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 INTRODUCTION

1.

My journey to Altai began long before September 1, 2003 when I actually stepped on the plane and flew to Siberia. It was about seven years before that date, in the year when I was about to graduate at the Academy for theatre in Ljubljana, and to decide what to with my life. That year I moved to a new apartment to live alone. It was a period of great changes. My perspective on the world was profoundly changing. Also everything around me seemed like falling apart. The relationship with my boyfriend with whom I was together for many years was over. I was feeling more and more alien to my best friends. I should be thinking about getting a real job and beginning to earn money, but I felt something inside of me is telling me not to do that. Instead I was trying to save some money from working in part time jobs and organize my life as simply as possible so that I would have only necessary expenses and could have a lot of time for being with myself. It would give me a chance to find out what I really wanted to do.

I wasn’t really satisfied with the existing forms and the condition of most theatre institutions. With insight about the history of theatre, its ancient ritual forms, and its modern forms, I had a reason to believe that the theatre art as we know it now, has lost its essential function. In ancient times it used to be a healing place, where people could feel the existence of “something more” then an ordinary reality. It was a place to open to the sacredness of life. I did have certain fleeting visions about the theatre I wanted to do, but they seemed to me like a far dream, which at that time I didn’t have an idea how to realize. And what was bothering me most was what am I supposed to speak about at all? Do I have anything to say? Does it make sense to speak about sacredness in this world? How would I speak to people, if I myself don’t believe in anything, what would be worthwhile to speak about? 

Among all those dilemmas I could sense, there was something inside of me that knew the answers to those questions. This “something” was leading me towards a direction, which was completely unknown to me. I felt I needed to follow the slight rays of light I could feel in certain moments and to begin to discover who I really am, to devote my attention to discover my inner realities, dreams, emotions, visions… This was like a calling, which didn’t let me live a “normal” life any more. I was more and more avoiding social life, searching for solitude in silent places in the nature or in my room, reading, observing my feelings, recording my dreams, thinking, learning to meditate, writing my journal… I felt like I was entering a process, and the only possible thing for me to do was to go through, wherever it was going to take me. Although I didn’t really understand, why I was doing all those things, there was something I did know: if this force, which is awakening my desire for the unknown is so strong, there must be a deep purpose in it. And I sensed it certainly had to do with my personal transformation.

I felt like there is “something” around me, which was making me feel very safe. There were times of trust and also times of doubt and deep depression. Sometimes I was wondering myself if everything was all right with me to believe all those feelings from inside, which are maybe just products of the imagination. At the edge of despair one evening in my apartment in Ljubljana I unexpectedly had a vision. While I was relaxing in the bath tub, an image of an old Native American woman clearly appeared right in front of me. She looked at me with a wise and peaceful expression on her face. She was not smiling, but her eyes were so warm and loving, that the feeling of complete trust embraced me. Then I could sense as I heard her saying, that there is nothing to be afraid of. “We are taking care of you, don’t worry. You are under our protection. We lead your steps.” 

Then she disappeared. I felt confused at first, but at the same time, it felt so natural to me, like it would be something completely normal. I was crying with relief and happiness. It was like evidence, which came to me from a sacred realm, letting me know I am not alone. During that time I was reading a lot about the sacred realm and was also writing about it in my study work, but I never had an encounter like that, which would actually prove me there is indeed something on the “other side.” And besides I have felt this strong connection to Native American culture since I was a child. Images of eyes of wise men and women, beauty of nature, have followed me many times. All those images were awakening a great pain in me. It was like a deep unexplainable longing for something that I missed in my everyday reality. I didn’t understand what those images meant. And now this woman comes to me and speaks to me? What is it supposed to mean?

Later I was thinking I should ask her who is the “we” she was talking about. But it took me years to find out.

2.

After this event I felt many times her presence beside me, sometimes more, sometimes less. I felt stronger knowing, there is “something” bigger caring what is happening to me and the process I went through became more meaningful to me. Mostly I could sense her. Only a few times could I see her very clearly. Usually when I needed her, she would come to me during meditation. I called her my Indian Grandmother, although sometimes it seemed to me that she would be a spirit of the Earth herself, because her teachings were connecting me to the wisdom and power of the earthy spirituality. As I learned later, every spiritual being that comes in one’s life has a particular task or purpose. Later I learned also she was my guide and was dedicated to guide me until I completed a certain series of lessons. But at that time I couldn’t yet articulate her purpose. What she was saying and showing to me wasn’t easy to understand with my “old” mind, so I was learning slowly. It was shifting certain ideas I had about life, most of all, the attitude toward my-self and toward the Earth. 

At the beginning it seemed to be most important that I begin to feel safe and to allow myself to accept the unconditional love she was giving me. She was teaching me to love myself truly. I was convinced I do love myself, but it was a really hard years-taking task for me to dissolve the tensions around my heart area and to let go of all those wrong ideas, what loving myself really means. With her motherly energy she reconnected me with my Inner girl archetype and healed her from fear and her wounds. It was a great emotional healing. Sometimes her teachings about love were completely opposite of how love is usually understood in the culture I was raised. I used to think listening to my inner voice, putting it first and acting upon it is selfish. I was thinking to be good to people means to sacrifice my own needs. I didn’t actually even ask myself what my real needs are, or if I did that I felt bad.

Later she also was connecting me with my feminine power. I didn’t realize that there is always a source of wisdom in myself, and that my power comes from paying attention to this source in every situation and challenge life brings to me. She taught me how to cleanse the energy and thoughts I “gathered” from other people in the area of my stomach and to stand in my own energy. 

An important part of those teachings was learning what does it mean to be a human being, to understand my emotions and other people’s emotions. Over the years my heart muscle has been gradually getting stronger, fully alive and capable of feeling the warmth of Love vibration more and more. She was also giving me lessons of love and respect towards the Mother Earth and all life. Gradually she and “they” were introducing me to the ancient sacred Native American ways, giving me opportunities to visit the native people of North America and their ceremonies. Those teachings have gradually, along with many other things, gone on for years. There were also times when I couldn’t feel her presence at all, completely forgot about her or even denied her existence. She really had an unconditional love for me and great patience for not leaving me even in those times.  

Gradually I have met also other allies. Soon after she appeared to me another Native American spirit began to teach me. I was guessing he had to come somewhere from the prairie part of North America, because in my visions I always see him in a green landscape. As with my Indian Grandmother, he also had extremely warm eyes, although he was never smiling. His eyes were sharp and there was a great dignity and wisdom in them. He had a loving, understanding and peaceful expression on his face. I could feel his gentle heart. He was always sitting in the same position on the ground, in the typical traditional way of sitting and wearing a white feather right in the middle behind his head. Because of that I named him Chief White Feather. 

The first time in my vision I saw myself sitting with him on beautiful green meadow. He was teaching me to sit still in silence, with peace in my eyes, to calm my thoughts and observe the stillness of the morning nature. He appeared to me few times when I was confused or anxious, just to remind me of the peace in my eyes, and my dignity. Sometimes in times of restlessness or lack of self-confidence I tried to imagine his eyes and I felt his stillness is pouring into me.

My friend Tanja Premk once astonished me with saying: “There is a Native American chief behind you.”

I knew she was clairvoyant but still I was greatly surprised: “What? What do you mean by that?”

“I see him walking with you sometimes.”

“I think I know,” I shyly smiled. 

3.

I felt all this had a deep purpose, but had no idea what it could be and for what reason. I was trying to be patient and let things reveal themselves in accordance with my readiness to understand and accept them. After all I was raised in an environment where those kinds of things were something very unusual, considered completely weird. They just don’t happen to “normal” people. There began a big fight between my socially adjusted rational mind and my inner sense of truth. The rational mind was persistently repeating there is nothing more about the whole thing than my imagination. But because it was present with me during my process, it couldn’t deny completely that there was something significant happening, however you call it, an imagination, a connection to other realms of reality or who knows what else.

Still I needed years of proofs, experiences, hearing about the stories of other people, gathering knowledge from literature, from teachings of other cultures, particularly Native American culture, to finally come to the point when even my frightened ignorant mind could not confuse me any more. I know now those things are something completely normal. It is only our restricted mind which keeps us from opening doors of our perception and assuming our existence as broadly as we can. And the reason why in our “civilized” culture we are so ignorant about those things is that the culture hasn’t cultivated socially approved ways of learning about and experiencing other spiritual realities, as every single “uncivilized” culture has. 

But at that time I didn’t know much of that and at least in the beginning was feeling alone. I was avoiding explaining what was happening to me, because I was afraid most people wouldn’t understand it or would even think I am getting nuts or at least I am strange. Yet, on the other hand, no matter what my rational mind would try to convince me or what anybody would say, my deeper inner self, which was observing how things are happening in my life and noticing how different “coincidences” were putting puzzles together in a very meaningful way, sensed very clearly that reality is much wider, and opens fields beyond what my rational mind could explain or accept. The wise part of me knew it was the Spirit who was taking care of me and that all that was happening and was going to happen will have its purpose. The series of painful recognitions and losses are a part of it, as well as all the beauty and happiness that is waiting for me. Life is precious. No matter what challenges it brings. They are all here to teach us about Love. And Love is stronger then anything else in the world.

4.

I believe it was “they” who guided me to the United States for the first time, in 1999, to come in touch with the land, where some sacred ceremonies of the Native American culture are still alive, Arizona, New Mexico and California. Before Teodor and I decided to go there, sharp Chief White Feather's eyes were appearing in front of me many times. I had a vision of a circle of Native American elders sitting in a tipi, having a ceremony. There was a child in the middle, who they were sending somewhere “to the world”. The child was crying loud and didn’t want to be sent away. It felt like I would be this child. 

We went to seek for the answers we were looking for and couldn’t find here. I hoped to find a teacher among Native people, somebody who would explain to me what is going on with me, somebody who would tell me, who are “they” and what is the meaning of all those teachings and why do I have to go through all that instead of being a normal person. I didn’t find anybody. Then we found a healing school in San Diego, which had a shamanic training as a part of its program. This was the first time I heard also in our modern times there exists “shamanism”. We found the lady, who was teaching it, and she offered us individual classes. After I told her about my inner teachers and other experiences, she said, there is nothing new she can teach me about shamanism. She explained the heart of shamanism is the intimate working relationship with the shaman’s spirit helpers. Traditionally in some cultures, an elder shaman assists the initiate in getting in touch with his or her own helping spirits in non-ordinary reality and then departs. But, if a person gets in touch with the spirits, there is no need for a physical mentor, because the spirits supply the answers: the real teachers instruct him or her from the sacred realm. There are no other higher authorities. She gave us some very important directions, showed us how to do a shamanic journey, recommended some books and said we need to trust what we hear from inside.

