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  Preface


The journey of The Shaman's Gate  began years ago, not as a novel, but as a screenplay with the logline: "To end the 2000 year war against Nature, a Shaman invokes the Second Coming—but not for mankind."  Ironically, after pitching the script many times to producers at Los Angeles pitchfests, several gave—hopefully—sage advice: "Hey, interesting story. Turn it into a novel and if it's successful, maybe we will make it into a movie."  
So, over a decade later, here we are. While the medium has changed, the core question driving the story has only become more urgent: How do we stand at the edge of a collapsing world without losing our humanity? 
In these pages, the climate crisis is not just an ecological event, but a spiritual initiation—a Shaman’s Gate–a journey from life to death and back again to heal the world wound. It is my hope that as you follow these characters through trauma and hope towards rebirth, you find a reflection of a grounded courage within yourself. We are all shamans, if we dare. 
This story is heavily indebted to the ideals and writings of many poets, philosophers, and eco-warrriors. It also contains the essence of the concept of "Wise Hope," a term beautifully explored by Roshi Joan Halifax, who is also a teacher of shamanic history. Unlike ordinary optimism, which waits for a better future, Wise Hope is a grit that enables us to be fully present in the "fruitful darkness" of the unknown. Thank you Roshi for all you have taught me. 
For a list of inspirations and example of photography, visit www.haiku-productions.com
July 2026







  
  Chapter one
A Dream of Restoration
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The eagle that flew between clouds and earth left no trace in the air, unlike the billions of humans that had ravaged the lands below. The eagle knew in intimate detail the history of humans and all that they had wrought, even from the heights at which she now flew, searching with acute vision, not for prey, but for a refuge. Perhaps one of the last refuges. She had no way of knowing, very unfortunately in this case, how many were left or even how many had been destroyed. The Petras, the Hungry Ghosts of Humanity, were very thorough and, each year, better at exterminating what remained of the natural life of the planet. 
The eagle continued searching. Searching for a sign of green. A glint of blue water. A stand of trees. Maybe a field of flowers. She berated herself for being that hopeful.  In this particular corner of the world, drought had devastated the last vestiges of wildness.  In other places, she knew, deep water covered what was once estuaries, marshes, and wetlands.  Cold and heat, dust and wind, fire and flood. Gaia convulsed in myriad ways, but convulsed she did, trying to heal, trying to subdue the virus that ravaged her body. The human stain. 
I was once a woman, she thought as she intuitively navigated the air currents. I had children. They were taken from me. All of them. I faced my wounds, faced the wounds of all Mothers, and I died. I was remade in the spirit of the wind. An eagle flies through me now. 
The eagle took note of a far-off glint of sun, refracting blue. Could she hope?  She flexed a wing and flew toward it, tracking the blue rays, her eyes seeing far more than her human eyes ever had. This body, this force of nature that drove her onward, was at once exhilarating and yet still alien.   
At this thought, a slight wave of sorrow rippled through her. She marveled that she could still feel that way after all the years in this body. But there it was, a distant memory, surfacing like a trout in a pool below a waterfall, amid rushing emotions, bubbles of regret, watery tears of sorrow, even though her eagle eyes could not cry. 
Enough, she thought. There is much to do; far to travel. There may yet be time for memories, for hope, but now she must continue the search. There were only a few like her left, and she could not stop now. So much depended on their search. Somewhere, she and her Fellows knew that their next generation was already born; they were out there. They had to be found and protected. Nurtured, so they could take over the restoration. Bear had said so, so it must be true. 
The glint of blue quickly resolved into a small lake, surrounded by a few acres of green trees and meadows. It was small and fragile, a mere remnant of its former lifeforce. But still, a refuge, a hope. Tucking her wings, she descends.  






