Chapter Three

Shamanism is not learned, it is a gift from heaven, 

received at birth. 

- A. A. Dunin-Gorkavich on the Ostyak.

The Vasyugan also hold that one is born a shaman. 1

The ancient practice of the Shaman can be found in the history of every culture 

and has been around since Paleolithic era. The shaman or Shamanka partially leaves his 

or her body to journey to the spirit realm meeting and merging with allies that will help 

them to gain information for healing of their patient and to perform healing on the spirit 

of their patient.  The oldest medicine and spiritual practice of the Shaman (medicine 

man or woman) is based on the understanding that if the spirit is ill or out of balance, the 

body will be ill or out of balance. The shamanist understands that our physical health and 

physical life is a reflection of our spiritual health and spiritual life. 


When I told the Shaman, Apaacu, about the dream of my marriage by the cliff his 

reply was as strange, if not stranger than my dream. In a very forceful, straightforward 

voice he said, “If you had taken the vows you might have died. You can’t marry a dead 

man. You have a destiny to fulfill!” Directly thereafter he lit a sprig of dried sage and 

blew the smoke around the room and over me. He placed some large crystals on and 

around me and started asking the Great Spirit, Wakan Tonka, for help on my behalf. 


I didn’t question what he was doing but wondered how he would know about my

destiny. In my reality his ritual was as unfamiliar to me as a housewives life. And yet  

 I never questioned anything he did but had great reverence and gratitude for my 

participation as I somehow knew this would be the answer to my prayers. He was about 

to partially leave his body in order to journey into the spiritual realms on my behalf. This  

extraordinary courageous act was a great gift to me. I closed my eyes as he began 

drumming on a one sided drum and I immediately started seeing things. At first I saw 

blue sky and then a large bird, an eagle. I felt myself flying.  Seeing the earth from the 

point of view of a bird flying in the sky I saw what had been New Hope before the 

present time period. The veil of time was lifted and smoke stacks that once existed were 

bleeding black ashes into the air. The old factory buildings were now transformed into 

expensive river front condos. 


Factories played a significant part in my past having grown up in Niagara Falls. I 

wondered if they played a part in my illness now. When he came out of the trance state, 

or journey, and stopped drumming he turned to me and said, “You have been fighting 
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your calling. Your spirit has been locked up.” The synchronicity of his words struck me 

as similar to what I said about he ghost in our house. He continued. “I will explain in 

detail. First I could see the energy of the crystals had taken on moving colored light 

forms as if you were wrapped up, not like a cocoon, but the light from all the crystals, the 

rose quartz, amethyst, the clear quartz, they were all moving around you. The fact that 

you had all this crystal energy around you was unusual and indicates that one of your 

powers for healing is with crystals.”  


He continued, “When you were born, at the exact time that you came out into this

world there was, somewhere else in this solar system, at that precise moment an 

implosion of a star. As that happened, on a spiritual level, things can be spiritually 

transmitted instantaneously across the galaxy, you intercepted with that energy. The 

result was both for good and ill as pure energy can be. It is both light and dark. The good 

side of it has to do with your destiny or purpose on the planet at this time. That destiny 

is as a woman, carrying the energy of the stars, a light energy, a very powerful energy. 

Your birth and the way it happened with the imprinting of this energy made you a 

woman of the Star Women clan. In order to help you with this, and this doesn’t happen 

very often and is generally a mark of great honor, your ancestors gave you a Shamanic 

name, Shining Star” After he gave me the name he hesitated to see if I understood it and 

then went on to say,  “With people who understand, you can share that name if you 

wish. As far as the Spirits are concerned I was to bring you this name as a gift, as a mark, 

as something you might learn from.”  

I listened as he continued, “Just as there is good, there is also harm, and a balance 

in-between. This balance in between is that this light energy gives you the power to see 

and know what other people may not see and know. In your life this ability has caused 

you fear and pain. By accepting this gift, through the agency of your name, you will own 

this star ability to see. The star with your clan is very far away, but the star is also 

powerful and the star is also light and that by pursuing this now, first, accept it, then be 


aware of it, and begin your studies as it can be used for the benefit of all.” The message was a little overwhelming but I didn’t protest the implications of being gifted and so having responsibility to help others because of it. I waited for him to proceed. “The studies would be of spiritual traditions where you’ll find help.” He affirmed. 