When we returned to Slovenia my “inner training” continued. I spent lots of time in nature, connecting to the trees, the land. I was learning to do shamanic journeys, a technique of soul retrieval. It was a great tool for emotional healing for my self and in this way I helped also few of my close friends.  The inner process occupied me to the extent I couldn’t do anything else for a living. It was very important for that period, I was transforming and my old view of life was changing, but from the perspective of my professional creativity I felt completely lost. Also when I tried to begin to do something to earn something, it failed. I sensed although I was learning the shamanic healing tools my determination was not to become a healer. I was getting worried how to use all that teaching in my work, how to make a living from that. But most of all it hurt me that I lost my connection to the theatre, and didn’t know how to find it again. I didn’t want to return to the institutional theatre, but on the other hand I was terribly afraid to step on my own path. That fear was paralyzing me. I decided to ask for the answer inside of me. Is theatre indeed the path I need to follow or there is something else I need to focus my energy on? I put a drumming music and prayed with my dance to receive the clarity. After some time I felt so dizzy I had to lie down. What I experienced was the most powerful contact with the Indian Grandmother I have ever had. I felt her as she was physically with me:

I find myself lying on a green meadow. The Indian Grandmother approaches to me and gives me a warm loving hug. Then she silently invites me to sit by the fire. There are also other native people around the fire, sitting in silence. I feel very welcomed. Grandmother behaves as if she already knows why I came. I don’t hear her voice, but through translating the energy she sends to me I understand exactly what she is tellingl me. “You are being put out of the theatre world now to learn who you really are. You were infused with ideas of what theatre is supposed to be. It is your chance to reevaluate all those ideas and become yourself. You need to begin to believe to the simple truth coming from your heart. It has nothing to do with proving how wonderful, how talented you are. It also doesn’t have anything to do with convincing anybody your truth is better then anybody else’s truth. It has just to do with being what you are, standing in your energy, connected to the vibration of Love and telling your story. Everybody can decide what to take out of it. One will feel inspired and encouraged to find her/his own heart-desire, another will walk away feeling nothing. The Earth is changing; art needs to be changed too. You need to purify yourself and establish a firm connection to your soul. There is so much love in your heart. This is what you need to learn to respect. This is where your artistic expression should begin. Not only through your words but also through radiating Love in your performances you will remind people they are always unconditionally loved. But first you need to learn it yourself. That is why you need so much time to learn. Be patient.” 

While I listen to her I feel warmth of her love fulfilling my heart. 

“Am I really capable of true loving?” I ask, worried, because it seemed to me sometimes, my heart gets hard like a stone.

“Yes, you are,” she answers. “Much more then you can possibly imagine.”

About a month after that experience Chief White Feather appeared in my vision and gave me a sign, I am ready to begin with my theatre work again. He showed me the place: an international cultural summer camp, which was happening every summer near our town. I would need to facilitate a weeklong workshop with a performance as the final result. I was terrified. “What kind of performance?” I asked. 

“Use what you have learned. You can find everything inside, remember?” I could sense his reply.

Two months later, indeed it happened. And after a year the next one, my first ritual performance Prayer to the Earth was prepared. Both were breakthroughs for me. I knew now I can truly trust my inner guidance and my own creativity. Despite how things looked illogical sometimes it seemed my inner teachers and my own greater self were leading me through this process of learning with very clear purpose – for now it was creating my own way of theater. They gave me opportunity to realize I can do it very well. But this was only beginner’s luck.

                                     STORY OF THE MOUNTAIN 

1.

It was in my dreams about three years before my trip to Altai, when I first met my sacred mountain. Those dreams were significant for me at that time. All I felt those days was a great void in front of me. I couldn’t feel my spirit guidance any more. I began getting sick. My problems with my stomach were getting worse. Besides, my money was running short. With the last savings I decided to rent a little room to live alone for some time to give myself a chance to think, read and meditate on what is the right direction for me to take. In those days I had the following dream:

I am in a group of people. A strong woman guides us up to a mountain, in fact on the other side of that mountain, where is supposed to be a place I long for, a sacred place. In the group there is a man who falls in love with me. I forget about my wish to climb the mountain and go down to a village with this man. There are lots of people down there, also a man who was my partner at that time in reality. We were supposed to come here only to rest, but nobody seems to want to go up any more. I see also the woman who was guiding us. She is lying on the floor of a stinking public place for entertainment, naked. She is wounded, with blood on her skin. There is crowd of people around her and some almost step on her. 

I begin to feel sadness and restlessness, which reminds me I had wanted to go to the mountain. I feel the mountain calling me. There is a feeling of purity, clearness and sharpness connected to it, which attracts me as well as frightens me. I am aware it would take a great effort to get there, particularly because I know I would need to go alone. It would be much easier to stay in the place full of people and entertainment. 

I decide to go. I can feel the anger of two men who want me to stay there, but I feel extremely peaceful because I know I am doing the right thing.
I was wondering what is the exact meaning of the sacred place in my dreams. I received the answer the next day in my daydreaming: Only on the level of my heart inner being – the divine essence, which is open to eternity of the universe -- can I master my life on the earthy, physical level. I should not be afraid of entering the next level of the area of the unknown inside my self, of the deeper truth of existence. There exists the spiritual realm. If I choose to ignore it I choose also to fail to master my life. If I deny I am connected to spirit and I am a divine being, I stay disconnected from the Source of Love, which is the greatest power that exists, no matter how powerless it seems to me in certain circumstances. If, on the contrary, I accept the existence of this realm I can get infinite power to create my life as I want it to be and step out of the patterns which restrain me from being truly free. The process is about accepting the power, learning to use it properly, which means using it in the highest good. 

This means I would need to stop being naïve. Because when I insist on being a naïve “good girl”, who resists seeing the truth, which is not always pleasant, I lose my power, the connection to my true heart being, to my roots. It’s essential to become my own authority. It’s important to take responsibility for what I feel and what I think is true –– the responsibility for walking alone toward my own destiny, my dreams, my heart desire, my own spiritual path - toward my own way of creativity. I accepted.

I wanted to go to the unknown mountain. One day I wanted to come back to save the wounded indigenous woman, whom I have left lying on the floor, neglected and disrespected by people, who were symbolizing both the culture’s actual attitude toward her and also my own attitude. What part of my inner femininity did she represent? I wanted to find that out and to bring the dignity and the power she has lost back to her. How? What I am to do?

At that time Karen Berggren’s book Circle of Shaman: Healing Through Ecstasy, Rhythm and Myth came to my hands. I felt this book had a special meaning. Already thinking of it made my heart beat stronger. I didn’t want to begin to read it until I was ready, so I was carrying it with me in my bag wherever I went, just to be with me. When finally I was settled in the rented room, the time for reading came. It gave me the answers I have been waiting for so long! 

In her book Karen Berggren describes her inner process of a series of visionary encounters, all the while struggling through a strange psychological turbulence, which she later recognized as a shamanic initiation crisis. 

She explains that the term Circle of Shaman indicates a group of spirit teachers, who are connected and create a web or circle in the Dreamtime or Spirit World, or however one wants to name the larger field of consciousness to which we all belong. The web connects the shamans of the Dreamtime and humans, individuals across the planet, whether they were recognized as shamans by vocation, or just those who, knowingly or not, live and work in a shamanic way. A common thread connects all shamans across the planet. There is an intimate connection the web has with the Earth. The author describes her vision of how through this communion an incredible regeneration of life energy of the planet and people is happening. In her sublime experiences through meditations, the dreamtime, drumming and dancing, over several years she met a few different members from the Circle of Shaman, who were teaching her: a Native American man she called Turtle man, an elder shamaness, whom she called Grandmother Illusion, an Asian shaman and others. 

I couldn’t believe my eyes. There was no doubt my spirit teachers, the Indian Grandmother and Chief White Feather, who were taking care of me through the last two years, are also members of the Circle of Shaman! The descriptions of the spirits, coming from different cultural backgrounds (“mine” were Native American), their way of healing and teaching, as she described, were fitting in. Also her process of initiation crisis was so similar to what I was going through! Now I definitely knew where the painful longing for the unknown came from. It was a call of the shamaness within me, the inner archetype, through which I am connected to the Circle of Shaman. I felt all that before, but now I could give it the name.

Besides, Karen Berggren, together with a group of people, had a mythic ritual theatre! This was the first time I heard how shamanism, the connection with the spirits, can profoundly influence the art of theatre. In her book I first time met with a term “a shamanic artist”. Was my theatre “shamanic art”? It sounded so true and powerful to me, but there was still a part of me encumbered with a collective mentality of my environment, to which it sounded almost like a “demonic theatre”. In that time I realized soon that the stronger heart beating this book was causing me had not to do only with getting all those confirmations and making another step in awakening of my shaman archetype, but there was something more: I wished to meet those people, to see their theatre, to dance and drum with them. I felt then I wouldn’t feel so much alone with my ideas any more and could become more self-confident in my own style of life. Facing my financial disaster at the time it seemed impossible. 

2.

Looking back I realized that this archetypal woman was already communicating to me a few months ago, when we were working the performance A Pilgrimage to the Little Water. I wrote then the following poem:

“One girl has stolen away from the world of people.

She has ran away to a shelter of trees,

the friendly silence of the forest.

Woods accepted her with joy.

Burning lightening sky started to dance with her.

Tall spruce tree took the girl into her embrace.

Why people can’t love so tenderly

like blades of grass,

mightily as sky before a storm,

reliable like rocks,

trustworthy as mountains, 

she asked herself.

Why I feel so cold with people sometimes?

People laughed at her stories.

They said she is funny to think 

the trees and rocks understand her.

Tree is only a tree -

how could it love somebody, they would ask her.

They told her that her love is too thick, too big.

She should try to become as other people are.

She was afraid of their laughing.

She wanted to become one of them.

She began to believe them.

She learned to chat, to be nice, 

to hide her joy, her sadness, her rage, her fears.

She learned to stifle the desire of her heart.

She loved people and was afraid of them.
Sometimes she was happy.

But more and more she felt something is missing.

Something hurt in her breasts,

something called her.

One day she couldn’t stand it any more.

She returned to the places she used to know.

The woods accepted her with joy.

Burning lightening sky started to dance with her.

Tall spruce tree took the girl into her embrace.

But she couldn’t surrender to their loving hands.

She couldn’t dance to the sky any more

and to sing the simple songs with the winds

She couldn’t hear the silent tongue of the stones.

She wasn’t that trustful girl,

who used to hearken the whisper of the ants and to believe their gentle words.

She forgot.

Too much ice, 

too many lies have gathered around her heart.

She forgot the beauty she used to be.
Nothing has left of it but longing,

a crying blood of the depths of her body,

a distant fleeting memory.

She knew she needs to follow it.

She had to find a way.”

