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Curt had completely broken her heart and
left her without any clue what to do in order to repair it. A man
whom she had trusted completely had simply sent her a text message
while she was at work and told her it was over. He hadn’t even had
the decency to tell her to her face. Though telling her to her face
wouldn’t have changed how heartbroken she was, it would have at
least shown her that there was an ounce of respect for something
which they had shared for several years.


It had all come from out of the blue. She
believed that things were going better than they ever had. There
had been a new honesty between them and for all appearances
everything was moving closer to a deeper commitment which both of
them had needed to make.


Her attempts to contact him were met by
voicemail and the key to his apartment no longer worked. He had
simply shut her out of his life like a frozen block of stone and in
spite of every attempt that she made to make some form of contact
with him, it appeared that he had completely dropped from the face
of the earth. He was finished and gone with absolutely no
explanation. It was enough to drive anyone mad, but it was more so
for Sasha.


Sasha had certain expectations and
sensibilities about things which simply had to be in line for her
to make sense of the world and whenever those were lacking, it sent
her into a violent tailspin. Spinning out of control, she went to
the only person that she could even consider confiding in and laid
her heart on the line.


“He isn’t worth wasting your thoughts and
energy over,” Dana advised. She watched as Sasha attempted to get
herself under control, wiping her eyes and blowing her nose which
was running from the gallon of tears that she had shed while she
told her of all that had seemed so right and gone so wrong. “If he
has no more respect for you than that, then it was never real.”


It had seemed so real to Sasha and she had
really believed that it was simply a nightmare from which she would
wake up, but as more and more days had passed, it had become
painfully real and the stark realization that she would not wake up
from it shattered all hope. Along with the shattering of her dream,
came the shattering of her confidence and with that a burst of
sobbing that she had barely gained control of before she started to
tell Dana about the break up.


“I guess that I’m just worthless and no one
would ever want me,” she sobbed.


“Honey,” Dana replied. “You should be able
to figure out who the worthless one is in this situation by the way
that he broke up with you. He has absolutely no balls and as far as
I’m concerned is beyond worthless. It’s not you.”


“Then why did he leave me?”


“Who can guess?” she replied. “But it isn’t
because you are worthless.”


“But I love him.”


“Loved, sweetheart,” Dana said. “That door
is closed now and the dead bolt is a pack of lies which have very
likely been stacking up beyond his ability to control them.”


“But how do we know that?”


“Why do we need to know that?” Dana was
frustrated. “You have done everything possible and at every turn
you have been shut out. That means that it was NEVER there for him.
You can’t waste good love on a liar.”


Sasha was quiet for a moment as she allowed
Dana’s words to sink in. A part of her held the same anger at his
means of breaking up with her and shutting her out, but the other
part was still asking the same questions.


“I hear what you are saying, but I have so
many questions. What went wrong? Where did he go? Did he ever
really love me? Mostly, why?” she sobbed once again.


“Sweetheart,” Dana said, taking Sasha into
her arms. “We might never know the answer to those questions.” She
held her and felt her shake as she sobbed into her chest. The roles
had been reversed before and Dana remembered how wonderful Sasha
had been in order to help her through it all. As Sasha sobbed, she
recalled what had finally been able to set her back on track with
her life. At Sasha’s suggestion, she had taken a trip into the
woods which had changed her forever.


It was ironic that Sasha had sent her on the
trip which had made such a deep impact on her, but she was unable
to find her way out of the same predicament using her own advice.
She supposed that it was always that way. The person in pain was
always blind. It had been one of the first lessons that the old man
had taught her. The many lessons which had followed; lessons in
beauty, had been the key to her healing. The visions, the deep
thoughts and even more so, the visions of nature which had
surrounded her, had all played a role in her restoration. As she
felt Sasha’s sobbing lessen, she decided to speak.


“I think you should go visit Hosteen Nez,”
Dana whispered softly. She felt, rather than heard an immediate
response from Sasha. Sasha suddenly caught her breath and then
pulled away to look into the face of her friend. For a moment, Dana
wasn’t sure how her advice had been received and then she watched
Sasha’s face suddenly brighten.


“No fair using my own tricks against me,”
Sasha grinned. She remembered the advice that she had given her
friend some years back and she also remembered the change that it
had made in her friend. Would it really help her?


“Well, it was good advice from a wonderful
friend,” she laughed, moving her hands to Sasha’s cheeks and
looking deep into her eyes. “I think it will make a bigger
difference than you sitting around asking questions to an empty
room; especially questions that cause you to doubt yourself.”


“You may be right,” she replied.


She had met Hosteen Nez when she was an
archeology student in college. She had spent most of her summers in
Arizona and for years had spent a great deal of her time visiting
Hosteen Nez. He had taught her many things and she had always felt
very confident and in touch with her soul after having been in his
presence. She had learned the Beauty Way from him and had often
tried to bring herself back to that balance, but it seemed so very
far away from her. It had been a very long time since she had even
thought of Hosteen Nez and her time in Arizona. “Yes, I think I
better go.”


***


It was the time of the year when Hosteen Nez
would be at his summer home, high up in the mountains of
Northeastern Arizona. It was cool up there in the summer and
Hosteen Nez, like so many others of his people spent most of their
time up there when the temperatures below became unbearable. As she
felt the pickup come to a stop at the trail which led up to his
summer hogan, she jumped out of the truck and gave a quick greeting
of thanks in the little bit of Navajo that she knew to the driver
and then shouldered her bag for the long climb up the draw to the
hogan.


The clean air, though it was dry, was
already penetrating her soul and bringing its own form of healing
to the heart which beat with a hollow rhythm in her chest. She took
a deep breath as the pickup pulled away and quickened her pace. It
took her a little bit over thirty minutes to navigate the trail to
the small basin with its hidden spring and the summer hogan of
Hosteen Nez.


When she drew up over the final climb and
crossed over the lip for the descent into the basin, she saw the
ancient man sitting under his favorite juniper tree just as he
always did. Nothing in the little basin had changed, included the
old man. He had always been very old and very wrinkly. His white
hair had not changed either. It had a sparkle to it that was like
fresh snow. His head was bowed and he seemed to be sleeping when
she approached.


“It has been a long time, Little Rabbit,” he
said without looking up.


He had always called her Little Rabbit. She
had never fully understood why. She didn’t ponder the name in that
moment, due to the shock that went through her. How did he know
that it was her without looking up?


“I would know those footsteps anywhere,” he
answered as though he had read her mind. He looked up at her with
his penetrating black eyes and smiled with a set of teeth that were
remarkably full for someone as ancient as Hosteen Nez.


“Hello uncle,” she said, using the proper
form of address for the elder. The literal translation from Navajo
to English meant “little father” which, she had thought often, was
exactly what he was to her, a second father. She felt his look and
saw his face darken and his brow wrinkle.


“Your heart is sick,” he said. “You are far
from beauty. Come sit with me. Tell me what has made your heart
sick.


Sasha sat on the stump beneath the juniper
tree and started to tell her story. She had spoken to Hosteen Nez
enough to know that she had to begin from the start and tell the
entire story. He closed his eyes and bowed his head as she spoke.
When he did that, she often wondered if he had fallen asleep, but
her experience had also served to remind her that if he did fall
asleep, he always awakened with full recall of her story.


It took a couple of hours for her to recall
everything, at times through tears and sobbing, to which he made no
response to her. When she had finished her story, she sat in
silence waiting for him. She continued to dry her tears and stare
at the ground as she waited for what seemed
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