I had spent seven years studying acting and just finished another two at film 

school but I knew that I needed to study the spiritual traditions of the Shaman. I had 

never heard about the oldest spiritual traditions based on earth medicine and the ways 

of the Shaman and yet I knew that I was receiving the answers to the unspoken questions 

I had anguished over all my life. 

He continued to report,  “On the harm side - this string of energy that came to 

you also wounded you.” After describing where the wounding was on my body he said,  

“That wounding is still there. This is part of where other negative spiritual energies have 

gotten hold. The work after the Journey was done to close this wounding. 
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“The next part is about the man you have been seeing in your dreams.” He started. 

“He is a lover from another lifetime on this planet. When the two of you died, you died 

together. You went on in your evolution to come back living now. He has stayed on as an 

earth ghost or spirit and has been searching for you. He’s found you and he’s very 

attracted to you. He will be a very powerful helper, an intermediary that will work on 

your behalf on spiritual planes but there are things that have to be done because he 

doesn’t know that he’s dead. And at this point it’s important that you’re aware of what’s 

going on.”


I felt my jaw drop like it did when I walked into my old boyfriend’s new house. 

Just as I caught my breath he hit me with more and went on to say, “What was 

happening last night ... you felt like there was a group of people around?” He asked. I 

nodded, speechless by now. “That was a group of people that you’ve been associated 

with in another reality, a congruent reality. When this star went off and this energy

flashed through the universe you were in a trance as a healer with this group of people, 

you were really wide open and it took part of the soul of that healer and brought it to you 

as a baby here. Now you’re connected with this group of people in another parallel time 

track and they very much want you back.” 


His manner was so serious that I couldn’t think of it as ridiculous. Especially after 

experiencing dreams where I could feel myself, or my spirit, being tangibly pulled on 

when surrounded by others. This was all very new to me yet somehow it made sense of 

what I had been experiencing all my life. The peace and knowing that I felt at times 

created a tug-of-war with my uncontrollable heated passion to create that kept me going. 

I couldn’t escape the war within my very soul. The remarkable ability that a Shaman 

possessed to look into my soul offered me a link to the deepest possible healing, finally 

someone saw me.  


He continued with,  “Somehow your daughter, Courtney, is also a daughter in that 

other time track.”


 “I could feel from the time she was conceived how important she would be to 

me. In a way her spirit has been leading me to understand what you’re saying. It was 

through becoming her mother that I experienced my first death and the understanding that 

we don’t die with the physical body.”  As I listened and spoke to this person I realized 

that I was revealing hidden thoughts that I had kept to myself for so long and I wasn’t 

judged for them or questioned with suspicion and doubt. That in it self was a miracle.


He finished with, “What this indicates is that you have part of the soul of this

woman healer, so you have these abilities as a seer and a healer that you now must train.”

 There was no reason to doubt his sincerity or the honesty of what was imparted on my behalf. This information was like a map of my soul. “How do I train to use thes abilities?” I inquired, anxious to begin delving into the verities of what was set before me. 
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His response offered an invitation to a very different life. “You’ll lead two lives. 

Part of the time you’ll be here and part of the time you’ll be there because this healer 

really very much needs back part of what you received - but you can’t give that up 

because your soul would rip again and you’ve already been torn once. You couldn’t 

survive another spiritual tear.” He said as a matter of fact.

I thanked Apaacu and scheduled my next session anxious to learn how to walk 

through the passageway between realities and journey to the spiritual realms. I was 

anxious to learn what my torn spirit had been trying to teach me about who I really am. I 

left feeling very different, somehow stronger and yet more open and vulnerable. Death 

and my resurrections had clearly shown me the two realities that this Shaman spoke of 

but I was ready to find others who shared my experiences and sought this remarkable 

spiritual tradition and medicine. 


Walking straight to the local family owned bookstore to find books on Shamanic 

work I thought about the man, the ghost, who was attracted to me. Interesting, my 

favorite old movie was The Ghost and Mrs. Muir.  Missus Muir was a single mother who 

lived in a house on a cliff by the ocean. She fell in love with the ghost that haunted that 

house, a sea captain who helped her to write a book. A lot of people have told me I look 

like the actress in that movie, Gene Tierney. Were we attracted to stories and places that

resonated with our soul? I would soon learn that one of the primary healing tools of the 

Shaman was the telling of stories, stories that healed us and helped us to know who we 

are, stories that helped us to know that we’re not alone.