  
  Chapter two
The World Wound


The Shaman’s wound becomes the source of her compassion. 
The lake quickly resolved in her eagle’s eye, many details registering at once. The water was still a pure blue, the marshes surrounding it still green, but a dark stain leeched into the waters from the northern shore, nearest a hilltop. There was a flurry of activity on the hillside. Machines! 
Circling over the lake on thermals of warm air, she could see the havoc being wrought. A phalanx of robot diggers where peeling back the skin of the earth on the hillside. Other machines were pumping jets of lake water against the raw scars of earth, washing soil into the lake - the source of the dark stain. Scrapers! Always looking for resources to feed the machinery of the Petras.
Helpless, she circled and watched as another refuge was drained of life. In a short time, she knew, the refuge would be polluted, strangled, buried alive. Even from the height at which she flew, she could smell the stink of the robots’ engines. The smell of dying organisms. If there were robots, there were certainly their masters, Petras. Knowing their presence sent a rush of animal fear through her eagle body, and she automatically twisted her wings to catch a thermal and rise higher, even as her human mind yearned to descend and observe. 
The animal mind is ingrained with the ways of survival. The human mind, too inquisitive.  Even as she lifted up on a warm thermal, she saw the puff of smoke near the ground, followed almost immediately by searing pain in her left wing, bright bits of feather and blood scattering in the air behind her, and a sudden panic at the loss of control. With the useless wing, she quickly lost altitude, tumbling, struggling with tail feathers, and one good wing to stabilize the descent. Then, bright against the dark earth, she saw the second puff. 
The grinding of machine noise penetrated the eagle’s consciousness. She thought she might still be flying because she sensed her wings outstretched to their fullest, as they would be if they were catching the thermals. But they were stiff, unmoving. An animal panic of paralysis and entrapment washed through her system, a flood of cortisol and adrenaline in preparation for fighting or fleeing. At this, the human mind struggled to resurface and attempt to interpret the eagle's situation.
Seeing through the acute eyes of the eagle, the old human mind forms an image approaching, a human form, clad in a shiny darkness, a cloud of possible forms shifting around the figure, different animal features come and go, not natural, not real. A memory reforms in the elder human consciousness. Something… familiar. Something dangerous, and yet a presence that was once a … friend. And then an enemy.
The figure resolves into a human shape, a man, clad in a shiny darkness, his gaze fixed on the eagle’s eyes. “I know you.” 
The figure comes closer. “Why are you here? What are you searching for? Or who? No words from the Great Eagle Spirit?” The figure snorts. “No matter. This place will be empty soon. You have lost again. Does that make you sad? Angry?”
The figure draws a long bright blade from its shiny darkness. The old human mind in the eagle struggles to react, but communication with this thing is impossible. The sounds of the scraping machines grow in intensity as they eat the earth itself, consuming the world for fuel, to feed the greed. She feels the eagle's claws clench in anger. A rage flows through her to rip into the figure’s body and feast upon it. But her wings are paralyzed. She can’t understand her imprisonment. Why won’t her wings move? 
The figure’s face moves closer to her. In a reversal of vision, she sees herself reflected in its dark glasses: an eagle impaled on a barbed wire fence, wings stretched out tight, tied to the wires. 
“Let me help you,” it says.  “Let me set you free.”
The bright blade descends, severing one wing. Searing pain overwhelms her mind. Then, again, the other wing is cut. Her eagle body falls into the dust. Her mind flooded with memories of past deaths. Past losses. 
The figure steps back. “I think this will be our final goodbye.” It turns and walks to where the machines are tearing a new world wound. “Farewell, Gabriela.”
Darkness clouds the eagle’s eyes. A deep sorrow washes through human and eagle minds at the thought of never flying in the sunlight again. Never again feeling the world wind. 
From her severed wings hanging on the wires, feathers start to fall. A breeze picks up, blowing more onto the ground near her body. The wind continues to increase, picking up the feathers, swirling them around on the ground, then into the air. More feathers fall, adding to the whirling wind. Through the eagle’s failing eyes, the human mind watches the dance of feathers, as the eagle’s lifeblood ebbs into the earth. Death begins in the eagle’s brain. Connections fall apart. Memories of eagle and human swirl together like the feathers circling in the wind. I was once a woman. I was once a Mother. What did the creature say?  “Farewell Gabriela?” A light washes over her mind. 
“It’s time! I still have work to do! It’s time to die again.” 
In the swirling feathers above her body, she sees a bright gateway, and beyond a dusty road.  A woman’s figure walks down it, her back to the eagle. She has long black hair with one eagle feather tied into a braid. She is carrying a little girl, her head buried in the woman's shoulder. A flash of light illuminates the road ahead of her. She walks through a dry and dying landscape. 
“It is time to return. Farewell, my beautiful eagle spirit. I have more to do. The next generation has arrived.” 






