when I decided to close my
psychotherapy practice and devote the remainder of my life to expressing myself through authorship.

My resistance to writing and the anguish it caused, which manifested as depression, helped me understand what happened to me in
childhood.

The unconscious reveals itself in adult behaviour and also in dreams. Freud called dreams ‘the royal road to the unconscious,’ and it is
that road I want to explore here.

Psychological dream work and shamanic practice come together in working with dreams. For thirty years I have been practising
shamanism and attending such things as sweat lodges and performing vision quests too. Those years of experience prepared me for a
powerful dream I received, and for the use to which I put it.

In the dream I was conducting a sacred ceremony in a very primitive backwoods setting. A group of ten or so people were assembled
and were attentively listening to me. 

Suddenly a bunch of bikers showed up. They were loud and disruptive, and I realised that if I asked them to respect the ceremony they
would turn their anger toward me, I would become their focus.



Instead, I told them that I had a song that wanted to be sung to them. I had my drum and began to sing the song. Now I was not the focus. The
song had said it wanted to be sung to them. The song was the focus.

As I began to sing, the bikers joined our circle, sat down and listened respectfully.

Combining psychology with my experiences of shamanism is the meaning I made of the dream experience.
The primitive setting reveals that the dream concerns the deep levels of my mind, the place where the unconscious resides. The sacred

ceremony suggests the mental state I strive to inhabit in my life and in my writing. The bikers represent the negative thoughts and
attendant feelings that drive in from my unconscious and disrupt my self- expression.

The dream showed me how to soothe the unruly, intrusive thoughts and feelings... I need to sing a sacred song to them!
Writing is not the only place where the disruptive unconscious thoughts show up. One of the most unpleasant used to occur almost

nightly as I was dropping off to sleep. Psychologists call it the hypnogogic state where the conscious mind is powering down and the
unconscious can reveal itself before the brain goes completely into rest mode.

In this state I often found myself teetering on the edge of a hundred-storey building, or poised on a steep precipice. The experience was
terrifying. I had never had any means to intervene.

That was my first target; it was the first of the unruly bikers.
As I was moving into sleep mode the night after the biker dream, I was once again standing unsteadily on the railing, on the roof of a

skyscraper.
The moment I became aware of what was happening, I began to sing the sacred song to the intrusion.
I did not try and stop the intrusion, because after years of trying that had never worked. Instead I sang the song a few times, and

gratefully realised I was no longer teetering on the edge of the building.
I felt enormous relief. Since then I have used the skill to write. When negative thoughts try and intrude, tell me I am an awful writer, and

stop the sacred ceremony of my authoring, I sing the song and then I am able to effortlessly write.
Over a few weeks the intrusions diminished in all areas of my life. Most importantly now I write, and I feel less depressed. I even used

this skill when I began to work on this very article this morning.

The behaviours that trouble our adult lives usually have their origin in adverse childhood experiences or in subsequent trauma. These
troublesome behaviours can include addiction, overeating, bulimia, anorexia, alcoholism, anxiety, and as in my case, depression.

When we act out these behaviours we are ‘doing the same thing over and over and expecting different results,’ which is one definition
of insanity.

Psychological problems cannot be resolved at the same organisational level at which they were created. To heal, we must shift to a
higher level than the problem. In the case of my difficulty with writing, the song is a sort of shamanic, or spirit-based intervention, and that
is a higher level of organisation than the problem of depression.

John Omaha, Ph.D., MFT lives in Northern California where he worked as a psychotherapist. Omaha’s spiritual practice is shamanism. His ceremonies embody a deep
spiritual connection with the natural world, both animate and inanimate. Since retiring in 2018, he has
examined the effect of early childhood experience on adult behavior. His three books are all available on Amazon: ‘On Condition of Anonymity’, ‘Requiem for a Dying
World,’ and ‘Murder Chronicles.’
Email: john@johnomahaenterprises.com
www.johnomaha.com

Three of John’s songs are on his website, and he has produced a CD containing 13 songs which is available from the site.

