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The wolf trail is the band of stars we call “The Milky Way.” To the traditional Native American

Indian people it was created by the many footsteps of the spirit wolves who dance across the

sky each night. The wolf calls everyone and guides us to our spiritual family, spiritual wisdom

and our soul-mates.It is said that there are two spirit guides or totem spirit guides who walk,

either side of every person. One is a black wolf and would lead you into darkness and selfish

choices; the other is white wolf and this wolf would guide into the light of love and gratitude.

You are guided by the wolf you feed. The black wolf enjoys bitterness, anger, annoyance and

all negative feelings. The white wolf eats love, truth, kindness, compassion and all good things.

The moral of the tale is when you notice your life is in disarray you have accidentally fed the

black wolf. All you need to do is return to your heart and the white wolf will guide you back into

the light.The Wolf Trail is a love story, but also a story of spiritual knowledge. It is about a

young newspaper reporter who travels north to the hidden Indian reservations near the Yukon

border. She discovers her connection with her spiritual “relatives” under the guidance of a Cree

Indian Medicine woman. Suddenly she can hear the songs of the wolf and learns true

relationship with Great Spirit and the universe. A mysterious Native American Indian man

guides and supports her as she receives profound messages in a Vision Quest ceremony and

then deep healing in the Sweat Lodge. Michael protects the ancient pathway and guides her to

her new teachers, but most importantly supports her to find the pathway of the heart.This is a

journey into the northern Rocky Mountains of western Canada to experience the traditional

vision quest and the wisdom of the Medicine Wheel. A Cree Indian medicine woman protects

the ancient Medicine Wheel and gently offers her the wisdom of the ancients.So many people

are conditioned by our culture to close down our inner powers of intuition and clairvoyance.

Disconnected people are easily manipulated, whereas people who have embraced their inner

power can never be controlled by any outside force. The only way to free your mind and

disconnect from those who wish to control you, is to return to your spiritual nature. This is why,

right across the world, the Elite are destroying the planet with incessant mining and resource

exploitation. Of course they make lots of money, but more importantly, they ensure the rest of

us stay imprisoned.The wisdom teachings of the medicine wheel and the shamanic

ceremonies of the Vision Quest are universal and were gifted to us all. I offer this book, and all

my books in the hope that they will make you think more deeply about your life. Whilst you

might find some of events I write about strange or hard to believe, please read between the

lines and find the “spirit” within. If you can find the inspiration to take your own Vision Quest

journey your visions will grow inside you. The fruits of your vision tree will heal you, and heal

the world forever.
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SeriesABOUT THE AUTHOR Dedication...To the Wolf Teachers.There is a famous story about

Two Wolves. It is said that there are two spirit guides or totem spirit guides who walk, either

side of every person. One is a black wolf and would lead you into darkness and selfish choices;

the other is white wolf and this guide will lead you into the light of love and gratitude. You are

guided by the wolf you feed. The black wolf enjoys bitterness, anger, annoyance and all

negative feelings. The white wolf eats love, truth, kindness, compassion and all good

things.The moral of the tale is when you notice your life is in disarray you have accidentally fed

the black wolf. All you need to do is return to your heart and the white wolf will guide you back

into the light.While this is offered as a traditional Native American Indian story, you may not be

surprised to learn this is only half the story. The complete story goes a lot deeper and states

that all wolves, of any colour or type are teachers. The black and the white wolves are guiding

teachers who have to be kept in balance and learned from. There is no need to choose

between them, because they both bring gifts of wisdom. Your role as their student is to

integrate them into oneness. In other words, just like the Buddha declared that the road to

enlightenment is the middle path of balance, so do Native Indian teachings.The white wolf

represents the conscious mind. Most of us want to be “good” but then suddenly we might feel

anger or even jealousy when we see someone else having a happier life than we do. Then,

recognising this is the black wolf, we may feel guilty or remorseful; or even numb those feelings

with an alcoholic drink or worse. And so we go around in circles never truly healing and feeling



guilty. We tend to zigzag between the two wolves, and no matter how hard we try, that darned

black wolf keeps turning up!If you have this kind of experience the chances are that your

shadow (black wolf) is rising up from the subconscious and trying to pull you off your path.The

famous psycho-analyst C.G. Jung wrote about the individual shadow or dark-side within every

person. However he also explained that there is a collective shadow of each nation or country

too. Jung studied with Native American elders of the Navajo people and others. If you study

any of Jung’s writings you soon discover that he wrote about integrating or healing the shadow.