This is where I stopped. I wrote this poem as a part of my piece in the performance, but when I presented it, the director didn’t like it. He said it’s not artistic enough. It’s too sentimental. I took his criticism so seriously that I didn’t use it at all. This same man was one of those I saw among the crowd of people in my dreams. This could be another aspect of understanding the call to go to the mountain in the dreams. Maybe connecting to the Source meant also connecting to the Source of my own way of creativity. I had to liberate myself from all the ideas of what is art supposed to be and how something should look to be artistic. Some of those people in the dream were people from my theatre academy I finished two years ago. Maybe a part of the reason the woman was lying there on the floor, powerless and disconnected from her creativity, was because all my life I was listening to all those people who didn’t value the healing wisdom of the heart. This was too new age for them. Their voices and criteria of art gradually became my own and were blocking me whenever I was trying to do something mine.  I had to liberate myself. I didn't want to blame anybody. Each person has right to think whatever she or he wants. I just wanted to be responsible for myself. I had to find again the Source, which is connected to my own place of creativity. 

Beside that another question appeared to me. It seemed the wounded indigenous woman was connected to the girl in the poem. If this was so, then there must be a deeper connection between inner power and the simple-hearted Inner child archetype. Is that true?

3.

The next piece of the mystery around the Sacred mountain was revealed soon after that dream, during an experience of a regression session. In the first part of the session I met another member of Circle of Shaman. He was obviously from Asiatic heritage. In the silence, like I was used to see at the Indian Grandmother’s healing, he did a ritual of healing the tensions of my throat with red-hot piece of wood. After his ritual I felt a great release in that area. This enabled me to go deeper inside. One part of what I communicated was the following:

At one point I feel a presence of a loving being in light-blue color, who represents itself as my guardian spirit. It invites me to follow it. I ask where do we go and it says, that he is going to reveal to me a secret. We walk along a path, which I eventually recognize as a path, which leads toward the same mountain I know from my dream. We arrive at the other side of the mountain, where, as I can recall from the dream, a sacred place is supposed to be. A vastness opens in front of us, a meadow extending in a mild morning light. I can feel a profound feeling of peace overwhelming me. It feels as arriving to a place, which I was longing for all my life. Unrest of my heart, which seems to be always present, slows down and a deep calmness and silent happiness lies upon my whole being. I can hear my inner voice telling me this place is a place of my soul. Here I connect to my source of energy, with my creativity. Here is the source of my inner peace and wisdom.

Now I can see a woman, as she would live at that place. She looks like the woman from my dreams, yet I sense she is me. She has strong body and from her feet firmly rooted into the earth. Powerful warmth radiating from her heart touches me with so much love, understanding and acceptance that I begin to weep. Her eyes are so soft, yet she looks very self-confident. She knows exactly what she wants. 

I can see groups of people coming to that place of hers, where they experience the depth of their souls. She helps them to open her eyes so they can see what a beauty and how precious gifts they posses inside. She encourages them to follow the path of their heart desire. Then they go and another group comes. She is always there, happy, peaceful, exactly where she needs to be – in her center. She performs, sings, dances, drums…   She is one with the nature.  She communicates to the earth, to the wind, to the fire, to the birds and other animals, to the trees, to rains and lightening, to flowers and to different kind of invisible beings. Forces of nature come through her, through her stories, her voice, her dance, her drumming. She is rooted in earth and yet limitlessly movable in the sky – she can travel in her spirit everywhere.

I could hear my inner voice telling me it is time for me to begin to learn more about shamanism. 

Was it the same woman who was lying on the floor? Was she my Shaman archetype then? Was she my future self? Whoever she was, in this vision she has shown me what gifts she has ready for me if I follow my path towards at the mountain. 

At the very end of the session I could hear my inner voice telling me my life is going to change completely. I am going to travel a lot, work a lot and meet many people. First journey is going to be to the USA. It is going to be soon. I should get ready. 

“Where do I get the money for that,” I asked. 

“Don’t worry about money”, I heard. “You will get enough for everything you need.” 

------------

It seemed all signs from inside were pointing to the same direction. Now I understood the call from the dreams to go to the mountain signified a turning point is in front of me, one of important shifting time in my life. I decided to become fully in charge of my life. I decided to begin to listen to my wisdom. I don’t want to deny my heart ever again. I want to find my own criteria of what art is. If it is “sentimental”, “new-age”, “demonic” or whatever it is, it is mine. I decided not listen anybody what is right or wrong, but learn to trust to my own wisdom, to my feelings and to my body, which tells me what is good for me and what is not. I wanted to learn the tools to connect closer to my inner truth. It seemed I needed to go out of Slovenia to expand my view of life. 

Life was offering the opportunity. It seemed to me it’s now or never. I took the action. I knew where I needed to turn first. The answer was lying in front of me in the book I was reading. I wrote an e-mail to Karen Berggren. She invited me to come. It happened that her friend who lives in the same house had an empty room, where I could stay. At full speed I got to work. I translated the words of my first performance A Prayer to the Earth in English, organized video shooting of it, so I could present it and perform it in USA. I wrote an application letter to many companies in my town to ask them to support my travel, which will be a part of study for my new performance. Some of them supported me so I gathered enough money to go. I couldn’t believe until I sat on the plane to Boston it really worked! 
“Intuitively I began to sense that the Circle of Shaman and my own greater spirit had orchestrated events exactly as they have occurred, in the specific timing."
 Karen says in her book. Also to me it had been becoming more and more obvious there was so many things proving to me I had invisible help with me all that time. There were more and more coincident events coming across my path, followed by a strange feeling of importance, which made me eventually believe they might not be coincidences at all. Indeed my trip to USA opened many new doors for my further growth, personal, spiritual and professional, if this is divided at all. More than I could imagine in my most daring and beautiful dreams. I had another reason to really begin to trust. “They” knew what they are doing. In June 2001, when I left West Concord, I was like another person.

                                    FIRST TOUCH OF ALTAI

1.

When I was returning to Slovenia my friend Chris gifted me the book Entering the Circle – Ancient Secrets of Siberia Wisdom Discovered by a Russian Psychiatrist written by Olga Kharitidi. “I‘ve got a feeling you need to read this one”, he said. During the last few months of my staying in USA a few people mentioned this particular book to me. To be honest in the beginning I didn’t take it too seriously. It was even a bit funny to me because I could see they connect it to me because they think Slovenia must be somewhere near to Siberia and don’t know traveling there takes the same as traveling from Slovenia to Boston. But when I looked at it I felt there is something more: beside the “geographical” factor there must be something really special about this book. I decided I would do as I usually do with those “special books”: I will read it when I will feel ready. So, when I arrived home, I put it at my bookshelf to wait for the right time. 

The next year in October I performed Prayer to the Earth and Electra in Moscow. We went there together with Tanja, my Russian friend, who is a member of my little theatre company, which I rather call a theatre family, because it sounds less official. I took with me also the book Entering the Circle. Time in Moscow was so intense with performances, encountering many people and experiencing Moscow, so that two weeks ended without me even touching the book. The last day Volodja, Tanja’s relative, took us to the airport. We were about to check in when a lady at the counter announced that the plane is overbooked, so unfortunately the last few passengers will need to wait for the next flight to Ljubljana, which will be after three days. We were shocked. Three days of waiting in foggy, cold Moscow didn’t sound very pleasant. Fortunately the weekend was approaching and none of us had anything important planned for that time. 

When something like this happens I usually like to think to myself – this must be for a reason. Let’s see what it is. So, after recovering from the first moment of unpleasant surprise I surrendered to the situation. They told us they will settle us in a hotel for those days and give us a compensation ticket worth 400$ to fly with their company wherever we want during the next year. In that moment a map of Russia shoved up in front of my eyes and a strong beam of light shone upon the area of Siberia. In the same moment that beam lighted also the book, which I had in my suitcase. I felt happiness overwhelming me. I knew in that moment why we didn’t catch the plane. And also – finally the time for reading the book had come. I had a wonderful excuse for three days of doing nothing but reading. What better, after few busy weeks I could wish to myself?

2.

Mountains Altai are in Altai Republic, which is placed in the south part of Siberia, at Russia’s very border line of Mongolia, China and Kazakhstan. Those mountains are known as a place where the old practice of shamanism was active and recognized as a religion until this very century (and still is in certain, very rare areas).

That’s what is written on back-cover of the book:

“Olga Kharitidi’s debut is a remarkable account of her spiritual adventure in snowbound Siberia. Joining an ailing friend on a spontaneous  trip to the Altai Mountains, Dr. Kharitidi is taken into apprenticeship by a native shaman who guides her through bizarre , magical and often terrifying experiences that open her eyes to a wellspring of deeper learning. On the road to Belovodia, a fabled civilization of highly evolved beings, she encounters revolutionary mystical teachings while discovering ancient secrets of magic and healing. At once a modern odyssey and a timeless dreamscape. Entering the Circle is an inspiring story of personal growth and an insightful work about the limitless potential of the human spirit.”

A few issues in the book particularly attracted my attention. First one is the illustrative shamanic healing practice and teachings of the inner realities and the central archetype of a person, so called Heart Self or Spirit Twin, which the author got from shamaness Umai and other teachers from Belovodia. 

Another issue which particularly intrigued me was the mystery about a tattooed priestess. The author describes how in her inner journey during her visit to Altai she had a brief encounter with a powerfully built young woman, whose arms were tattooed with unknown animals. When she got back home to Novosibirsk, she found an article describing the discovery the summer before of an ancient tomb of a young woman in Altai Mountains. The archeologists believed the woman had probably been a Mongolian priestess in an unknown religion that had existed between two or three thousand years ago. It was even more surprising because of the fact that all the other remains that have been found in the Altai area were of Indo-Europeans belonging to the Pazyryk culture.

According to the article, one particular discovery in the tomb had created a great archeological sensation. The woman’s arms had been covered with tattoos of strange symbolic animals. Her tattoos had turned out to be in the same style as those found on another mummy, that of a man whose tomb had also been found in Altai nearly fifty years earlier. Like the woman he was also considered to be priest from an ancient religion. 

Later Olga Kharitidi did further research in cooperation with a physicist Dmitriev, a Russian national authority of his field. He worked in the academic city called “Academgorodok”, which is one of most advanced scientific places in Russia and spent lots of his life studying theory of time. With using sophisticated apparatus they did an experiment of altering the individual’s perception of time. It functions like a kind of "time machine", which enables ones consciousness to get in tune with certain level of vibration and in this way through its particular vibration gate enters a chosen reality (world, dimension).  