NOTES:
1: For a free online ACE test - including further information - so you can deduce your own score: www.bit.ly/ACE-Test

MUSIC AND BOOK REVIEWS
ANOURA
Anansy Cissee
CD or Download: 45 mins.
Riverboat Records TUGDD1130 
Reviewer: Nicholas Breeze Wood

Mesmeric Malian guitar songs, with acoustic and electric guitars. It has the sway of desert blues but is often more gentle than a lot of that
repertoire, and is very hypnotic. A delicate and beautifully produced album, which was four years in the making; with his band he serves up
an exceptional texture of distorted electric and acoustic guitars, bass, drums along with traditional string and percussion instruments, along
with his lovely voice and backing vocalists, which weave in and out adding to the kaleidoscopic mix. Completely gorgeous, and one of the
most interesting albums of Malian music I have heard.

Available from Amazon and iTunes etc.
On Spotify
On Youtube
Four and a Half Feathers - Joint Album of the Issue



XALAM
Ben Alyon
CD: 43 mins.
Riverboat Records: TUGDD1130   
Reviewer: Nicholas Breeze Wood

This is a mighty album, it has the feel of an epic adventure or perhaps like a mighty tree supporting the sky. Traditional music from Senegal
and Mali, given a rich contemporary feel without losing any of the traditional quality of the music. Production and musicianship is
impeccable and graceful, using a mix of traditional and modern instruments, but heavily focused on the traditional, especially on
percussion, as Ben is an astonishing percussionist.

Originally from Israel, Ben has been travelling in West Africa for over ten years learning from master percussionists there and brings this
knowledge and a host of traditional musical stars to the album. It is like a rich meal, made from a mix of exceptionally delicious ingredients,
the banquet of sound it gives fills me up, body and soul.

Available from Amazon and iTunes etc.
www.benaylon.com
On Youtube
On Spotify
Four and a Half Feathers - Joint Album of the Issue

SORROW SOOTHE
Daughters Of The Desert
CD and Download: 23 mins.
New Cat Records: 
Reviewer: Nicholas Breeze Wood

Etheric electronic soundscapes and haunting vocals by three women from London who have a heart connection to the desert. It’s a little hard to
classify this album, it has echos of Bulgarian and African elements in the sound at times, as well as sections which remind me of minimalist C20th
choral music. It’s certainty creative, rich and interesting to listen to. 

Available from Bandcamp
On Spotify
On YouTube
Three and a Half Feathers

MINKA 
Eva Quartet
CD or Download: 41 mins.
Riverboat Records: TUGDD1127 Reviewer: Nicholas Breeze Wood

A group of four women from Bulgaria, steeped in their traditional close harmony singing. I am sure you are familiar with Bulgarian folk
songs, astonishing harmonies which produce thick polyphonic chords of sound that rise like sweet smoke on the breeze; if you don’t this is
an album you must listen to. Achingly beautiful and astonishingly skillful, the women sing their hearts out, with occasional percussion and
some gadulka - an ancient traditional Bulgarian fiddle. All in all it will leave you dazed and delightfully soul shredded. An exquisitely beautiful
album.

Available from Amazon and iTunes etc.
On Spotify
On Youtube
Four Feathers 

A MAZE OF MELODIES
Peppe Frana & Silke Gwendolyn Schulze CD or Download: 64 mins.
Reviewer: Nicholas Breeze Wood

Well known C13-14th Italian and French instrumental music, played by two virtuoso musicians on a selection of period plucked stringed and
woodwind instruments. Great playing and good tunes, often with complex, mind-boggling melodies; I dare you to learn them and hum along.

Available from Amazon and iTunes etc.
On Spotify
On Youtube
Four Feathers



ARCTIC: Culture and Climate
Amber Lincoln, Jago Cooper,
Jan Peter Laurens Loovers (Editors) Thames and Hudson Books
in association with the British Museum 
HB: 320 pages.  £35.00/$60.00
ISBN: 978 0 500 48066 3
Reviewer: Nicholas Breeze Wood

It’s been a tough old time for museums and art galleries during the Corona chaos of the past year. The British museum put on it’s
spectacular ‘Tantra - Enlightenment to Revolution’ exhibition recently, and is now running a major exhibition about the Arctic. The problems
of visitors through the door is one thing for sure, but the beautiful books which accompany a lot of exhibitions still continue to be produced,
and here then is the one produced for the Arctic exhibition.