He did NOT suggest we repress, ignore, or pretend that it is not there! The fact is you cannot

ignore or pretend you do not have a shadow side because to do so means you are neglecting

a vital element in your spiritual growth.Many people endeavour to only connect with the white

wolf. They love the Indian story that they have heard and meditate on aligning only with the

white wolf, or something similar. The problem is the lost, repressed and abandoned shadow

within will automatically rise in order to be healed. Instead of feeling remorseful when this

occurs, the Native American Indian teachers would advise you to embrace the Timber wolf.The

traditional story goes so much deeper because as the black and white wolf guide you along the

wolf trail, they eventually arrive in the forest of the Timber Wolf.The Timber Wolf is a silvery-

gray-black wolf that is the same colour as the silver birch trees. He blends into the trees and

you cannot see him until he is right next to you. In the deeper story this wolf blends both the

black and white wolf into oneness and becomes silver (a metaphor for spiritual or energetic

ascension!) That is the true goal or the true end of this beautiful Native Indian story. It is called

the story of the “Timber Wolf Brother” who shows you have to integrate, heal and align your

shadow with your light, and thus reach ascension in the truest sense.The wolf is a very

important messenger and teacher in the Native traditions. The star-path we call The Milky Way

in the west is called the Wolf Trail by traditional people. This beautifully star-blanket unfolds in

the sky every evening and it is said that the earth wolves howl to communicate to their star-

brothers who live on the trail.One of my teachers told me that every star is a silvery footprint of

the Timber Wolves, showing us all the way to unity and love. There is no judgement. All anyone

has to do is listen to the wolves, follow your wolf teachers and learn to love fully and

completely.Many years ago, I found a new trail, and followed the footsteps of many wolves. This

includes the black, white and timber wolves. In all cases, every wolf teacher gave me many

gifts of wisdom and truth. This book is dedicated to the Timber Wolf teachers. Be alert for them,

because they blend into the trees and cannot be easily seen; but remember they are

everywhere.Return to top Prelude:Walking the Good Red Road There are so many forks in the

road of life. Have you noticed that when you look back on your history, you can see so clearly

that if you didn't meet so-and-so or did not take up a certain casual invitation, that your life

would be incredibly different? At the time that choice seems innocent and so quietly uneventful

yet it changes your life. Because of it, you now live differently or think differently than before.A

small event, a phone call from a friend changed my life and opened up a new life-path one

April day in Canada. It was from a former classmate I had gone to college with. We had both

graduated in journalism and were out there using our investigative skills on various

newspapers. She had a job as a Native American Indian reporter on a local newspaper. Her

question to me that day was, could I cover a story because she wanted to go to her boyfriend's

graduation party. My only question to her was, how much do I get paid? That is how I ended up

at the Native American Indian graduation ceremony at the University of Calgary in Alberta. And

that is the simple choice that changed my life so drastically.I arrived at the designated venue, to

find not an Indian in sight. I wandered around the hall and then walked outside. How annoying I

thought to myself. Then just as I was about to go I saw a little old man with an old battered



cowboy hat sitting on one of the benches. I approached him and asked if he knew about the

celebration."You never heard of Indian time?" he said peering at me from under his hat. I shook

my head. "Ceremonies start when the time is right." He asked me to sit down next to him and

for the next hour or so time seemed to stand still. He explained the ceremonies, the meaning of

the traditional regalia, the history of his people and what I could expect to see that night. I took

copious notes drinking in everything the old man said. Before I knew it, hundreds of Native