After buying every book I could find on the subject of the oldest spiritual practice 

one of the first things I first read were regarding the initiations used by nature and man to 

induct a candidate into the practice of the Shaman, primarily it was a death experience. 

Other candidates considered for initiation into the lineage of medicine man or woman in 

order to receive the knowledge and responsibilities of the shaman’s world were chosen 

after experiencing continued illnesses. I had experienced death twice maybe that’s how 

he knew I had a destiny to fulfill and I had been sick so often in my life I couldn’t count 

everything I contracted but knew I covered every well known M disease from mumps and 

measles to mononucleosis and meningitis and now cancer, Lyme disease a broken back 

and tintinitis, which is apparently the sound of a call from the spirit world just in case 

you’re not listening. The unique traditions and healing techniques of the original 

medicine, the Shaman’s work have been handed down orally, kept safely within a select 

group, since aboriginal times. Fortunately for me the “new age” of science that we’ve been living in for nearly two hundred years accepts first hand experience as the norm. 

Therefore anthropologists, historians, seekers and visionaries alike have been seeking the 

experience of the shaman and began documenting this phenomenon.

Trying to put the fantastical pieces of Apaacu’s message together into something 

reasonable I realized he said that my daughter was part of a parallel time track where I had the soul of a healer. My daughter was born with a physical wound that didn’t show in 
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her outward appearance she was showing me that invisible wounds are just as debilitating as those that are visible. As I read accounts of healing techniques from indigenous tribes I 

understand how I drew from this part of me that used the ancient healing ways of


singing the sounds that came out of my spirit’s earnest request for help to wake and 

encourage her sick spirit to live. It seemed that these songs were healing both to my 

daughter and to me in both a spiritual and practical sense for one thing I wasn’t just 

sitting there waiting for the hospital staff to do something I was stirring up hope and my 

daughter’s spirit. According to Welsh Mythology the universe was created by a song, 

which may account for both my experience of hearing a pure note when I was in the 

tunnel of death and why I automatically began singing to help my new born daughter 

through the beginning of her life. Music always helped to lift my spirit hearing the 

clearest notes sung by opera singers got me off the floor during the worse part of the my 

crippled spine. 


I started voice lessons immediately after my first Shamanic session and would 

continue for seven years the same length of time that I had trained in acting and in the 

healing techniques of the Shaman.2  As it turns out seven years of training was the 

expected norm for initiates into the art of the Shaman throughout history.

I also read that drawing or making something that represents what a person most 

needs like the symbol for water that I made in the weave of a blanket for my daughter at 

the time of her birth was another important healing device in the ancient traditions, it was 

the symbol of what my daughter needed most. What we all need most.

After my session I sat peacefully with the river remembering that I asked the 

disease to leave my little newborn daughter alone and take me instead. I actually talked to 

meningitis like it was an entity unto itself, a criminal who might have taken hold of her at 

gunpoint. It’s a good thing the hospital personal were never around to hear me I joked  

but when I read accounts of ancient healing techniques I discovered that I was

intuitively doing exactly what an ancient healer did when he or she extracted malevolent 

energy. Throughout the time of her birth when my daughter needed me to remember that 

healer who lived within I called upon tools I didn’t even know I had and was now amazed by the coincidences.


When I walked into the house after my first session with the Shaman I noticed 

that I wasn’t out of breath for the first time in months. I touched my heart in awe it 

was less constricted the heaviness that I felt pressing on my chest for months was gone. 

That night I walked up the stairs for the first time in nearly a year and I slept like a baby 

without taking anything to enable it. When I woke the next morning the first thing I did 

was look out the window. To my surprise everything looked different New Hope was 

beautiful. As a breeze swept through the landscape every blade of grass, every tree limb, 

and bush, every cloud in the sky, all the things I couldn’t see from my window in New 
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York looked like they were waving at me. They were acknowledging me or was I 

acknowledging the beauty of nature around me in New Hope for the first time? Then I 

noticed the single red rose that stood out in the late Fall landscape. It grew strong and 

straight in the garden amongst dried leaves and barren branches even the wind didn’t 

disturb it. Odd that this one rose should keep going when everything else was dying.