And a very interesting and attractive exhibition book it is too, covering the cultures of the whole of the Arctic circle, both in North
America and Siberia. It is, as you would no doubt imagine, a very visual book, and the material culture it exemplifies underlines the strong
creative currents of the human soul; as even in the harsh conditions of the far north, beauty as well as functionality is an integral aspect
of the practical ‘art’ which the photographs in the book deliver. I am reminded of the quote by William Morris - ‘Have nothing in your
houses that you do not know to be beautiful or believe to be useful.'

The book is divided up into different topics, starting with the currently most important - climate change. From there it looks at the
traditional seasonal life of the people and the weather, and how that affects all the beings who live in the far North. It has a section on the
ancestors of the modern peoples and how the migrations which brought them to the Arctic. It also has a section on the more recent past,
with exploitation by American and Russian trappers, and the network of trade routes that built up between the peoples, and finishes as it
started, by looking at the changing life style of the peoples, because of climate change and other factors.

As with the people, the world of the practical every day and the world of the sacred spirit intermingle and combine, so throughout the
book there are photos of sacred masks, shaman’s ritual equipment - one of which, a shaman’s apron, is sadly mislabelled as a woman’s
apron; with no mention of shamanism at all connected to that piece of male ritual clothing. There is however, as recompense, a stunningly
wonderful, painted leather shaman’s coat from the Nganasan people of Siberia, which I’ve never seen before. The book also includes
examples of contemporary art from the peoples, and also wonderful sections on the craft techniques used in the making of traditional
clothing and other items.

I would perhaps have wished for some of the images to be a little larger, as it is a far more text-rich book than some exhibition
catalogues are. But that is a very minor quibble, as the book has more than enough interesting images to wander through, all of which
make it eminently dip-into-able.

So, if you can’t wander around the actual galleries of the British Museum, a wander through the pages of this book, enjoying the visual
feast laid out before you, is - I am quite sure - going to give you a great deal of pleasure.

Available from Amazon etc. 

365 JOURNEYS: Shamanism

for Every Day
Mara Bishop
Citadel Press
PB: 446 pages.  £14.99/$16.95
ISBN: 978 0 8065 4106 7
Reviewer: Nicholas Breeze Wood

This book made me smile when it came into the office, smile just because it was such a quirky idea, a quirky concept, to actually make a
book of Core Shamanic journey missions someone could, if they so wished, do each day for a year, although I imagine at the end of the
process their spirits may come out with something along the lines of “Oh NO! Not you again..... for pity’s sake...#### off”.

However, for those of you who employ the Core Shamanic approach to working, and like to have short snappy missions to take to your
spirits, I think the book has something to be said for it. If for nothing else, some of the ideas for journeys in it are interesting, and they
might open other ideas to people looking for a journey for a specific problem.

Will the book improve your shamanism? Well, I think its unlikely to if I’m honest, as the journeys are all rather pastel coloured, and
geared towards one’s own personal well being and healing, which is not really the point of actual shamanism. From a Core Shamanic point
of view a lot of the journeys are also quite badly phrased, woolly, without a clear well defined meaning, a bit like wishy-washy positive
affirmations. 

But I think people just starting out with Core shamanism, who might want some journey ideas, and who are using shamanic journeying
as a means of personal life-change, growth and healing (rather than actually doing the work for other people the more ‘feral’ shamans in
the wilds do), I can see a positive role for the book. My concern is it is yet another New Age book which will underline the misconceptions
about what shamanism actually is. And I really don’t think it’s a good idea to journey every day. If I was a helper spirit I think I’d barricade
the door leading to my Lower World.

Available from Amazon etc. 

ENLIGHTENED VAGABOND: The Life and Teachings

of Patrul Rinpoche



Matthieu Ricard 
Shambhala Publications
PB: 256 pages. £22.50/$17.95
ISBN : 9781 6118 0330 3
Reviewer: Nicholas Breeze Wood

Patrul (1808-1887) was a highly regarded and wonderfully maverick lama of the Nyingma (Ancient School) of Tibetan Buddhism, whose
outrageous exploits have come down to us across the years for our entertainment and instruction. I first encountered stories about him
around 30 years ago, and I would sit, enthralled, like as a child I listened to people reading me the Br’er Rabbit stories, to which there is
a strange sort of similarity somehow.