  
  Chapter three
Shadows to Light


Nestled in a wooded valley next to a river, a lone ramshackle cabin sits in darkness. No smoke from the chimney, but one window has a faint glow from a weak lamp within. The wind blows fiercely across the land, over the dry riverbed, bending the trees around the cabin, sounding like lost spirits. 
A dirt road traces its way across the hillside above the cabin. In the far distance, a pair of headlights appear around a wooded bend, on the road to the cabin.
A family prepares for sleep in the dark one-room cabin. The wind whistles through the cracks in the walls, making a keening, lonely wailing -- a warning sound. There is hardly any furniture in the room: a small table, two chairs, and a mattress on the floor. It’s a transit house for refugees, not made for comfort.
Light from a single lamp barely illuminates the two adults on the mattress—a mother and father hugging each other. A young boy plays with a stuffed bear near the lamp, pretending to fight with it. The father is wide awake, staring at the door.
The sudden roar of a diesel engine and screeching brakes warn of company. A few quiet seconds pass before the door splinters open and the light from the truck’s headlights flood the small room.
Two large soldiers, masked and armed, fill the doorway, casting shadows across the room onto the bed on the floor. One soldier points an assault rifle at the adults huddled on the mattress, motioning them to be still. A third figure enters the doorway, his features cast in shadow by the headlights behind him. He points to the man on the mattress.
The second armed soldier grabs the father dragging him out the door before the mother can even scream. The boy watches as his father is shoved through the doorway into the darkness. Gone. 
The first soldier, approaches the woman, who squeezes into the shadows. The Soldier reaches for the woman, tearing her clothes. The young boy lashes out, knocking away the Soldier’s hand, but with so little force, it only results in a low chuckle from the man. A quick backhand slams the boy against the wall. The woman hisses, rakes her nails across the Soldier’s face, drawing blood. The chuckle is replaced with a curse. He grabs her by the leg and hauls her out the doorway, while she fights him every inch. The boy stares in disbelief as his parents disappear into the darkness. Two gunshots pierce the air. 
The light flooding the room wavers as the truck pulls away, leaving the small room nearly dark again. The old oil lamp gutters, playing shadows across the bloodied face of the boy. Against the wall above the boy, a shadow cast by the toy bear in front of the lamp grows larger and animated, leaning over the boy. The lamp gutters out. The shadow returns to the night.