The experiment revealed extremely interesting information to them. She (and later also Dmitriev) established a communication to the reality of Belovodia, where they got information concerning the changing situation our humanity is in the moment, what does it mean, what is happening beyond what we can comprehend and where our destiny leads. I would like to emphasis a piece of this information, which I found fascinating and which helped me to understand better my own experiences I had later. She was told that from time to time in the past, civilizations from different reality streams crossed over and met with our evolutionary stream. Each time it happened, it became a stimulus for further evolution. She got an explanation that the entities from other reality streams or worlds, who she met through her deepened state of consciousness (also the tattooed priestess is among those) are human beings like each of us who simply have experienced a different form of evolutionary growth. “Some of the ancient tombs opened by your scientists have actually been tombs belonging to other dimensions, other evolutionary streams. These are not just material, physical manifestations. The seemingly death inhabitants actually have living intentions. They serve as channels of communication with other human dimensions. These channels were created with specific purpose of making contact with your people. There are only few places on earth where this was done. Altai is one of them.”
 Because now is nearly time for biggest change of all the Earth, humanity will intersect and experience many of the different facets of human nature that have been developed within other human reality structures. This is the time of conscious interactions. There are always people within each evolutionary stream of our humankind who are able to penetrate dimensions (realities, worlds). "Shamans have always been messengers between human dimensions. They are people of action. Not all of them understand exactly what they are doing ."

------------------

All that information caused a strange feeling of excitement, familiarity and oddity waving through my body. I sensed it is despite its oddity it is true and not just that, according to what I have read, heard or experienced by then, I had a reason to believe that the experiment they did is not the only way of connecting to other evolutionary streams and other vibration realities. As also Olga Kharitidi indicates with her other experiences this way of experimenting serves as a scientific proof of existence of those other realities and of the existence of possibility of establishing the connection to them by a human being, that doesn't mean a human being can not adjust the state of consciousness to do it without a help of a machine. I sensed learning this will be my task in the future. 

While I was reading my idea of going there was being confirmed. I felt a sharp pain deep in my chest, feeling like a buried shining breaking through. It was a feeling which I already knew, and I also knew what it means: a call to go there, to make another step to the unknown. I already got a ticket, which I could understand as a sign. I decided to stay open for other signs, when to go, where exactly, why and I asked for financial support and for company, a person or a group who would have similar interests, would be in good body condition and as well as experienced in mountain hiking, none of which I was, really. So many things would need to be of accord… By that time I had already learned to believe if it is meant to happen, everything would come together.

3.

A few days after we finally arrived home, Tanja received an invitation from some people from Russian-Slovene club. They were inviting her to a video-showing of an expedition of Slovene group of mountaineers to Altai. This was very unusual. Firstly because this club never sends her invitations and secondly because Altai is pretty undiscovered area for mountaineers of the world, although the nature there is reputedly fabulous. Besides it is far away. From Slovenia it takes two days at least to get there, first 8 hours by plane to Novosibirsk and then a whole day by train or bus. Unfortunately we arrived to Slovenia too late to see this video, but I had a connection, which might be a good source of information , if I really would go one day.

I put the whole thing aside for a while. The next reminder came after few months, in March, during my traveling to Mexico. In Palenque I received a clear vision of going to Altai in early fall. I understood I would need to prepare my body by hiking mountains as much as time would allow me. In that vision I could also see that a certain part of ancient human history is going to reveal itself to me. This was a really pleasant vision: I felt blissfulness, profound happiness in my heart. It was a kind of a warm feeling of coming home.

A few months later my friend from our woman’s circle, Tina, told me she has a plan to go to North Siberia with a group of biologists. I offered her to read my Altai book, because of her trip to Siberia and also because Tina was very interested in shamanism and has been practicing shamanic journeying for quite some time. She was enthusiastic about the book and she also felt an attraction to go there some time. But not now, now she wanted to go to North Siberia.

In June I visited her at Unije, a beautiful and peaceful island in Adriatic Sea, where her family has a summerhouse. I had been writing the script of White Buffalo Woman at that time and a week of writing in peace with possibility of swimming and enjoying the early summer sun was a wonderful gift for me. I also wanted to ask the unresolved questions concerning traveling to Altai. In order to settle my thoughts and get a clear vision I decided to fast for three days. We agreed we would spend those days in silence. Before entering the “silent days” Tine took me for a long walk to show me the most beautiful sites. I was enchanted by the splendor of the island. It is still very untouched by civilization. For me it is a magical place blending the spirit of Mediterranean and the spirit of Aran Islands in Ireland. One can feel the presence of a mysterious beauty in the wind blowing above the high cliffs. On the top of the cliffs I found a beautiful hawk feather. 

The week was coming to the end and there were many other things coming up to me during the fasting days but nothing new about my travel. On the last afternoon I felt we should to do a shamanic journey together. I didn’t know exactly what it should be about. When I told my suggestion to Tina she immediately agreed. She said she was thinking about it also, because she feels there is also a hidden reason why we had to spend this week together, and this would be a chance to find out about it. That felt fine to me, so we cleaned the house to be ready to leave next day early in the morning and prepared for our inner journey.
In this journey we both got the same information: we are supposed to go to Altai together. We are going to do a kind of connection to Belovodia (which is one of the names of a dimension, “a place”, which some call Shambala, Hyperborea…). In my journey I saw a map of Siberia and a general direction marked on it as well as the name of particular area of Altai we need to visit. By then I hadn’t even come so far as to look at the map where exactly Altai republic is, let alone to know anything about local names or areas, so I didn’t have a idea if this could be real, metaphorical or a fruit of my imagination. (Later we discover this name really exists, not on the map, but the way local people name it.) We were both instructed to begin intensively to train our bodies to be ready for mountains and to follow the inner instructions on how to train our ability of tuning to different kinds of high vibration realms. Since I would have lots of work during the summer, Tina would need to take care of the bigger part of the practical preparation (such as having our passports and visas, gathering certain information about the area, the weather, etc.).

When we arrive there we are supposed to follow the signs, to learn to trust our inner guidance and let the energy lead us. It is going to be difficult but we will come where we need to come. We just need to keep focusing to the essence. It is most important to trust. Trust is a key word. 
(I need to explain here that I will avoid speaking about Tina’s experiences or her insights, her way of symbols in messages from inside, except if they are the same as mine. I will concentrate to my experience. The reason for this is that she is not in Slovenia while I write this and can’t ask for her permission. 

I also want to explain, that there were two main redlines or two stories happening simultaneously during the month we spent in Altai. First is the story you are reading now, which is connected to the shaman's line of reality or evolutionary stream (at least this is how I understand it) and the second is connected to our experience of getting in tune to one of vibration realms of Belovodia (or Shambala, etc). and entering its vibration gate. It would take a book to describe everything, so for now, I will restrain to the first one, viewed through my personal experience).

Although the outcome of the journey was a great surprise to me, in a way everything felt very normal to me. Everything felt good and right. Tina was a perfect companion: she is a wonderful person and I love her company, besides she was already then pretty experienced in mountain hiking and her body condition was much stronger then mine. I was happy. I was sleeping like a baby this night. 

Tina was very excited. None of us expected this, but I at least knew I would go, while for her it was a total shift of plans. She was very happy, though. She told me next morning she couldn’t sleep all night. The next day we traveled home. Before we said goodbye we stopped for the best ice cream in town. Our eyes were shining. 

                                              PREPARATION

1.

We knew winter begins early in Siberia and already autumns there are extremely cold, so we wanted to go as soon as possible. I couldn’t though leave Slovenia until late August because I had to finish with my performances first. Tina decided to travel to Russia in the beginning of August, to visit a friend and to hike mountains of Altai by herself for a while. She decided to travel by train, Trans Sibirian Railway, which would take her almost a week to get to Altai republic. We planned to meet in Altai area at a certain place on a certain date.

The training of my body wasn’t developing as I would wish. It was not I wouldn’t try to do my best, but there were less than three months to prepare and during that time I had to give priority of my time to my performance. I had a great responsibility toward it. Besides there was also another set of preparation needed, which I did partly together with Tina and partly separately, such as shamanic journeying, meditation etc. In addition to that my inner guides had sent me on shorter trips to the sacred sites of Egypt and England, to Stonehenge and Glastonbury, during the summer, to learn basics about entering the realities of another times and learning about them in this way, in this case, about ancient cultures of Egypt and Avalon in England. I went to Egypt together with Constanca Molano, a shamaness from Columbia, but who has lived in London for many years. I met her that year at the Elder's Conference in Mexico. She is a woman of great knowledge and very experienced in traveling between different realities. In the end of May I had a vision of us at the Great Pyramid in Giza and was told I need to go there in a month beginning with letter "J" this summer. I was not happy hearing that, because I was already so worried whether I would manage to finish White Buffalo Woman in time. But it was really something I would need to for my further learning and if "they" would assure me I will have enough time for my performance, I was willing to go. I gave a call to Constanca, and told her:

"Listen, this might be strange to hear, but I wanted to check anyway. I had a vision of us to go to Egypt together."

"Oh, this is wonderful!" she said. "I've got a vision about Egypt, too. I need to do some work at the Great Pyramid. I was just waiting for the confirmation. And you gave it to me now."

She sounded like this is nothing very unusual to her. I was stunned.

"I am just about to leave for Israel. In late July I will travel to California. The only possibility for me to go there is middle July. Does it work for you?", she asked.

Because all of that my time for profound training of my body was very limited, so I tried to use every opportunity to do at least something in this direction. I was carrying my notebook and voice recorder in my pocket while hiking or jogging in the woods and was writing or memorizing the text on my way. With Tina we went to hike together in the mountains. Although I was playing a hero I was terribly afraid that Altai was going to be physically too hard for me. I didn’t want to think or speak about that, but it worried me a great deal. While we were hiking she was walking with ease, enjoyment and much faster then me. My body seemed to be so heavy and hard to move up. Tina noticed my condition and she wouldn’t even hide how panicked she got watching me puffing up the hills. She felt responsible to encourage me with doing the exercises and I must admit, she was doing a good job "sitting on my head" and reminding me about that all the time. 

As far as I knew my character I knew there is one thing I can count on for sure - my faith. I believed if I was so clearly called to do this journey I must have been given also everything I need to accomplish it, including the strength and endurance. This was the only certain trump card I had this time. I knew in a certain state of consciousness, in a devoted connection to the numinous divine force (or however one choose to name it), one can overcome the physical laws. I could see that at the Sun Dances. Dancers were dancing four days in high heat on the sun without food and even without liquid, and with their strong faith they survived. I could experience part of it as well. I didn't eat as well and danced as a supporter for four days. The first day it was usually very hard for me to break through, but once I surrendered to the Spirit or to the Creator, as they name it, I could feel my energetic body getting fulfilled with white light energy and I could dance very intensively for the next few days. 

2.

By the time Tina was about to leave we had secured everything we needed for our trip. Just before she left we decided to do the last inner journey together once again to check if there is anything we should do or know before we separate. 

During that journey I can feel presence of a woman, she is naked and her skin is covered by tattoos of animals. More then seeing I can recognize them by sensing them. There are butterflies, dragons, snakes, leopards and a black panther. I can understand those animals represent her totem animals.
 I can see a swan by her side.