Americans had filled the hall and the ceremony was about to begin.I turned to thank the old

man and I realised I hadn't even asked him his name. "Just call me Bear, Medicine Bear is my

name. Everybody knows me. You come around and I'll teach you some more," he said and

then he stood up. It was only then that I noticed he carried a large eagle wing fan. Soon I saw

many young men dressed in traditional regalia. They all gathered around the old man and were

smudged with sacred sweet-grass smoke. Each one of them almost bowed to him and clearly

saw him as a man of some power and stature. To me, he was just a little old man.The drums

rolled and the ceremony began. Four Native Americans had graduated from the University, a

record number. Each graduate was honoured and given a multi-coloured blanket and then they

were smudged and blessed by Medicine Bear. The ceremony culminated in a great round

dance where everyone united in a great circle. The old man called the drummers into the

centre of the circle and had us all circle around them. With each heavy drumbeat we stepped

to the left and dragged our right foot to join to join it. Medicine Bear explained that this was a

sacred dance of celebration that helps us all remember our one-ness with one another and

with Mother Earth.The final part of the celebration was the Giveway Ceremony. I was later to

discover that it is considered the most sacred of all ceremonies. However, that evening I had no

idea what it was all about. Suddenly I saw people handing beautifully beaded shawls to one

another, or moccasins or scarves. Then a man, a stranger, came over to me and pushed a $5

dollar bill into my hands. I looked at it and asked him why. He looked at me with a deep

sadness; it was a look I would experience from many Native Americans. "Didn't the holy-man

tell you?" he asked. I must have looked totally blank. "Our holy-man spent many hours with you.

I have waited for two years for him to speak with me. You are greatly honoured," he said rather

gruffly.I turned around and saw Medicine Bear smiling at me. He had that look that seems to

say, "I think she's getting it." And for once in my life I was utterly speechless.That evening I

compiled the story for the newspaper and I had lots of information. I wrote about the

ceremonies, the meaning, the majesty and the beauty of everything I had seen. I processed

the film and printed my shots, then dispatched them to my friend's editor. The next thing I knew,

the story was sent to other newspapers and it appeared in publications from one coast of

Canada to the other. This was because, as one editor put it, "finally something on Native

Americans with some meat!"One week later I received a phone call from the editor of a Native

American Indian based newspaper. She liked the story and she wanted to see my resume. She

later offered me a job and I ended up as the only "non-Native" working on a newspaper on the

reservation. My job was to travel from one reservation to another, to interview elders, to

photograph ceremonies, when permitted, and to write on lives lived in traditional way.It

happened so fast. It was only a few weeks after that first ceremony I found myself on the

Blackfoot Reservation in southern Alberta, standing outside Medicine Bear's house. The old

man opened the door, but didn't seem surprised to see me. "I knew you'd be back," he said as

he poured me a cup of strong syrup-like black coffee. I asked how he seemed to know all about

me and what was going on. He just smiled and pointed to the sky. "The old ones tell me

everything I need to know. They have told me that you need to become human. This is why you

are here. You are here to walk a new road. We call it the Good Red Road." I tried to ask him



about my great-grandfather, or my ancestry, but he didn't appear to be interested. He just kept

repeating that the only thing that mattered was to get in touch with my heart.Over the next few

years Medicine Bear and I formed a very strange, unspoken bond. His name or his image

would come into my mind, I would telephone him to find that there was an invitation to a certain

ceremony or teaching. I would arrive on the reservation to find him sitting near the river or on a

hill and we would sit in silence for hours. If I tried to speak he would silence me and tell me to

"listen." At other times he would send me to other teachers or Elders, ostensibly to do a story

for the newspaper. But when I arrived at some windswept shack in the middle of nowhere, it

became clear that what I was being told was more like a class or a special workshop. This

utterly frustrated me and I said so. But Medicine Bear said nothing; he just gave me that sad

look that many Indians give non-Indian people. Then he would say, "you'll work it out" and

leave it at that. But I simply did not get it, until it was spelled out for me in very simple terms by

a traditional Grandmother."Life is a journey of cross-roads. You never know when the next one

comes up, where it will lead. But always remember that the spirits guide you to those

crossroads and take you to the right road. You are on the right road so stop fighting it. Take the

gifts being offered you. Enjoy them for what they are. You do not know where they will take you.

You do not need to know."Finally I got it. "You mean I supposed to learn this for myself?" I said

to Medicine Bear one day. Again I got that look of pity mixed with incredulity. He smiled and

said, "Yup."I surrendered to my road; to my new wolf trail. I began to enjoy the ceremonies and

experiences for what they were. I accepted the gifts given me, and what gifts they were. I have

seen a wild wolf cross a frozen lake in the heart of the snow-capped Rocky Mountains. I have

sat in the tipi of the Holy-woman of the Sundance on the Blackfoot reservation. I have paddled

a canoe along a river in the Arctic Circle and I have thumped a big powwow drum with five big

Blackfoot Indians at the Calgary Stampede.