Patrul was a wild lama, and one of the most revered masters in the whole history of Tibet. He lived most of his life wandering, like - and
dressed like - a beggar. He would be turned away from Buddhist gatherings that he had been invited to teach at, in case his presence
upset the great and illustrious Patrul Rinpoche, who was due to arrive any moment; he would scandalise the richly dressed abbots of
monasteries, outwit bandits - of which Tibet had many - and generally leave a wake of chaos - and empowered enlightenment - behind
him. He was a larger than life character, full of courage and outragious non-conformity, and I think should be any serious practitioner’s
hero; I know he is certainly one of mine.

Perhaps there is just time to share a short Patrul story....
One day Patrul was roaming around the mountains, and as he did, people told him about a great hermit who had spent twenty years in a

cave meditating on the nature of peace and  of patience. Well, thought Patrul, I have to meet such a saintly fellow, so he went off to the
cave, poked his head in and called out, “Hello there, what are you doing?”

The hermit opened his eyes, his meditation disrupted by the impertinent man at the cave’s enterence
“What do you want?” the Hermit asked Patrul, who crouched down in front of him, his eyes glinting with mischief, without uttering a

word.
“Who are you, where do you come from?” asked the hermit.
“I come from behind my back, and I’m going in the direction I am facing,” said Patrul cryptically.
“Where were you born?” asked the hermit.
“On earth” Patrul responded.
“What do you want?” the hermit asked again, with rising frustration.
“Patrul smiled and replied; “I was curious to know what you’re doing here.”
Here was a chance to impress the beggar before him, which the hermit took advantage of, saying: “I have been meditating here for

twenty years on Lord Buddha’s doctrine of peace and patience.”
When Patrul heard this he howled with laughter, poking the hermit in the ribs with a dirty finger, and said, “Oh, what a great scam, are

the local people gullible? How much money are you making from this?”
The hermit lost his cool and angerly yelled at Patrul: “How dare you! You come here and insult me and show no reverance to me. Out,

Out, Out, go away you ignorant beggar!”
Patrul Rinpoche calmly rose to leave as instructed, but as he did he remarked with his radient sparkling presence, “And where’s your

peace and patience now?”
The hermit’s angery face froze instantly, as he realised the vanity of all his claims. He then took a deep breath, and started meditating

properly for the first time in his life.
An enjoyable read, full of stories gathered from many sources, and containing Patrul’s historical biography too. And while we are on the

subject of Patrul; if this book tickles your fancy, I highly reccomend ‘Wisdom Eccentrics’ by Ngakpa Chögyam, which contains many stories
about Patrul and other outrageous lamas who teach by means of their radical crazy wisdom.

Available from Amazon etc. 

SPIRALDANCING LIFE:

Practical Earth Wisdom

for the 5th World Living
Maria Yracébûrû
Self Published via Lulu Books 
PB: 120 pages.  £8.37/$9.95
Reviewer: Nicholas Breeze Wood

A little book of grounded, practical ‘earth-wisdom’ and eco-psychology by Native American [Apache] teacher Maria. Sensible and useful tips,
some ways of working with the plant relatives, and some ways of connecting with your inner wisdom self and finding balance within, so as to
be able to walk in balance without. She uses a mix of Native American and other traditions to give clear pointers to sensible ways we can help
ourselves. A lovely book for anyone’s reading list.

Available from www.lulu.com 

A GARLAND OF ADVICE: Tibetan Malas
Zurmang Gharwang Rinpoche
Zurmang Kagyud Buddhist Foundation Kindle Download: 41 pages.
£2.30/$3.26



Reviewer: Nicholas Breeze Wood

A very small and low cost digital book about the making, blessing and use of mala prayer beads. This is written from a Buddhist perspective,
and there are other traditions - such as Nepalese shamanism - which vary in the details of their malas, but the sacred energetic instructions
provided here can be employed far beyond Buddhism, as malas are used within all forms of Himalayan shamanism, as well as many forms of
Mongolian shamanism too.

The book covers the different materials a mala can be made from, which all have their own specific uses for the ritual work of either
‘pacifying’, ‘enriching,’ ‘magnetising’ or ‘destroying.’ It also covers the empowering and blessing of malas, care of a mala and much else
besides. A valuable little book.

Available from Amazon etc. 