The woman tells me she will guide and protect both of us on our way. She assures me I can trust completely that everything is going to be all right. In fact, this is what my task is: to learn to trust completely. She says we are supposed to discover certain things connected to a very ancient civilization. (This is information which reminds me of the one I got in Palenque.) She also says there are two most important reasons of this trip for me: first will be expansion of my consciousness about the history of the Earth, about connections between humans and beings from another dimensions or other places in universe, and the second will be learning more about my source.

She gives me some detailed information to deliver to Tina and as I ask she gives me also some practical advice - to begin to consume algae and not to take the jacket which I wanted to, because it will be too heavy. She tells me also to be gentle with myself and not to take this trip only as a task, but to enjoy every moment – to live myself here and now – because this is all about – living and enjoying the ever-expanding now. 

When I described the woman to Tina, she joyfully said:

"This is also what ‘my’ shamaness looks like." 

"Oh, I didn't know that." I said, surprised. She told me about the shamaness who was teaching her during that time, but I never remembered to ask what does she look like.

"Didn't you? I thought you knew.”

Was she the same woman. She might be, because she obviously knew Tina very well, giving me information for her and telling me she would take care for us both on our journey, even before the two of us meet.

"So she is naked?"

"Yes", she said. "She is similar then that one from the book, remember?"

Sure I remembered Olga Kharitidi's story of the tattooed  priestess. But the woman she describes and was found in the tomb, was not naked. She only had bare arms. "Ours" was also powerfully built, but she wasn't small, but normal height, rather taller then smaller. So, she must have been another one.
3.

After Tina left I had two weeks to finish the preparations for White Buffalo Woman and to perform it. After the first performance I planned two repetitions. 

After the three performances were done I was exhausted. I felt I had released a huge amount of energy during those last four months of intense work on the script and rehearsals. It was a wonderful time creating it, not easy though, but I enjoyed the work while I was doing it on my own in solitude and also when in later phases other people joined the process. I also felt like a burden of responsibility and hidden fear I wouldn’t make it by the date finally fell of my shoulders. I knew deep inside everything would work out wonderfully, but still I felt like a miracle happened when it was done. (More detailed description of creative process follows. I would just like to mention here a detail, which has to do with the story of Altai: After the first performance, my father gave me a gift. It was a hawk feather he has found at a place which I love very much. I was very happy. I was living there, at that particular place for some time and saw hawks circling many times, but I had never found a hawk feather.)

Now I needed a few days of being with myself in the Earth Mother’s embrace. I went to the seaside to rest for few days to take care of my body and to celebrate in silence: to allow myself to feel the happiness and gratitude to everybody and to my self for birthing this new “child” of mine. 

Now the cycle was completed and the new one got the space to begin opening before me. One evening I was sitting in the silence by a tree near the sea. There was nobody there. All I could hear was the light sound of waves. I could sense then the gentle presence of very sentient beings. I couldn't see or hear anything. I just clearly sensed their loving presence. And intuitively I knew  they are from Shambala. They came to give me a sign not to be afraid of anything, not to worry, not to doubt. We are in touch.

Now I was ready to go.

                                  JOURNEY BEGINS

As I already told, Altai mountains are known as a place where the old practice of shamanism was active and recognized as a religion until this very century. In certain rare areas the practice of shamanic healing, as Olga Kharitidi among others explains, is still alive. She had an opportunity to meet some authentic medicine people and to learn from them. I didn’t expect I would meet a medicine-woman or medicine man. Although my desire and intention were to find a connection to the shamanic roots of the area, I felt I was not going to find it through meeting somebody who would introduce me to the sacred knowledge I was longing for. My goal was to stay open to where my inner feeling would guide me and to experience what I needed in direct contact with the energy of the land. I wanted to listen to the Mother Earth, to what she herself wants to show me. I wanted to discover what this mysterious message about revealing parts of her history, which I have received already twice, would mean.

---------------- 

Because the flight from Ljubljana to Moscow was delayed I had to stay in Moscow for one day to catch the connection for Novosibirsk another day. The air company has put me in the same hotel as last time. I felt so tired that I spent almost all day in bed. I became worried, if I feel so weak already now, what then will be later. I tried to get in contact to the inner guidance. Soon I could feel again the presence of the sentient beings, and by my feeling I could recognize they were the same the ones I remembered from the evening on the coast. Last time I could only sense the presence, now I could hear a voice saying to me: "Don't forget to be patient. It's normal you are tired. You should consider the process of sharpening the perception is going on. Both of you need to prepare for entering a very high level of vibration. This preparation will take you lots of energy. You need to get enough rest. When a new energy of light enters the energetic field, the body needs time to absorb and to adjust to it. You are physically prepared. There is no need to worry about that. If you get overtired, confused or sick, this is only a sign you need to stop for a while, to rest and meditate, so you can find the balance and right direction again. The mountain loves you and expects you. She will accept you with all her heart. Also you open your heart, unite with her, so you can receive her energy and guidance. Everything is all right. Just don’t forget to look for the connection with your inner feeling. And trust it.” 

First I had to register as a tourist in Altai Republic. I had heard providing any kind of documents in Russia is not an easy thing to do. When I arrived to Gornoaltaisk, the capital of Altai Republic, I needed two days to walk from one office to another to provide the paper. My intention was to leave the next morning for Aktas, a little town, about seven hours drive toward the east, where I were supposed to meet with Tina. For two days I tried to reach her in the hotel in Aktas, but there was nobody answering. By that time my idea of what a “hotel” in that part of the world means, was still very naïve. If I knew I wouldn’t even expect somebody hanging up the phone. Slowly I got used to the fact that Gornoaltaisk is the last town belonging to the so-called “modern civilization”. The last place where internet was available, where there was running water to wash (although it was cold), and where toilets were inside buildings. 

I was beginning to get nervous, because I longed so much to leave civilization behind and to enter the natural world. But already the first day the procedure with the documents got so complicated that it seemed quite possible that I would not be allowed to continue the journey. All the time I was feeling that warning from inside, to be patient and calm, following me. I tried to keep being in touch with the inner guidance, but it was not easy in this confusion. In the evening, I sat down in my room and tried to relax. Soon I could feel a peaceful breath overflowing me and I could hear a kind voice speaking to me.

Walk in a feminine way, I hear. What does it mean? I ask. It means following the whisper of your intuition, of your inner woman and don’t run anywhere without her. Take time to listen and to rest. It means also to understand there is nothing to miss. You are here already. Walk vigilantly, and keep attention to the signs. I remembered the story of a little Indian girl. It goes something like this: “One day a little boy, who is a son of a chief of the tribe, gets lost. The chief in his great concern gathers all the men to their horses and they gallop off to search for the boy. The little girl doesn’t rush anywhere. She gently sits down on the ground and observes. Soon she notices a little squad of ants going in one direction and she follows them. Then she smells a nice scent of flowers and she follows again. When she comes to those flowers she sits down again and waits. In that way she eventually finds the boy.” This story was following me ever after and appeared in front of my eyes to remind me always when I needed to remember.

At midnight somebody knocked on my hotel room door. It was Tina! We jumped to hug each other. It was such a great delight to meet her. She had changed her plans and came to find me here instead of waiting for me in Aktas. Well, she had an unpleasant surprise: although she had spent a week hiking below the mountain Beluha, which is a very famous and magical mountain in the south-east Altai, she hasn’t provided her documents yet. Besides she told me she realized we will need a tent and that she found out we have to have an extra permission, if we want to visit the area near the border, as we wanted to. The office to get this permission was in Aktas. She has heard the border is controlled by soldiers and thinking of avoiding the rule didn’t seem a good idea. So, no matter how I longed to get out of this town, we had to stay and arrange all those things. We also needed to obtain a special map of the area, food and some other things we would need. We thought it would take us two days to provide everything, maximum three. 

In two days we were ready to leave for Aktas. Disappointedly we realized it was Saturday and when we arrive there the office will be closed. We erected our tent in the woods near the village. Next morning we decided we would take a risk and try to enter the near-border area without the papers. If we don’t make it, we still can come back, it’s only two hours to drive back. So we took a taxi and went directly to Kosh Agac, a town on the northeast of Altai, and closer to the area we wanted to go. Soon the border control stopped our car. Two young officers told us we have to go back: without the permission we can’t get anywhere. They even said they should arrest us already now for not having those papers, if they would follow the strict rules. We returned to Kosh Agac and tired as we were we decided to stay over night in a little hotel. It looked as we didn’t have another choice: the next day we have to go back to Aktash. The next morning I woke up sick, so Tina went there alone. She was supposed to come back in the evening. Instead of her a young Polish couple arrived and told me, they have met Tina at the office. She couldn’t arrange the papers in Aktash and was sent all the way back to Gornoaltaisk. They said she will try to call me tomorrow.

I remembered I was told I would need to be patient. I decided to stay calm, no matter how things appeared to be. What else could I do? 

----------------

Kosh Agach is a town at 1,800 meters of height above sea level, placed in the middle of a vast flat desert landscape, which is all around surrounded by a ring of mountains. It is a small town, where more then ten different kinds of ethnic and religious groups live: Russian Orthodox, Muslim from Kazakhstan, native Altai people who practice shamanism and others. They say they get along with each other with great tolerance. 

Entering the area of Kosh Ahach seemed to me not only as coming to another civilization, but also as entering another world. Although the town didn’t looked much different from other villages we had visited or driven through, I felt very special about it. The vast plateau with mountains around seemed so familiar. In a way I’m glad I got sick so I could spend time there. I felt everything on that trip, including my sickness and the difficulties with documents had certain reason. In a way this situation forced me to be alone with myself, with my feelings and to open to whatever this landscape had to reveal to me.

Although physically I wasn’t feeling well I felt my perception got very clear. I felt such peace in my heart. I also could feel so much energy entering my energetic field that I could hardly stand the pressure in my body. Weak as I was that day I just wanted to go out, to a meadow a few minutes’ walk away from houses, to touch the land, to greet her.

The next morning Tina called me from Gornoaltaisk. She told me she would need at least two more days, one to get the permission and one to travel back. She said on the street of Gornoaltaisk she met her friend, whom she had made acquaintance on her hike to Belukha last week, and he was willing to help her and also provide a place to stay until she obtained the permission. She promised she would keep me informed. 

All that time I felt my heart happy just because of the fact of being in this area. It was as a very pleasant warmth would caress it. The feeling of familiarity was growing every day. I felt I must have known it from some other time. Once while lying in my bed suddenly a connection clicked in my mind: this feeling is the same I already know from somewhere. Suddenly I recalled the memory of a place I know very well! It was my Sacred mountain from the Dreamtime.

Now in this mysterious land of Altai, I could connect with this warm feeling of the home of my soul again. It was an incredible feeling. This connection released so much of my creativity, so many wonderful ideas and solutions I had been searching for. I wrote them in my notebook to wait for the right time. I felt such love toward my work and joyful desire to begin to write when I come back home. This was indeed my archetypal place of creativity, my inner source. 