The famous psycho-analyst C.G. Jung wrote about the individual shadow or dark-side within

every person. However he also explained that there is a collective shadow of each nation or

country too. Jung studied with Native American elders of the Navajo people and others. If you

study any of Jung’s writings you soon discover that he wrote about integrating or healing the

shadow. He did NOT suggest we repress, ignore, or pretend that it is not there! The fact is you

cannot ignore or pretend you do not have a shadow side because to do so means you are

neglecting a vital element in your spiritual growth.Many people endeavour to only connect with

the white wolf. They love the Indian story that they have heard and meditate on aligning only

with the white wolf, or something similar. The problem is the lost, repressed and abandoned

shadow within will automatically rise in order to be healed. Instead of feeling remorseful when

this occurs, the Native American Indian teachers would advise you to embrace the Timber

wolf.The traditional story goes so much deeper because as the black and white wolf guide you

along the wolf trail, they eventually arrive in the forest of the Timber Wolf.The Timber Wolf is a

silvery-gray-black wolf that is the same colour as the silver birch trees. He blends into the trees

and you cannot see him until he is right next to you. In the deeper story this wolf blends both

the black and white wolf into oneness and becomes silver (a metaphor for spiritual or energetic

ascension!) That is the true goal or the true end of this beautiful Native Indian story. It is called

the story of the “Timber Wolf Brother” who shows you have to integrate, heal and align your

shadow with your light, and thus reach ascension in the truest sense.The wolf is a very

important messenger and teacher in the Native traditions. The star-path we call The Milky Way

in the west is called the Wolf Trail by traditional people. This beautifully star-blanket unfolds in

the sky every evening and it is said that the earth wolves howl to communicate to their star-



brothers who live on the trail.One of my teachers told me that every star is a silvery footprint of

the Timber Wolves, showing us all the way to unity and love. There is no judgement. All anyone

has to do is listen to the wolves, follow your wolf teachers and learn to love fully and

completely.Many years ago, I found a new trail, and followed the footsteps of many wolves. This

includes the black, white and timber wolves. In all cases, every wolf teacher gave me many

gifts of wisdom and truth. This book is dedicated to the Timber Wolf teachers. Be alert for them,

because they blend into the trees and cannot be easily seen; but remember they are
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for the next hour or so time seemed to stand still. He explained the ceremonies, the meaning of

the traditional regalia, the history of his people and what I could expect to see that night. I took

copious notes drinking in everything the old man said. Before I knew it, hundreds of Native

Americans had filled the hall and the ceremony was about to begin.I turned to thank the old

man and I realised I hadn't even asked him his name. "Just call me Bear, Medicine Bear is my

name. Everybody knows me. You come around and I'll teach you some more," he said and

then he stood up. It was only then that I noticed he carried a large eagle wing fan. Soon I saw

many young men dressed in traditional regalia. They all gathered around the old man and were

smudged with sacred sweet-grass smoke. Each one of them almost bowed to him and clearly

saw him as a man of some power and stature. To me, he was just a little old man.The drums

rolled and the ceremony began. Four Native Americans had graduated from the University, a

record number. Each graduate was honoured and given a multi-coloured blanket and then they

were smudged and blessed by Medicine Bear. The ceremony culminated in a great round

dance where everyone united in a great circle. The old man called the drummers into the

centre of the circle and had us all circle around them. With each heavy drumbeat we stepped

to the left and dragged our right foot to join to join it. Medicine Bear explained that this was a

sacred dance of celebration that helps us all remember our one-ness with one another and

with Mother Earth.The final part of the celebration was the Giveway Ceremony. I was later to

discover that it is considered the most sacred of all ceremonies. However, that evening I had no

idea what it was all about. Suddenly I saw people handing beautifully beaded shawls to one

another, or moccasins or scarves. Then a man, a stranger, came over to me and pushed a $5

dollar bill into my hands. I looked at it and asked him why. He looked at me with a deep



sadness; it was a look I would experience from many Native Americans. "Didn't the holy-man

tell you?" he asked. I must have looked totally blank. "Our holy-man spent many hours with you.