PEOPLE ON THE PATH - EVENTS DIARY

JUNE  2021

JUN 5: THE GIFT OF SONG (ZOOM) Integrating shamanic song into our practice when working for ourselves and others. With Shenoah
Taylor shenoah@shenoahtaylor.com www.shenoahtaylor.com (07941) 544 961
JUN 5-6: INTRODUCTION TO SHAMANISM (MONMOUTHSHIRE) An introduction to shamanism; exploring with safety and support.
See how it might be applied to your life; connecting to nature and the earth.With Covid safety. With Maxine Smillie
connect@shamaniclife.co.uk shamaniclife.co.uk 
JUN 6: SHAMANIC SUNDAYS ONLINE (GLOUCESTERSHIRE) Ongoing monthly journeying groups - morning and afternoon sessions
- beginners welcome - online with Mandy Pullen. www.ecoshamanism.org.uk  (07805) 800 313 info@ecoshamanism.org.uk
JUN 6-9: CRUTHNEACHT: THE WAY OF THE SHAPERS (SOMERSET) Advanced course on Gaelic Art of Embodiment, the
shapeshifters’ art of Fith Fath, the druidic way of invisibility.  Four years’ journeying experience minimum required. With Caitlín and Dr.
Angela Cotter. (01865) 407 680 janedmay@btinternet.com www.hallowquest.org.uk 
JUN 7: DREAMING PRACTICE GROUP ONLINE (GLOUCESTERSHIRE) Ongoing dreaming practice group one Monday evening a
month - beginners welcome - online with Mandy Pullen and Jane Embleton. www.ecoshamanism.org.uk (07805) 800 313
info@ecoshamanism.org.uk
JUN 9-11: EARTHWISDOM SEMINAR: FACING THE FUTURE (SAN DIEGO - USA) These cyclic Nia'guch'laada'gotaal...
EarthMagic Gatherings provide a foundation for alignment - a web most carefully designed. Interactive plays that blend sacred ritual and
earth teachings. www.yraceburu.org
JUN 12: WELCOMING OUR ANCESTRAL WISDOM (LONDON) Open day course where we will seek living ancestral powers and
presences to lovingly support us, using Systemic Ritual®. By giving dignity to the ancestors, we will reopen paths of ancestral wisdom and
strength With Caitlín Matthews. (020) 7589 3292 www.collegeofpsychicstudies.co.uk
JUN 12: SHAMANIC JOURNEYING GROUP (ZOOM) Monthly meetings - usually 2nd Saturday of each month - to foster community
and deepen relationships to spirits. Pre requisite - completion of introductory course in core shamanism. With Shenoah Taylor and David
Scott. shenoah@shenoahtaylor.com www. shenoahtaylor.com (07941) 544 961
JUN 13: 3 RIVERS SHAMANIC GROUP (N.E. ESSEX) Welcoming your potential. For details contact Julia.
www.3riversshamanicgroup.co.uk
JUN 21: CEREMONY AND MEDITATION FOR SOLSTICE (SKYPE) With Creuynni.  +(44) (0) 7472 266 942
www.creuynni.com/eventbrite
JUN 23-24: AH’KINE WOMYN SEMINAR: BRIDGING TWO WORLDS (SAN DIEGO - USA) Hat'ii base our work in the 7 Sisters
Star Rites –  in the mystical totemic work that ancient societies have lived by. I invite you to experience the rituals of group journey, paired
with the medicine wheel and a map of the world… www.yraceburu.org/moon-lodg

JULY  2021

JUL 3-4: PAINT YOUR POWER ANIMAL (GLASTONBURY) Honour and deepen your connection to your spirit animal and develop art
techniques as you are gently guided gently guided through a shamanic art process.  With: Sharyn Turner info@sharynturner.com
sharynturner.com (07743) 545 180
JUL 10: ECSTATIC TRANCE POSTURE SPIRIT JOURNEYING (ZOOM) Free, weekly, experiential ecstatic trance sessions with
ritual led by the Cuyamungue Institute directors Paul and Laura Lee Robear. www.cuyamungueinstitute.com/events
hello@cuyamungueinstitute.com
JUL 10: SHAMANIC JOURNEYING GROUP (ZOOM) Monthly meetings, usually 2nd Saturday of each month to foster community and
deepen relationships to spirits. Pre requisite -  completion of introductory course in core shamanism. With Shenoah Taylor and David Scott.