While being so connected I could look at things from the perspective, where everything is well. I was again so strongly aware I am guided by an invisible force, which knows exactly what it is doing, and I felt I can trust completely to this force. I realized I had been trained to trust it for a few years, and also this journey is a kind of training of how to trust and to what or whom. Which feeling is the right one, which voice of so many from inside is the true inner voice. From the greater perspective I now had, I could see if I trusted the right inner feeling and knowledge, which is always available, my life would become much more simple and my energy used in a better way. I could see also that there are still so may limitations in my mind keeping me from loving myself truly. If I would be more connected to this home inside, it could be much different.

As I realize that, it was as a lump of fear and worries released from my solar plexus. Everything is well. I told that to myself thousand times in my life, sometimes I believed it, sometimes it sounded to me as a hackneyed phrase. Now felt it with every cell of my body. I felt happy and alive. I felt the energy of life vibrating through me and taking care of me. I felt so good to be alive. No matter if we get to the mountain or not, whatever happens is great. Whatever the future brings to me is great. I wished I would always feel like that.

(I must mention here I had also some insights concerning Shambala, but as I said before I try to stay focused on this particular story)

I was reflecting on my life. Some of my personal issues come out, pleasant and also unpleasant. There were certain things I saw differently from this perspective I had here, in this village at the end of the world. I vowed to myself I would try, as much I could, to let go of worrying so much and let go certain fears. While walking by the river, I felt so much love in my heart. I was thinking of the people of my life who I love or have loved. I felt great gratitude for all of them, also for those whom I was angry with or suffered because of them. I was thankful to them now for what I have learned with and from them. 

During these days I met some very generous and warm people. Also they made me feel very much as at home while I was staying there. One of the women who worked in reception invited me to visit her home and have dinner with her family. I wondered if the eyes of this woman ever rested from being so warm. She was one of those people who seemed always to wear that kind smile in their eyes. It was more than only kind. One could feel it came from her heart. Poverty and hard living conditions, as cold weather, didn’t take the joy of being alive away from them. Because of the heaviness of life most of them looked older then they really were. The cold wind has woven early wrinkles around their eyes, but didn’t take the warm smile out of them. Her daughter, who was also such a generous woman, later told me, her mother that very day we had a dinner together was told she lost her job. Those people gave me to think.

I was also thinking of Tina, sending her my love to support her. On the third day she called me again she told me she went to all possible places, but didn’t get the permission. She was very worried. I felt no fear at all. I felt everything is well. I felt clearly we will make it also without permission. In that moment I didn’t know how, but we will. I comforted her with my calmness. I told her I feel strong and will do a journey to ask what to do now. She said, she feels tired, so she wants to rest for two or three days. She saw a little hotel along her way in a landscape she liked very much, where she would like to stay, if I didn’t get weary of waiting for her. That’s fine, I said. I am not bored here, not at all.

ENCOUNTER 

In the evening, when I turned the light off I felt as if somebody was be in the room with me. In the first moment I felt a bit uncomfortable, then I decided I would not be afraid and in my thoughts welcomed the invisible visitor. I sat on my bed and closed my eyes. I was glad to sense what I sensed! It was the spirit of the priestess-shaman, the one with tattoos, whom I have met on my shamanic journey, while I was still in Slovenia. 

“I promised I will be with you, remember?” I could hear her speaking to me. I didn’t hear her voice, as a human being would speak to me. From experiences of this kind of encounters I had in the past, which happened usually when my perception was extremely sharpened and not occupied with my daily mental activities, as the case was also now, I already could understand the basic principle of this kind of communication: it functions through translation of the energy of thoughts and emotions. So I focused on perceiving hearing her. Beside her “voice” I could hear also chanting coming from the distance. 

“We are with both of you all the time on your journey guiding your steps.” I was touched so much by her presence and with what she was “telling” me I could feel tears rolling down my cheek. 

“You can communicate with us because past is present in this time as well as future. It is possible to travel through corridors between realms of different vibration or consciousness, which are in fact the same what you call the dimensions or the worlds. 

“I come from a civilization, which was here before the time of the ancient Egypt and even before Lemuria. Our civilization was spiritually much more advanced than the modern civilization you live in, and was closely connected to Nature and the spirits of Nature. Both were essential to us – connection to the Earth and the connection to the Universe. Humans and other beings are the links, which create the harmony on the energetic level, which is invisible to many human beings of your present civilization, but this balance between all beings and planetary bodies is extremely important for well being of everyone. 

“In our civilization we didn’t need any technical equipment and were not dependent on any machine. We were dependant entirely on the capacity of our spiritual abilities and the abilities of our bodies, which were adjusted to nature and to the natural cycles. We were living in absolute accordance with the Law of Nature and the Universal Law, which is not the same as Human Law. With our rituals we were in constant connection to the universal source of Love. We were also connected to different other civilizations of the Universe and the creators of the humankind of the Earth.

“We didn’t need the heat to our bodies from outside, because we mastered the knowledge of how to activate the inner fire of the body. We also didn’t need to eat much, because we were nourished by the energy. So we could use our time and energy for other activities. We have traveled between different worlds or dimensions, through time corridors, and did our work on more subtle levels of energy. It is very difficult to comprehend this from your perspective, because your civilization functions very differently, but remember, there are people who get the food supplies from the energy also in your civilization, and if animals can adjust their bodies to survive winter outside, why this couldn’t be possible for humans? 

You know Altai already and the mountains knows you. It is the archetypal material of your soul which still remembers and which has called you here. Slowly those memories are awakening. You will also remember our rituals. You were one of us and because past is still present, you still can recall this energy. We were all over the area. Each priest or priestess was responsible for certain place and people, but used to meet to have rituals together. Tina has found her place. She is there now. You will find the place, which is particularly connected to you. It’s near here. It is a place of your power, the power of your heart. 

"To remember this lifetime is important for you. You were then much more connected to your divine essence. For every human being now, in this period of time and in the future, it is most important to find the connection to the divine essence inside and to gradually get back the energy which was lost along the way, not only during this lifetime but also in past lives. With remembering lots of your energy you have lost during different lifetimes comes back to you. Now you will become more connected to your divinity and this will give you much inner strength. Here you were absolutely connected to your source of vitality of the Earth and to the Universal Source of Love.

What is important to know now, I asked. Do we need to find somebody who is a shaman in human body?

No. Just stay in touch to the flow, which is happening inside of you. Stay open to it. I came tonight to activate your memory. It will be slowly coming back.” 

I was so overwhelmed with the information coming from her that for my mental ability of absorption it was simply impossible to simultaneously process all the information. I was tired. I wanted to know more, but I was losing concentration. 

"Don’t worry. We will meet again soon." she said.

When I found myself back in physical reality my face was wet with tears. I was deeply touched. My “normal mind” was astonished yet there I felt a complete calmness in my depth, where I felt it as something completely normal. As I was torn between those two different voices inside of me, in that moment I didn’t want to think what is true, but simply wrote down what I remembered, and left it for later. Maybe when different puzzles come together, I will be able to understand, I thought to myself. For now I felt it is important not to allow my rational mind to block me and interrupt the flow of the energy. Now I just need to experience. Later I will think about it. Later I will decide if I am normal or not. Now I wanted just let it happen. After I wrote it down I was so exhausted I fell asleep right away.

                                                     INITIATION 

The next day I prepared to meet her. I lay down on my bad, closed my eyes, and indeed, I could feel her presence again. 

This time I feel she is not alone. There is another woman with her, looking very similar to her. They don’t speak this time. They just give me a sign to follow them. As we are walking I could astoundingly recognize, we are walking up the very mountain, which I know! My mountain!  

They are guiding me around the mountain to the other side. A vast meadow opens in front of us. There is a circle of people, tattooed just like the two priestess shamans, gently moving and chanting on the meadow. Now it seemed to me they are taller then average human height. Their arms are stretched as wings of birds and raised above their heads, while they are holding each other’s hands. As their hips are moving in gentle dance right and left, their bodies radiate a strong light. I could see how their movement and sound are creating an extremely strong magnetic energetic field spreading all over the place inside of the circle. It looks like a round tube of light coming from the earth and extends into the sky. In the middle of the circle there is a fire.

I sense they know I’m coming – even more – I feel they have prepared this ritual for me. A feeling of fear overwhelms me and also a feeling of an expectancy of something extremely important.

I can feel my heartbeat getting stronger and stronger. The two who brought me here ask me if I recognize I am One with them. 

Shyly I say: "Yes, I do."

"You are and you are not yet." She says. "Are you willing to enter the circle?" If I am then I would need to go to the fire to let my old self to be burned in it.

I feel so strongly how much I wish it, because I feel part of me recognized them and identified in the first moment as one of them. On the other hand I am frightened to do it. I feel my body trembling with resistance to enter that strong energy field. I intuitively know what it means: this is the entrance to what I called the Sacred realm, the realm of the Law of Nature. By saying “yes” I would ultimately confirm I surrender to it, accept it completely and commit myself that from now on I will be faithful to it and never again deny it or neglect it. Saying “yes” would mean a total union. 

I can hear a voice telling me, if I decide to unite with the Law of Nature it will mean I will be always protected. But it would mean also accepting responsibility of KNOWING of its existence.
 I remember now of my dreams of this mountain, I had three years ago and what I was told then the meaning of the sacred place was. It was about accepting responsibility of not being naive, of being aware of the existence of greater and deeper reality. It looks now the time came, when I am prepared to enter this knowing on another, deeper level. 

Again I can hear the voice telling me this Law is based on the harmony and vibration of Love and is stronger then any human made laws. Nobody else can tell a person what this Law is about, except her/his inner feeling, the inner knowledge, one’s inner connection to it. In the changing process, which is going on the Earth, it is only a question of time when it will prevail on the Earth.

I can understand the Sacred realm is what I have called a Great Mystery. I realize profoundly as never before: This sacred mystery has a conscience. It knows me! I feel like I am being watched by the Good/ess eye. This is what I have longed for so deeply.

Despite the longing I am trembling with fear. I would only need to open my heart. I thought my faith is strong. Now I realize how much resistance is still in me. Despite it I enter the circle and step into the fire. I feel sharp pain in my body, particularly strong in the solar plexus. Then I feel them laying me on the ground and beginning to tattoo on my solar plexus. In the beginning I can’t see what they are drawing. I am waiting to see it with a great anticipation. Is it going to be an animal? Which one? When finally I am allowed to look the drawing I see a shape of pentagram, through which blindingly powerful white light is radiating. I realize the tattoo on my skin is only a map, which in reality represents an energy connection. Soon the light overflows my whole body. I feel completely peaceful and blessed. For few moments I lose my consciousness.