I have waited for two years for him to speak with me. You are greatly honoured," he said rather

gruffly.I turned around and saw Medicine Bear smiling at me. He had that look that seems to

say, "I think she's getting it." And for once in my life I was utterly speechless.That evening I

compiled the story for the newspaper and I had lots of information. I wrote about the

ceremonies, the meaning, the majesty and the beauty of everything I had seen. I processed

the film and printed my shots, then dispatched them to my friend's editor. The next thing I knew,

the story was sent to other newspapers and it appeared in publications from one coast of

Canada to the other. This was because, as one editor put it, "finally something on Native

Americans with some meat!"One week later I received a phone call from the editor of a Native

American Indian based newspaper. She liked the story and she wanted to see my resume. She

later offered me a job and I ended up as the only "non-Native" working on a newspaper on the

reservation. My job was to travel from one reservation to another, to interview elders, to

photograph ceremonies, when permitted, and to write on lives lived in traditional way.It

happened so fast. It was only a few weeks after that first ceremony I found myself on the

Blackfoot Reservation in southern Alberta, standing outside Medicine Bear's house. The old

man opened the door, but didn't seem surprised to see me. "I knew you'd be back," he said as

he poured me a cup of strong syrup-like black coffee. I asked how he seemed to know all about

me and what was going on. He just smiled and pointed to the sky. "The old ones tell me

everything I need to know. They have told me that you need to become human. This is why you

are here. You are here to walk a new road. We call it the Good Red Road." I tried to ask him

about my great-grandfather, or my ancestry, but he didn't appear to be interested. He just kept

repeating that the only thing that mattered was to get in touch with my heart.Over the next few

years Medicine Bear and I formed a very strange, unspoken bond. His name or his image

would come into my mind, I would telephone him to find that there was an invitation to a certain

ceremony or teaching. I would arrive on the reservation to find him sitting near the river or on a

hill and we would sit in silence for hours. If I tried to speak he would silence me and tell me to

"listen." At other times he would send me to other teachers or Elders, ostensibly to do a story

for the newspaper. But when I arrived at some windswept shack in the middle of nowhere, it

became clear that what I was being told was more like a class or a special workshop. This

utterly frustrated me and I said so. But Medicine Bear said nothing; he just gave me that sad

look that many Indians give non-Indian people. Then he would say, "you'll work it out" and

leave it at that. But I simply did not get it, until it was spelled out for me in very simple terms by

a traditional Grandmother."Life is a journey of cross-roads. You never know when the next one

comes up, where it will lead. But always remember that the spirits guide you to those

crossroads and take you to the right road. You are on the right road so stop fighting it. Take the

gifts being offered you. Enjoy them for what they are. You do not know where they will take you.

You do not need to know."Finally I got it. "You mean I supposed to learn this for myself?" I said

to Medicine Bear one day. Again I got that look of pity mixed with incredulity. He smiled and

said, "Yup."I surrendered to my road; to my new wolf trail. I began to enjoy the ceremonies and

experiences for what they were. I accepted the gifts given me, and what gifts they were. I have

seen a wild wolf cross a frozen lake in the heart of the snow-capped Rocky Mountains. I have

sat in the tipi of the Holy-woman of the Sundance on the Blackfoot reservation. I have paddled

a canoe along a river in the Arctic Circle and I have thumped a big powwow drum with five big

Blackfoot Indians at the Calgary Stampede.During the next few years I was given the privilege

of sharing many ceremonies and intimate moments with traditional people in the western part



of North America. Now I would like to share those experiences with you. Let us share the

wisdom of these brilliant shining people, for their gift to you and to us all is the wisdom of the

Medicine Wheel, the understanding of Totem Animal Spirits, the power of the Peace Pipe and

the oneness of the Sacred Circle. Some of the stories are sad, like my friend Jim who was told

by the nuns that his dark skin meant he had many sins and so he would wash his face twenty

times a day. Other stories will make you laugh because Indians love to trick and tease you,

particularly if you take yourself too seriously. I want to share some of their beautiful teaching

stories, particularly those about coyote who tries to trick everyone, but always ends up with egg

on his face.But most of all I hope these stories will uplift you with their simplicity and wonder.