shenoah@shenoahtaylor.com www.shenoahtaylor.com (07941) 544 961
JUL 11: CONVERSATION 4 EXPLORATION FREE WEEKLY LECTURE SERIES (ZOOM) Cuyamungue Institute Directors Paul and
Laura Lee Robear interview guest experts on diverse topics: shamanism, animism, brain-mind research, cosmology, anthropology,
archaeology, archeoastronomy, mythology and more. www.cuyamungueinstitute.com/events  hello@cuyamungueinstitute.com
JUL 15-18: THE ART OF THE HEALING VOICE IN CELTIC SHAMANISM (GLOUCESTERSHIRE) Explore the healing use of the
voice in shamanic practice, using chant, keening, and song to access our inner worlds, and exploring the use of chant to heal and unblock
our energetic bodies. Open to those who can journey fluently.  With Cait Branigan and Caitlin Matthews. info@hawkwoodcollege.co.uk
www.hallowquest.org.uk
JUL 17: LEARN THE SHAMAN’S JOURNEY ONLINE (GLOUCESTERSHIRE) Learn the shaman's journey technique, explore the
shaman’s map and work with the shaman’s drum - online with Mandy Pullen. (07805) 800 313 www.ecoshamanism.org.uk
info@ecoshamanism.org.uk

AUGUST  2021

AUG 14: SHAMANIC JOURNEYING GROUP (ZOOM) Monthly meetings, usually 2nd Saturday of each month to foster community
and deepen relationships to spirits. Pre requisite -  completion of introductory course in core shamanism. With Shenoah Taylor and David
Scott. shenoah@shenoahtaylor.com www.shenoahtaylor.com (07941) 544 961
AUG 27-30: ICONS OF THE HEART: PAINTING OUR SACRED IMAGES (GLOUCESTERSHIRE) An opportunity to create an icon
based on the divine beings or holy ancestors you have already observed in your heart. For icon-beginners. All materials provided. With
Caitlín Matthews and Felicity Wombwell. info@hawkwoodcollege.co.uk (01453) 759 034 www.hallowquest.org.uk

SEPTEMBER  2021

SEP 5: THE HEART OF THE DRUM (MONMOUTHSHIRE) One day workshop offering a grounding starting point to waken with your
drum or rattle, and gain confidence in your ability to beat a rhythm for a shamanic journey for yourself. We will look at technique, care and
how drumming transforms the self. Find your sacred beat... With Maxine Smillie connect@shamaniclife.co.uk shamaniclife.co.uk
SEP 6: THE SACRED SONG - SINGING YOUR SOUL AWAKE (MONMOUTHSHIRE) Explore our voice your sound. That natural
tone which heals, refreshes and resonates with our Soul. Become more confident about our self-expression. Unearthing the natural ‘given
voice', hearing our Spirit heart song. With: Maxine Smillie connect@shamaniclife.co.uk  -  shamaniclife.co.uk
SEP 11: INSTINCTION DAY WORKSHOP (GLOUCESTERSHIRE) Instinction (as opposed to extinction) day workshop with Mandy
Pullen. Contact (07805) 800 313 www.ecoshamanism.org.uk info@ecoshamanism.org.uk
SEP11: SHAMANIC JOURNEYING GROUP (ZOOM) Monthly meetings, usually 2nd Saturday of each month to foster community and
deepen relationships to spirits. Pre requisite -  completion of introductory course in core shamanism. With Shenoah Taylor and David Scott.
shenoah@shenoahtaylor.com www.shenoahtaylor.com (07941) 544 961
SEP 18-19: SHAMANIC JOURNEYING AS A HEALING PRACTICE (GLOUCESTERSHIRE) Learn to teach clients how to journey
shamanically, for healing and wellbeing. With Mandy Pullen (07805) 800 313 www.ecoshamanism.org.uk info@ecoshamanism.org.uk
SEP 18-19: INTRODUCTION TO SHAMANISM (MONMOUTHSHIRE) An introduction to shamanism; exploring with safety and
support. See how it might be applied to your life; connecting to nature and the earth.With Covid safety. With Maxine Smillie
connect@shamaniclife.co.uk shamaniclife.co.uk
SEP 18-19 :THE SHAMANIC JOURNEY (ZOOM) A path to healing, insight and empowerment. An introduction to some of the main
shamanic ideas and methods including song, dance, rattling, the techniques of the shamanic journey, and basic shamanic healing. With:
Shenoah Taylor and Lisa Sture. shenoah@shenoahtaylor.com www.shenoahtaylor.com (07941) 544 961

Practitioner Profile....
Ali Rabjohns
location: East Sussex, England
www.alirabjohns.com

Where did you first meet shamanism? 
When I was a young child, I spent a lot of time in nature growing up in North Wales and Dorset in England. I had some energetic
experiences, that I could only make sense of in later life. Later, I found some books by Alberto Villoldo, and they spoke to me of the
world I remembered as a child.