Apaacu said at the moment I was born a star imploded and wounded me across 

the heart. For the first time I asked my mother about her pregnancy with me. She 

admitted that of all her seven children I was the only one who made her sick throughout. 

“You gave me morning sickness all the way to the delivery room table.” She said in a 

voice that was clearly void of levity. Later she admitted to having eaten an entire box of 

chocolates the night before she gave birth to me but still gave me credit for making her ill. As her fifth child I was somehow the one who would come into her life to create change for her perhaps starting with her eating habits.

I experienced five good days in a row after my first Shamanic session. The muscle spasms in my neck that came as a direct result of my nervous systems reaction to Lyme disease seemed to disappear. I had more energy than I did all year so I decided to take a bus into New York and use the opera tickets that I purchased seven months ago. A year passed since my first night at the Opera. I’ll never forget that night. I was on my way to a floor barre ballet class when I bought the last ticket, which cost exactly what I had in my pocket. When I arrived a TV camera was in my seat so I was escorted to one in the third row center. I saw every gesture and heard every note that the well-trained, perfectly 

pitched singers created. Their voices, like birds with double sets of vocal chords, coupled 

with the brilliant musical compositions were so beautiful they made me cry. The next day 

I was inspired to try lifting my broken body off the floor, which enabled me to make my 

first visit to New Hope. 


Now, almost a year later I reentered Lincoln Center’s doors to the Opera house  

heard Verdi’s music compositions and Placido Domingo’s voice and was transported 

once again.  I almost felt like my old self that night until I returned to my apartment. As 

soon as I walked in my sinuses blocked up and I started coughing and then had a very 

difficult time sleeping. I had joked many times in the past about being allergic to my 

apartment now when my breathing became labored again and the heaviness returned 

to my chest I didn’t think it was funny. I seriously wondered if something existed in the 

environment there that caused these symptoms to occur. During the sleepless night the 

only thing that calmed me was the sound of a bird calling it was 3 A.M., the same time 
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the dream always woke me. At that moment I realized that I didn’t have the reoccurring 

childhood dream in New Hope. I wanted to leave New York at that moment but I 

didn’t drive so I waited through what seemed like a never-ending night until the first 

morning bus back to the Delaware river and New Hope.


Later that morning I lay on the Shaman’s table listening to the beat of a drum, a 

beat that is like a heart beat, like the sound of the earth. In the Shaman’s world the drum 

or rattle acts as a drive that allows the body to fall into a theta state, it’s a signal to let the 

heart know that the body is safe to allow part of the spirit to journey into its realms. I’ll 

barrow terms coined by anthropologist Michael Harner who describes our physical life as 

our “ordinary reality,” while our spiritual life is our “non-ordinary reality.” There are 

three levels of “non-ordinary reality” in which to journey for guidance, healing and 

information: the Upper World, the Lower World and Middle Earth. in my experience 

these levels are all symbolic, the Upper being symbolic of our highest self, where we have the opportunity to be detached from all we think we are. The lower World, where we learn about what we hold in our deepest psyche and Middle Earth a spiritual level where we can interact with the spirits of others in our physical life. In order to reach these non-ordinary realities we visualize a safe and familiar place in nature where there is a tree. A familiar tree is often used as a symbolic ladder to the Shaman’s “highest heaven”, the Upper World. 


After climbing the tree we take a leap of faith and step off all that is known and 

tangible in physical life and walk into the passageway of our expansive spiritual life and 

sub-conscious. This passageway is the threshold of change. The spirit journey will often 

be experienced as metaphorical, which giving us the opportunity to both become an 

observer of our lives and learn the language of our soul. Metaphor is the tool that brings 

us to the heart of the matter. The first journey, like a vision quest in ancient tribal times, is to meet our primary or tutelary guiding spirit in the from of an animal. Also called Power Animal as it brings empowerment and is a representation of our soul that we can communicate and interact with. 