Join with me now as we walk the Medicine Wheel of the traditional people of Great Turtle

Island. ……….Mitakuye OyasinOur first teacher is our own heart.” – Cheyenne Return to

top CHAPTER 1Northern Roads We are never alone. During our long journey we are

supported by spirit, Mother Earth and all our relationsA soft summer drizzle smeared my

windscreen creating an impenetrable brown muddy cloud. The wipers could not cope with the

mixture of fine red dust and soft drizzle and so I could hardly see the rocky road ahead. I was

heading to a remote Indian Reserve in Northern Canada to take up an invitation. I felt both

nervous and excited at the prospect of new teachings and the mysterious medicine woman I

was about to meet."You need her words because she's not long for this world," Medicine Bear,

my teacher, had said. "She has wisdom she wants to pass on first.""Are you sure she wants a

complete stranger coming up to stay for a while?" I asked, feeling a little uncertain. Medicine

Bear ignored my question and continued to speak of the Cree Medicine Woman."Her name is

Apehta Tipiskaw Kimiwan. She is a wolf teacher. We have communicated and she is expecting

you," he said.As I drove along the desolate northern roads towards the Yukon border, I thought

about my strange friendship with Medicine Bear. We had met some years before at a Powwow*

and he had since that time guided my spiritual growth in the Native American Indian ways. I

smiled as I remembered the strange way I had received those teachings from the old medicine

man.I worked as a reporter for a small newspaper on the reserve. Much of my time was spent

in the usual mundane activities of gathering stories and preparing the newspaper. I would at

times find strange or obscure messages left on my desk, which usually led me to the Medicine

Bear house.The old man's strange approach to teaching frustrated me. We would often sit

together for hours and hardly speak. When I opened my mouth to question him, he would ask

for silence. At first these strange sessions unnerved me, but as I began to feel the tranquillity

and incredible peace of nature, I would find myself looking forward to his next surprise."Yes," I

said to myself, as I peered at the pencilled map scrawled by the Old Man. "The Bear guides my

path. Let's hope he can draw maps."After a few false turns, I finally found myself bouncing

down a very muddy dirt track. I travelled very slowly for miles and then just as I began to think

the road had no end, I saw a small brown shack almost hidden in the soft cottonwood trees. I

pulled my Toyota Landcruiser to the side of the track and jumped down onto the road. Almost

immediately my beautiful and very trendy black leather boots began to sink into the deep sticky

mud. I stepped forward slowly to find that one of my high-heals had wedged. I groaned as I

heard my heal snap.I was exhausted from the long drive and this was the final straw. I

screamed with indignation and began to swear and curse loudly, as I inspected the damage.

These boots were not only the latest style, but also very expensive, and now they were

obviously beyond repair. I was still muttering as I began to hobble towards the shack, on one

heal, wobbling this way and that.I heard a soft rustle to my left. I turned swiftly and then

staggered back with surprise as I saw a young Native Indian man standing under the shade of

the trees watching me and listening to my curses and complaints. I froze for a moment and



then attuned to scan his energy. As I opened my energy field, I sensed nothing but gentle

curiosity coming from his soft features. I sensed that he was a protector; someone who truly

cared about his Elders and his traditions. More importantly, he knew I was scanning him and

he simply opened and allowed it. He had nothing to hide and was not into playing energy

games. At the same time I could feel I amused him in some strange way. I thought about that

for a moment as I suddenly felt a rush of his power. I gasped as I realized that standing before

me was a young, and perhaps still untested, medicine man. He was in his early thirties, but

with short hair rather than the long traditional braids. Yet I could feel his rippling spiritual energy

checking me out. I pulled myself up straight and did my best to look cool, trendy and

sophisticated in my broken boots.“Oh,” I said, trying to sound unflustered as I flipped my hair

back with my best Farah Fawcett impersonation. “I am looking for the Cree Medicine Woman

called Apehta Tipiskaw Kimiwan. Am I at the right place?”He maintained his silence. A sweep

of warm light tumbled through my energy field from him and for a moment it made me giddy. I

gulped hard trying to maintain my “cool” persona as I opened and allowed him to “see” me as I