Which teachers and teachings
have influenced you the most? 
My first teacher was my Dad. He ran a walking centre, and taught me how to respect and appreciate the natural world its exquisite



beauty. My main connection is with the Q’ero community;  I’m indebted to Juan and Ivan Nunez del Prado, Joan Parisi Wilcox,
Elizabeth Jenkins, Pampamesayoq Don Augustine Machacca Florez and Santos Machacca Apaz. Don Augustine especially as
helped me develop as a healer. The humility, creativity and dedication of Nancy Dancing Light in Nova Scotia also really touched my
heart. The Tobias School of Art and Therapy which teaches the work of Rudolf Steiner - as well as more mainstream therapeutic
approaches - is also a very special place for me, and am indebted to the teachers there, particularly Marion Green, Gillian David and
Maria Albiez.

What makes your heart sing? 
I love being outside, travelling and exploring. Swimming, working in my garden - especially growing plants to develop natural paints and
inks. My creative process, textiles and the weavings of the Q’ero nation. Facilitating groups and helping the group dynamic flow to its
greater capacity through creativity and energy work. I also love working with clients and helping them to root out the issue they’re
bringing. I like being an energy detective!

What is the most bizarre situation that you have found yourself in on your path
In Peru, when there was a lot of unrest. I was at a road block, where people were protesting. My teacher Don Augustine was asked to
give blessings to the protestors. We stood for hours, drinking coffee, and even though Don Augustine gave blessings and an offering, we
weren’t allowed through. The protestors were afraid and angry and all the other vehicles’ tyres were slashed except ours. We turned back
to Cusco and I remember seeing a burnt out coach on the side of the road. As we drove into a small village the villagers threw huge rocks
as we drove away as fast as we could. Later we got stuck at a rickety bridge over a river. The wood had been removed by protestors and
we had to walk over with our rucksacks and wait for another van to return us to safety. It was quite an adventure, and I feel lucky to have
got through it unharmed.

Where on earth do you feel most at home? 
I love mountains, but I the place I feel most at home is the seashore, particularly Dorset where I grew up. But, I can feel at home
anywhere if the land has been cared for and I click with the people. I also have a soft spot for Canada and I lived in Southern Brittany
for a few years with the wild granite there, that was a really special place for me.

What do you do for fun?
Over lockdown I realised I’m definitely more introvert than extrovert. I love walking locally and spending time in wild nature or at
sacred sites. I also love dancing and seeing friends, as well as being by myself being creative and painting. I have an arts
background and textiles is something I have always been passionate about.

What is your favorite food? 
My daughter’s vegan, and so we are also trying to be a vegan family but I can’t always manage this completely. I enjoy world food,
especially spicy Asian or Indian veggie food, and Mexican food is up there on the top of the list too.

What music do you like?
A huge array of different styles depending on my mood. I do love South American salsa, Amber Lily’s 'Rainbow Warriors’ and
'Woman', the Album 'Trance Frendz' by Nils Frahm and Shimmerglisten.

Best book and film?
So difficult to choose one but I loved the books by Martin Prechtel, particularly 'Long Life, Honey in The Heart' and Films by Hayao
Miyazaki, especially 'Princess Mononoke’ and 'Spirited Away'

A message to your 12-year-old self ? 
Don't worry, you have no idea what's going to happen but you’ve many invisible helpers, who really look out and they want the best
for you. You will get to do everything you ever dreamed of. You are very blessed and fortunate to be alive at this time of world
evolution. Enjoy the ride!

A wish for the future?
That our collective consciousness can rise enough for us to work together in unity so we can live in harmony with each other and the
earth. For us all to access our own inner medicine person and dream a new world into being. For us all to know that our heads and
hearts are beautiful tools and can be used together for our highest potential.