----- 

When I could get myself together, I went out to the river and sat down by its bank. I tried to remember what is the symbolic meaning of the pentagram. I knew it is an important symbol, I saw it many times, but never really pored over what it represents. It was a warm afternoon. I lay down on the grass. I felt pain all over my body. I was exhausted as if I had been working in a field those days, not just walking around. I felt also my concentration was getting down.

“This mountain exists also in physical reality” suddenly I heard a voice saying. “You have to find it and climb it. It’s near here.”

“What? ” I couldn’t believe it. All this was getting far beyond my limits of comprehension.   

“Pay attention to the signs. Watch carefully.”

I was looking at all those mountain peaks. There were plenty around the plateau. I didn’t see any particular signs. Which one is the right one? I can’t find that out. It’s impossible. “Didn’t my imagination get over the limits of reality”, I could hear my thoughts wondering. Do I really think all this can be true? I was losing self-confidence. I was getting depressed. 

“Don’t worry so much”, I heard. “This is your lesson. You have to learn to find the places you need to find.” 

“Come on!” I thought to myself. “Who do you think I am? What makes you be so sure I want to learn that? 

“You yourself asked to learn the secrets of your soul”, the voice patiently answered.

“All right,” I surrendered. Deep inside I knew I want it. I just couldn’t resist those deserting thoughts. 

“Can you help me, please? How can I find it?” I asked.

“Just allow yourself to feel which one attracts you.”

I tried. I was looking at them. Nothing happened.

“Is there one among there you feel love for?” 

I looked again. They seemed all the same and I felt love for all. In that moment I remembered my friend saying: “I can love the whole world, but there are people and things I love more then a whole world. I love them truly and deeply.”

Was there a mountain, which I felt something special for? Which I loved more then whole world, which I loved truly and deeply? Is among those mountains my dear mountain, which I carry in my heart?

I closed my eyes and allowed my heart to open. I recalled that feeling from my dreams and my other visits to it and looked around in my inner sight, which one among these mountains radiates this same energy. And indeed, one of them felt warmer then the others. I felt it as a person, who knows me and loves me. I felt gentleness overflowing my heart. I couldn’t say it any more. It was she. As I opened the eyes again to see which one is she, suddenly I realized she was directly in front of me – I was already sitting in that direction. Yes, this must be the mountain! My body knew before my mind. This is the one, which I know so well! She was standing there all the time while I was walking around here. How didn’t I recognize her before? Now it seemed so obvious, this is the right one. I was almost sure. Of course my rational mind needed some other confirmations. If she is the right one, she must have a big meadow, a plateau on the other side. 

I must go there. Again worries and fears jumped on me.

Is there a path leading there? Mountain-trails in Altai are not marked as in European mountains. Far from that. There are not many mountaineers here. It is not a very tourist area. Those who come are mostly people from other parts of Russia or Europe. Local people were asking us many times, why do we want to go to the mountains. For them this was absolute waste of time. They would go there only to tend. Will we find somebody who would know the way?

Besides, I didn't know if Tina will agree. Our original destination happened to be in an entirely different direction. To hike to another one that we didn’t plan, would take us few extra days and lots of energy. Already to think to do that was frightening me, remembering all the fears I had concerning my physical condition. With all those thoughts dancing around my head I slowly got back to the town. Tina promised she would call me today at certain hour, so I went there to wait for her.

I sat down in the small receptionist’s room. There was a man talking on the phone. He went on for more then half hour and didn’t care when I told him I am waiting for a phone-call. I was getting nervous. While I was sitting there, a woman from Ukraine, one of the rare mountaineers, came in the room and began enthusiastically to speak about the trip she and her husband just came back from. In a bad mood as I was because of this man, I didn’t even listen to her carefully. I wished for the first time Tina would come back. I was slowly getting tired of staying at this place. It was already the fourth day since she went away. I felt what I needed to experience here is completing and it’s time to go on. I hoped to hear her saying tomorrow she will be back. It was more then half an hour after the time when Tina supposed to call, and he didn’t show willingness to finish his conversation, so I gave up waiting and angrily returned to my room. I laid on the bed and tried to calm down. As soon as I closed my eyes I saw a red light pulsating in my inner sight. This woman! What was she telling me? Didn’t she mention a mountain they visited had a beautiful plateau with lakes on the other side?

I jumped up and ran to the receptionist’s room to ask what is the room number of the Ukraine couple, hoping they were still there. They were. I knocked on their door. They very extremely kind people and were willing to explain to me anything I wanted. They showed me the mountain on the map. On the map it seemed this could be the one. I still couldn’t believe. I asked the lady to come with me outside to where we could see the mountains. As we did so, I pointed to the mountain-peak I thought to be the right one and asked her, if this is the mountain they went to.

“Yes,” she said. “This is the one.”

"Oh, my," I thought. This was all I could think. It was too much for me. I will believe only when I come there.

Next day Tina arrived. We went to have dinner together. We were so happy to see each other again, to tell each other what we had been through! All that happened to me the last few days was getting overwhelming. I had gone over the limits of what is reasonable for a “normal” person long ago. But this was too much even for me. I felt my head would explode unless I spoke about it to someone who would understand. Who else could it be but Tina? I needed her to ground me and to hear her saying I’m not getting insane. 

Tina joyfully agreed to do an extra hike. The couple from Ukraine explained the trail with all details and showed us the places appropriate to stay overnight in a tent or little shepherd’s huts. They told us it would take us about three days to walk. They recommended a local man, who could take us there. We decided to obtain the food for few days and leave next day in the morning.

Already when we were driving toward the mountains I knew this really is the one. Tina said: ”Since I was a child I have always wanted to go to the end of the world. This looks exactly like that.” To me it felt like coming home. Everything felt good.

When we arrived to the foothill of the mountain, the driver and his wife left us to continue our journey alone. Before we began to walk we did a little ritual. We sang a song to greet her and other spirits of nature, to show respect and love for them and also to ask for protection. As in all my inner journeys to this place, also now the trail was leading all around the mountain on the right side, where the wide plateau opened in front of us. It was already getting dark when we arrived to the shepherd's hut which the Ukraine couple told us about. We decided to spend whole next day there. We wanted discover the area separately and to be whole day in silence. 

Maybe one day I will be able to understand what happened to me during those days. With the understanding I have now, I must admit there is a lot of it beyond my comprehension. Already when we were approaching the plateau and all the following days which we spent there I could feel the energy of light entering my energetic field. My body temperature was constantly high above average. I felt like I was in a changed state of consciousness, like on a shamanic journey all the time. The next day this energy became so intense it caused me pain, particularly in my heart and solar plexus. It was like a sharp knife would penetrate my chest. I knew it was the vibration of Love and my heart hurts as it opened. I felt so much love I had to cry over and over again while I was walking around the place, which felt so familiar. 

It seemed as there are two different kinds of “invisible” beings present. I could identify them as two different circles or groups of shamans, which had been living in that area during two different time periods. There was a circle of tattooed shamans, which I have been calling the priest-shamans, from the very early civilization from which the tattooed woman, who was guiding us, also originated. And there was also another circle of shamans, which seemed like it was coming from not so far back in time. I could more feel them than see them, but I could very clearly recognize they were dressed in beautiful, a bit unusual, ceremonial clothes, and were using big drums. (I forgot to mention before: I could already feel the presence of this circle in Gornoaltaisk, when I had problems with arranging the first document. While I was walking along a street suddenly I could hear a very old song, more like a chanting. In that fleeting vision I could see the song was sung by a circle of shamans, which felt like the ones I have just described. As I could see later in a museum in Novosibirsk, they were the typical Siberian shamans, as they looked only a century or even less ago.)

It led me to begin to consider the possibility that the term Circle of Shaman is in fact very wide Circle, a giant group of shamans from the lineages of all different cultures where during the whole history of humankind shamanism was practiced in different forms. It must have been a series of various smaller circles composing the great Circle of Shaman, which as Karen Berggren was shown, spreads like as web above, all over the Earth! My thought was that each smaller circle created a spiritual practice adjusted to the understanding and level of consciousness of a particular culture and time, but it all originated from the same source. The way they were gradually appearing to me, I could clearly recognize some points of contact, very obvious similarities in their intention and the way of service. This was an astonishing discovery for me! Was this true? The first confirmation came in the next days.

Instead of going back the next day, we stayed at this place for three days. Fortunately Tina had insisted we take more food than we thought we would need, so we could afford to stay so long. There was a little stove for cooking inside, but since this was so high there were no trees around, only tundra all around, there was not lots of wood available. It was so cold that the stream near the hut got frozen during the nights. So, when we were not walking or being active gathering wood and cooking, we had to creep into our sleeping bags. In the evenings we told each other the stories of our lives. I performed an improvised version of White Buffalo Woman for Tina, since she didn't have a chance to see it. It was meant also as my offering to Altai.

There were many things, images and messages mixing. I hoped gradually all the pieces would come together. One of the images that appeared very strongly during the first day while climbing to the top was a symbol of a triangle, which was turned down. I could understand the meaning of it: the left corner symbolizes Divine Father, the right one Divine Mother and the third one, turned down to the Earth, is a Divine Child, which is each of us. This was another symbol of harmony. Without paying regard to all three, we get out of balance. I could understand it wanted to show me how during the history of humankind this harmony or cosmic order was disturbed. For establishing the balance of the Earth is necessarily to understand our-self as a Divine Child. Not only Jesus Christ was a Son of God, as the Church taught us, but as also Jesus himself said each of us is a Divine Child.

Another cause of disharmony is of course the attitude toward Divine feminine, which includes the attitude towards the Earth Mother. It was not only the Church that excluded the feminine or didn’t treat it right, it was also late Egyptian and late Mayan cultures, and some others.

On the third, last day during the afternoon I felt I need to do another journey inside.

I feel the presence of tattooed priests-shamans. They are around me in a circle. I feel they are giving me the energy to travel somewhere. The next moment I feel like I am lying underground, in a tomb. I feel very peaceful. There is a gold light all around my body. I see an old man, who wants to speak to me. I try to understand, what he is communicating to me with through words and images, although what he is saying is very unusual to me:

"In this part of the world once were people, called Eagle people (or Hawk People, I couldn’t understand well, which bird he shown me.) This shaman’s circle here was closely connected to the Eagle Family (or Hawk Family?). It was one of the first of many shaman circles, which were formed in the beginning of human civilization’s history. The tombs of the priestess and the priest, which you have heard about, are two of many tombs. The priestess lived in the very late period of this civilization. It began much earlier.  She belonged to one of the last priest (or shaman) families or circles of this kind.

"In the times of beginnings the relation between human beings and animals was very different than now. Animals were in fact people in animal bodies and could communicate to human people. Then all was still connected. People had an ability to transform to animals and back to humans. They could transform to all forms and travel to all the worlds of the entire Universe. 