I lay with my eyes closed so that I could begin training to see with my heart. The 

smell of burning sage permeated the air and the sound of a continuous drum-beat 

resounded throughout my head as I stated my intentions. Suddenly I saw and felt myself 

leave my body and immediately found myself climbing in the tulip tree that skirted the 

riverbank in the New Hope backyard. Leaping into the sky I was immediately lifted into a 

tunnel that opened for me. The tunnel was bright very much like the tunnel I had 

experienced when I left my body with death. After a short time the light filtered out of 

my vision and I seemed to slow down. The change of speed enabled me to see more 

clearly. I was climbing a smooth stonewall embedded with crystals. Holding the fairly 

large crystals I pulled myself up the last leg of the tunnel and found myself reaching 

through what appeared to be a gauzy filament of strange cobwebs.


As I walked through the webs the first thing I saw was a clear blue sky and then a 

nest filled with blue eggs resting in the branch of a barren tree. Suddenly an Eagle 
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appeared directly in front of me he stared into my eyes as he flew off the bigger picture of 

the landscape was revealed. The tree whose branches held the nest rested on a plateau in 

an elevated semi-arid landscape nestled within the arms of surrounding mountains. Little 

crystals appeared to be covering the ground all around the tree. After catching sight of the 

Eagle again flying overhead I felt as if I were flying also. The freedom of flying like an 

eagle is indescribable. The wind swirled around me and I dipped and turned with ease 

when I looked at the tree from this perspective I spotted a large deer just beneath the 

nest. When I looked again from yet a higher point in the sky I saw a herd of deer standing 

on the range. Suddenly I’m not only flying with the Eagle I’m dancing with it, merging 

with it. I no longer feel my body. As I become the Eagle the entire herd of deer starts 

moving away from the tree with the nest full of eggs and around the mountain to the other side of the plateau. We follow flying behind them until we round the circumference of the mountains stopping where smoke is coming from a large fire. We approach hovering over a campsite where native people wearing cloaks of animal skins and feathered headdresses dance and chant. They’re throwing something into the fire that makes it spark. They’re involved in a healing ceremony. Someone is sick, a man. 


The Eagle and I as one, move in closer. It isn’t the fire the native people are 

dancing around.  They dance around a man lying on a platform. My heart begins to race  

anxiety stirs as I get closer to the man... the man is lying on a stone slab... I think I know 

him. Seeing the man up close creates a spontaneous reaction I feel my body temperature 

rising. Uncontrollable heated tears drop from my eyes creating salty rivulets that race 

down my cheeks. My body and all its senses react with heightened awareness to what I 

am experiencing  as both a participant and an observer at the same time. I observe this 

scene with vivid clarity and at the same time I feel it rip through me erupting my very 

core. The man on the stone slab is my father.


I feel myself dancing as the Eagle now, dancing round and round the fire, chanting like the First Nation dancers that are dancing with us. As I do this I feel and see images from my father’s life replaying like moving pictures of a film. As we go back in time my spirit seems to enter his psyche, his spirit. My body temperature escalates while I experience all that he did when he was fifty-eight, during the traumatic time period in his life when his wife of thirty-three years left him.  If anyone touched my skin it would 

scold them. My liver begins to jump, banging against my muscles and skin like an India 

rubber ball that’s trying to escape my body. 


Trapped in a fifty eight-year old man who feels uncontrollable anger and misery, 

fierce grief and frustration makes my liver is convulse. My temperature is catapulting as I 

am exposed to the traumatic experiences of my father’s life. Unable to break away I see 

and feel what it is to be a man of forty, the father of seven children. The frustration and 

self-doubt of not knowing how to express himself causes a cataclysmic eruption in my/his liver. Feeling a need for escape is killing me/him. I’m about to explode. I’m sure that I’m going to die soon if I see and feel more of his life but I can’t stop the images from coming. They keep coming like a movie without a projector, there is no “off” 
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switch. I want to scream out - “STOP!” like I did when Dr. Yao twisted his needle into me but I can’t make my mouth move. My organs are convulsing involuntarily yet I cannot make my extremities move. 


The next scene comes right on top of the previous - a man of thirty trying to be 

someone, a photographer. He’s selling his camera equipment to buy Christmas presents 

for his children. More anger and frustration and a feeling of being held back is causing my body to burn up as if my body were fire. I am losing all sense of myself. I won’t come 

out of this alive. As the scenes from painful emotional times in his life keep coming I see 

and feel the fear and frustration of what it is to be a young man who feels forced into a 

marriage. Then a younger man forced into the military ... and then the anger and 

frustration of a still younger man who was forced to give up a scholarship and the hope of 

continuing his education in order to work and help his parents feed twelve siblings.