      ***An old Mercedes sedan drives down a dusty dirt road. A man in his 40s, dressed in a neat but much-worn suit, carefully steers the car down the center of the road, avoiding the trash in the gutters. No other cars travel the road. In the back seat, a little girl, about 12, plays with an old, little dog doll, singing wordlessly to herself. The rest of the back seat is piled with tattered suitcases and boxes.
The old Mercedes slows a hundred yards from a checkpoint. The man turns, shushes the little girl, and points to the floor of the back seat. The girl places the dog doll on the seat and crawls to the floor, pulling an old blanket over herself, blending into the detritus.
The man drives slowly toward the checkpoint, where several armed guards mill about the blockade.
The guards gather around the car, inspecting it for anything they can steal. A ranking guard moves to the driver’s window. The man rolls down the window and passes some papers to the guard. Another guard opens the back driver’s-side door of the car and starts pulling out the suitcases. The man panics, starts protesting. The ranking guard motions him out of the car. The man protests. The ranking guard levels his rifle at the man and motions him out. The man shifts the car into gear and starts to gun it. The ranking guard clips him in the head with the rifle butt. Drags him out of the car.
Under the old blanket, the girl tenses into a smaller bundle, trying to be part of the floor, invisible. Outside the darkness of the covering blankets, she can hear the dull wet thuds of metal hitting flesh. Her hand searches for her little dog doll, remembers she left it on the seat, and slowly reaches out to find it, groping blindly along the seat. She touches the dog doll just as the sound of a sharp gunshot blasts through the car. Her hand jerks back into hiding, the dog doll falls off the seat, out into the road. Stepping around a pool of blood on the dirt road, a guard’s boot crushes the little dog doll into the mud.

      ***On the street of a busy little village, a man pulls a pile of wool blankets from the trunk of a car and hands them to a boy, about 12, to carry to an old card table on the sidewalk. The man then takes a second stack to the table while the boy sorts the blankets into smaller piles by color. Several blankets feature animal motifs woven into them. The boy admires a white blanket with black ravens woven into the border. He tucks that one under the rest, out of sight.
A few people gather, fingering the blankets. Bartering begins, and several blankets are quickly sold to people whose threadbare clothes suggest they will need them. A few more people pass by and repeat the bartering. The man quickly pockets the cash out of sight. He nervously scans the street, looking for trouble. The boy helps by keeping the blankets on the table in order.
An old car pulls up next to the table, and an older man with a troubled and haggard face gets out. He is dressed in a large overcoat. The bulk of the coat does not match his emaciated face. He haltingly shuffles to the man selling the blankets, a few paper bills held out in one hand, a tearful face, the other hand buried deep in a coat pocket. A sudden gust of wind blows the cash from his hand. The boy runs for the money as the wind whips them down the sidewalk, and under a large truck half a block away. The boy dives under the truck, trapping the cash in his hands.
The buildings along the street flash with lurid white and red light, followed by a thunderous explosion. The boy, stunned, rolls out from under the suddenly burning truck, blood trickling from a ringing ear, the cash firmly clutched in his little hand. Shreds of colorful blankets fall from the sky, singed and smoking. A piece of white wool blanket with a parade of ravens along the border drifts down onto the street next to the boy.

      ***At a busy market quarter in the summer, a small crowd of people strolls down the sidewalks, interacting with food and clothing vendors. It is hot, and people dab at their foreheads with colorful kerchiefs. An ice vendor is doing very well, doling out cones of crushed ice with flavored syrups.
A father and daughter, about 11 years old, walk down the sidewalk together, hand in hand. The daughter clutches a black stuffed cat close to her chest. She struggles to keep up with her tall father. He leans down and lifts her onto his shoulders. She laughs, dropping the toy animal. The father catches it, hands it back to her, then stops at the shaved-ice stand.
Two ice cones are quickly prepared and dispensed for a few coins. The daughter takes the big red one and eagerly slurps the cold red ice. The two continue walking, enjoying the day.
A small pickup truck swerves down the street, loaded with men in the back. Two sharp pistol shots ring out among the street vendors. The father looks back down the street towards the ice vendor, who looks suddenly puzzled. The ice vendor crumples into the ice stand as people around him scream and dart for cover.
The father starts running away from the commotion, his daughter bouncing on his shoulders. More screams from behind him, but he does not turn around, just leans forward to balance his daughter as he runs. More pistol cracks, and the father stumbles, catches himself on a railing, staggers, and crumples slowly to the sidewalk, trying desperately to get his daughter safely off his shoulders. She tumbles the last foot to the ground and rolls, as her father finishes his fall

      ***
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