had “seen” him. I felt no threat at all, only mild curiosity mixed with that same wry amusement. I

closed my eyes and sighed to myself glumly. It had become patently clear that I could not

impress him. My new clothes, latest hairstyle, makeup and earrings along with those designer

black leather boots looked childish and out of place here in the wilds of northern Alberta. I was

beginning to feel very silly.I wondered if he spoke English or whether he was silent because he

was surprised to see a non-native women teetering around in broken boots on the reservation

miles from the city. I was feeling very confused and felt tears well up in my eyes, but at that

moment I saw his face soften with kindness. His scan of my energy must have told him I was

just another harmless, “white-girl” out of her depth and lost on the reservation. His brown eyes

began to twinkle with humour as he took in my inappropriate apparel, my pretty dangly

earrings and trendy acid wash jeans. He nodded for a second and then looked up towards the

little brown shack.“Yes, Grandmother is there. She is expecting you,” he said, turning those

deep brown eyes to mine again.His power and his intensity unnerved me but his kindness and

reverence for his Elder moved my heart. I found words tumbling out of my mouth in an

explosion of unnecessary detail and explanation. I told him about Medicine Bear and how I had

been sent from the south and that I worked for the newspaper and I had gone to college in

Calgary, and so much more.He listened quietly, saying nothing. His eyes continued to gaze at

my boots, my new jacket and my freshly curled hair. I suddenly felt silly; it was little wonder this

traditional man thought I was strange. My fashionable soft leather boots could not handle the

rocky and muddy road and even my new jacket and jeans seemed over the top in the far

northern reservation. I began to blush, feeling like an interloper. I was almost afraid to meet his

eyes, but as I did I saw no condemnation or judgement, only curiosity and a strange kind of

admiration. He nodded again, then stepped forward, opened his hand and gently grasped

mine, in a strange quite intimate handshake.“I am Michael. I sit with Grandmother but now it is

time for me to walk alone for a while. I will help you if I can but now you must go. You must not

keep her waiting,” he smiled and then nodded towards the house once again.Suddenly I felt

tears in my eyes. He was a stranger but he offered to help me and that made me suddenly

emotional. I thanked him and he smiled. I turned and began to walk towards the house; I could

feel his eyes on me, watching me, making sure I did not trip into the mud with my wobbly boots.

I could feel his gentle energy flow to me as a protection and a light. He was obviously a young

man with an old soul, I thought as I trudged and wobbled through the mud towards the little

shack in the woods.As drew closer I saw her. She was sitting on the porch in a cracked vinyl

chair. Her steel gray hair was pulled back into two very tight braids and her hands lay



motionless in her lap. Her narrow shoulders were covered with a faded tartan blanket and

underneath I could see a drab blue cotton dress. Like most native women, she wore soft hand-

made moccasins, beaded with the traditional Alberta wild rose design.She gazed into the

distance and did not look my way as I trailed and hobbled along the damp pathway to her

home. I called a greeting and began to ask if I had found the home of Apehta Tipiskaw

Kimiwan."Kimiwan is fine, just Kimiwan. You didn't say the rest right anyways," she croaked.

The old woman turned slowly and looked at me. Her stony face showed no emotion. I began to

make apologies for lateness due to the conditions of the roads, but she seemed impatient with

my trivial comments."Yes, yes. Come inside child. Let me see what the river has brought me."I

walked up the steps into her small home and found a large black coffee pot bubbling on the

stove."Pour me some pehkatewapoy*, black medicine child and some for yourself. Let us sit a

while," she said, pointing to the kitchen table and chairs.I filled two tin mugs and sat down

opposite Grandmother Kimiwan my new teacher and guide. As we sipped the coffee in silence,

I was able to observe her features. Her eyes were very dark and her face quite round. She

almost looked Asian as did so many of the northern people. As she relaxed in her chair she

seemed to look younger. Her face softened and she smiled and nodded to herself for a while.

Then I realised she had been scanning me and I blushed and looked down into my coffee

mug."Well, I guess you'll do," she smiled at me. I smiled back not sure if I had been insulted or

complimented.“Michael has spent many days sitting with me. He protects me. He is still very

young. He has much to teach you child, if you are open to a new pathway, a pathway of power,”

she said, sipping her coffee.
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