Just as my body is about to combust I see and feel myself as him when he was 

a little boy in a terrifying position with strangers... alone, completely alone... abandoned, 

terrified and very sick. My body collapses as I see an infant turn to dust. The dust was 

swept away by the wind and then light came in like the light I experienced with death. I 

was restored to a peace and tranquility that paralleled the euphoria I felt with death. I was 

free. Free of the anger that controlled this man’s life and his actions. My liver stopped 

convulsing and my temperature returned to normal. 


As I returned through the tunnel, I came out into wispy clouds that turned into a 

brilliant red sunset. I was riding on the back of a white winged horse, a Pegasus. We flew 

past smoke stacks from the past again. When we did finally land in the yard the horse set 

me down so very gently, very lovingly.  I caressed its beautiful long neck and stroked its

soft white mane then thanked Pegasus and walked toward the house.  Suddenly I 

experienced and saw my head falling off. I was still in the journey and had no idea why this would occur. And then slowly a new, amorphous head grew in its place.











When I came out of the journey the guide told me that this form of 

dismemberment is considered a gift, a powerful healing for that part of the physical body. 

He also said that he had never known anyone to experience dismemberment on a first 

journey. After thanking Apaacu for this extraordinary experience I left feeling much 

lighter. The low-grade fever that had accompanied me daily for nearly six months lifted. I 

knew it was gone for good.  


We have learned to believe and trust what we see with our physical eyes and yet 

everything we see is not always congruent with the truth. In the Shaman’s spiritual realm 

we learn to see with our compassionate hearts and trust our deeper sense of knowing and 

intuition, our spirit. The first hand experience of my father’s emotional life was very 

unexpected and deeply emotional for me. I wasn’t thinking of him. My father revealed so 

little of himself.  He never really spoke or interacted with his children when he did it was 
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only to deliver orders. I forgot that he was in the military and that he liked a uniform so 

much that he kept it in his life after the war when he wore it to work everyday as a fire 

captain. As a child I wore a uniform every day to Catholic school. I forgot that I used to 

dig through the old cabinet in the basement where his things were. I found photos of him 

as a young man in uniform standing by an Air force plane along with war medals with large US letters embossed on them and medals with wings and ribbons. Maybe I was looking for mementos of his life before he was my father something to help me discover who the silent man who could produce a virulent temper really was. After contemplating his explosive anger I realized it surfaced when he was challenged or when something I did reflected who he was back to him. When he hit me with his belt in the basement when my brother snitched on me after seeing me try a cigarette. My father smoked and he hit me for it like he was trying to beat something out of me something that was related to him. I was disgusted by the taste of tobacco right away. It was my first hand experience that stopped me from continuing to smoke not his attempt to beat the experience out of me with a lather belt.


Brute force wasn’t an effective way to change energy or desire all brute force did 

was make us people who were wrong and undeserving, people who were punished into 

submission, which we would resent and foster anger for throughout our lives. No one had 

taught my father that we learn from our role models and by first hand experience. He 

always said, “Do what I say not what I do.”   I had just experienced the opposite way of 

releasing energy a gentle and very effective way. 


After experiencing the very essence that makes up my father I had a little more 


understanding of the anger and pain he internalized and acted out. That night after my 

first journey for the first time memories of my father were not coupled with anger or 

frustration. I slept more soundly than I ever remembered sleeping and when I woke I felt 

something moving in my abdomen. Suddenly my body started to behave as it had 

during the Shamanic journey from the day before. The feeling of having an India rubber 

ball banging against my intestines when I wasn’t on a Shamanic journey was a little 

frightening. And then, much to my amazement, I saw an unfamiliar bulge sticking out of 

my abdomen. It started moving from one side of my hips to the other and then down. I 

was astounded when my undulating body gave birth to a tumor the size of a golf ball. I 

was released, and felt overwhelmingly free. I was so shocked by what happened I didn’t 

realize that I had just experienced a miracle. 

1 Mircea Eleade, Shamanism; Archaic Techniques of Ecstasy, pp 15, Ibid., pp 248-49  


2 Mircea Eliade, Shamanism Archaic Techniques of Ecstasy, pg. 91,201,305, 306