"Later the shamans moved to the spiritual dimension and they are there now. Their task now is to help the humans and the Earth to heal, to find balance and empowerment. From the spiritual realm they are connected to humans who can and are willing to work with them. They are the ones you have met many times already.” It clicked in my mind: This is what I already know under the name the Circle of Shaman!

"The shamans /or priests and priestesses, or however those people are called now/ were the ones who took the responsibility to guide and teach people. Circles or families of them spread all over the Earth and established the spiritual practice based on Laws of Nature in every culture of the world, on all continents. This spreading didn’t happen by physical migrations from this area, but by spreading the great Circle of Shaman in the so-called “other” realms or other vibrational realms. Knowledge came through those who were incarnated as humans and were initiated into the knowledge about the spiritual realms. They were responsible for rituals of connection between people and other realms, where people could enter by changing their state of consciousness. The essence of every spirituality based on harmony and real Laws of Nature is in establishing the connection Earth-human-Universe, relation between all beings living on the Earth, in all-connectedness. 

“Here on this mountain many ceremonies were held. It was and still is one of sacred places. They didn't build sanctuaries. They created it over and over again with raising the energy. As you could see in their rituals they have created an energy field, within which their own energy bodies radiated as glowing balls. They have been reestablishing the cosmic order in three basic ways. Firstly with reestablishing the harmony within their bodies. Secondly with proper use of energy in everyday life Spirituality in those times was a constituent part of the wholeness (holiness) of everyday life. It was composed in every activity, social and individual; also a sexual union of two people was performed as a very sacred ritual. Everything was done in a ritual way. And thirdly with performing special rituals, such as initiations, marriages, rites of passages, rites of honoring the cycles of the Earth, Moon, Sun and other cosmic bodies, etc. 

“In the beginning shamans guided people according to the sacred Laws of Nature. Each human being, including the shamans-priests, had different responsibilities and tasks, but they were all equally respected. Shamanism was meant to be free of any dogma. It was not a faith or principle based religion but experience based reality. As such it as a spiritual practice had to include all spaces, all forms of life as equal. Ancient wisdom of every culture was based on the circle, which is one of the symbols of harmony: each being is an equal part of sacred circle of life. Later in certain religions or spiritual practices this all-relatedness was neglected. Many excluded Earth (and spirit of matter) from the understanding of “sacred”. Heaven is above Earth, which according to shamanism doesn’t mean more sacred or better, but to later religions it was understood so. This is not natural. This is against the sacred Laws of Nature.” (In this connection I understood better the symbol of triangle, which appeared to me before.) “Not only that during history the original knowledge was gradually lost or forgotten, but also many shamans or priests (also priestesses) intentionally began to misuse their knowledge and power. “

Then he “speaks” to me personally.

“You came to this place to remember and also to get healing. It's important for you, as it is for everyone to connect to the Divine Source. As you were already told, gradually you must get the lost energy back. This is your true power, which is centered in your so-called Space of Heart. This is what you have called the ‘home of your soul’ and what this sacred place represented to you through your dreams." 

As I understand him every person has this kind of place inside. 

"It’s time for people to reestablish the energy field, which is based on the vibration of the Heart. The Heart of the Earth is one with the Heart of everyone. It’s time for the power that each human being possesses to be used in the highest good of the Earth and humanity. This process of increasing the energy of Heart is the one which will cause great changes in future. It will not allow those who misuse the power to run the world any more. Don’t use it for self-importance, gaining wealth, over-powering, but for service to the Earth and the highest good of every living being." 

All the time he is talking I sense I am in the middle of the circle of priests- shamans, whom I have learned now to be Eagle people (or Hawk People). The light they are radiating is slowly but strongly entering my body. Again I feel a sharp pain at the area of my solar plexus and chest. It feels like this new vital energy softens the tensions of my muscles and clears them away. During the healing I can see myself first as a child, then as a toddler, before I attended University. I can see how much vitality I had, how bright and happy my eyes were. Then I see how gradually during the years this life energy got drained. I forgot I am a Divine Child, like so many people do along their lives. Now I understand all that pain of the light energy I’ve felt these days is in fact my lost energy coming back to me. 
I can hear the words of the song I wrote as an end to my performance White Buffalo Woman: 

Earth I'm coming back to you,

I'm coming back to your embrace.

Give me strength,

Give me hope, oh, give me gentleness!

Like an eagle,

On my wings of freedom let me fly! 

I feel this is the answer. As this healing ritual is coming to the end I see myself as an indigenous woman, with a round big shaman’s drum in my hands, dressed as a Siberian shaman. Soon I notice there are also many others dressed like me drumming in a circle. There are more and more different kind of shaman’s circles joining, the circle is growing bigger and bigger until all the shaman’s families join in one great circle around the surface of the Earth. The rhythm of their chanting and their drums is one and the same as the rhythm of the Heart of the Earth. I see also more and more people joining the circle. The rhythm of the Hearts of each and every one of us unites. And I hear myself burst out crying. These are the tears of relief. I feel my heart rejoices for I can see how great the Power of the One Heart can become. I realize this vision is given to me to strengthen my hope. I understand this is an insight into the future, which can become true. And when I see more and more people remembering Love, coming back to the Heart of the Earth and working for the healing of humanity, for the harmony to return, I get even more convinced this is not “only my and some other dreamers’ dream”, but is really happening. 

---------------

In the evening I felt I had to go to one of the lakes, which I felt to be particularly familiar, once again. It was the last evening before we left. I was a bit afraid, because it was getting dark, but I gathered all my courage and followed the path I remembered from before, when it was still daytime. It was already dark when I was standing by the lake. Overwhelmed by everything that had happened during those days, I extended my arms like bird’s wings. 

In this moment I felt one with a pure existence. Every cell of my body vibrated in a flow of life energy, one with all that is. I asked in my mind: Is it possible for this all to be true? Is it really possible? It’s just unbelievable. I imagined telling this story back in the "normal world". I wondered how it would sound there. Would anybody believe it? But in that moment it didn't matter to me. What really mattered to me was, if I myself could be sure. I thought to myself, if I would get  a clear sign now, right now, I would from now on for ever know it's true for me no matter how odd it looks. 

Look to the ground, I heard. I looked down. There was something lying by my left foot. It was dark so in the first moment I couldn’t recognize what it was. Then I saw it was a feather – a beautiful hawk feather. It was very obviously exactly the same kind of hawk's feather as the other two I got this summer. 

----------------------

After about ten days.

-----------------------

On the way back in Novosibirsk I went to visit the Historical museum, where Siberian shamanism is presented. There is only one little room of historic artifacts of the shamans, but there are some very well preserved ritual clothes, their big drums made of heavy metal and an animal skin and other instruments. One of the ritual head coverings was made of hawk feathers. 

The faces of Siberian shamans on the few exhibited photos taken about a century or less ago looked absolutely authentic in their existence, innocent just like children. There is no real shamanism without pure simple heart. Only through the heart connection to nature and the Heart of the Earth is true shamanism possible. I understood that finally in this museum. This seems to be the essence of shamanic power. A shamaness in a photo held her arms stretched widely (just like I saw the tattooed shamans holding their hands). In one hand she had a big drum, in another a drumstick. She looked like she was opening her heart and whole body to the Sun, to the Earth, Nature, God, whatever or whomever doesn’t matter – she was simply there, fully present in ecstasy of being alive. Humble and powerful in the same time, or I could say, her power was in her humbleness – awareness of being One with everything, no more, no less, being nothing and being everything in the same time. 

---------------------

After reflecting on my journey and all the teachings I got I could also understand my dreams, in which I encountered this mountain for the first time from a wider perspective. The question of what the indigenous woman I had left lying on the floor represented, and why I needed to go to the sacred place on the other side of the mountain, was slowly becoming to get some answers. She seemed to be connected to what I could identify as my own shamaness within, my Shaman archetype. She is the one in me, whose heart is pure and simple. Its rhythm is the rhythm of the Heart of the Earth. She can become one with vibrations of Nature, trees, animals, mountains, the land. She is the one who can “speak” to the subtle energies of the Earth. F many years I didn’t know what to do with that part of myself. It was only causing me pain because it was reminding me of the reality I only intuitively sensed must exist, but in a modern way of living I didn’t have a chance to experience it as people did in ancient times. 

The main reason she was wounded was because I wasn’t aware how much I got inauthentic and disoriented from who I really am. First living in the city for many years, secondly adopting ideas and life styles of others, being a part of an environment which had superficial values, despite my constant rebellion in so many ways, I steadily developed an superficial attitude toward life myself. Besides, slowly I became disconnected from my own simplicity, which I still had as a child. Instead of treasuring it and protecting it I had been denying it. My only true way of creativity has always been coming from my heart. I couldn’t be creative otherwise. I didn’t realize cutting away this connection I cut being in touch with true mystery of life, not only in my professional creativity but in the creativity of being alive itself. 

All those explanations seem to be the reasons for my inner wound, longing for something else. What else? I realized that dream was not only about my personal need for redemption. The problem it was pointing at was much more profound. It was speaking about the modern society, the way it is causes the wound to that part of human nature which longs to experience existence on a deeper level, in a profound connection to the spiritual world and Nature.

Gradually I could understand the woundedness of my indigenous woman better. One source which provided me a very acceptable explanation was the book Ritual: Power, Healing, Community written by African shaman Malidoma Some.
 He speaks about the indigenous archetype within the modern soul, which is according to his opinion in serious need of acknowledgment within a person. “A different set of priorities dwells there, a set of priorities long forgotten in higher cultures. (…) People in touch with this archetype would not be ashamed to express their hunger for transcendence – these are the kind of people in need of ritual.”

This explained a lot to me. And put me in front of the question: if my and other's people wounded indigenous archetypes are in global search for healing, can that healing be achieved in a modern way of living? If in symbolism of my psyche three years ago I went up the mountain to find the strength and knowledge, my process of learning and empowering reached one of the goals with finding the real mountain with the sacred place on it. I feel now the time of descending to the "village" is coming. I've got the tools, the inner strength, knowledge and hope. This must be enough to create "a world within the world" where my indigenous woman wouldn't be in danger or neglected any more. I prayed to myself to be wise enough to find the balance between walking in the modern world and that other one, where the home of the soul is nourished. 

Slovenia, winter 2003 
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� Special relation toward the animals as totems is present in many native cultures. 


“Totem is a symbolic sensor that serves as a link between different levels of existence, serving as an aid to comprehending non-physical powers and formative forces." Meadows, Kenneth: The Medicine Way: How to Live the Teachings of the Native American Medicine Wheel: A Shamanic Path to Self Mastery. (Element) Rockport, MA 1991, 221





� Later we have learned swan is a patron of Altai. One can find two swans together drawn at many public places.


� Later I found a very beautiful explanation written by Vicky Noble: "When a person becomes able to read the signs and to know better, the defiant karmic choices became dangerous to her health. Innocence is protective, and mistakes allow teachings to occur: but mastery demands obedience to the Laws of Nature."
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