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Praise for Lynn V. Andrews

“Lynn is one of the most profound people of our time. Her work in the shamanistic traditions has provided effective guidance to me and to many others looking for answers. I love her!”

—Dannion Brinkley, author of Saved by the Light


Praise for Medicine Woman

“One wonders if Carlos Castaneda and Lynn Andrews have not initiated a new genre of contemporary literature: Visionary Autobiography.”

—San Francisco Review of Books


“First class.…A remarkable adventure into the world of the spirit.”

—San Francisco Examiner-Chronicle


“There is much wisdom here.…What sometimes appears as madness may contain its own wisdom; and what may sometimes sound like wisdom may be madness. It is precisely this intricate balance that the medicine woman must learn to keep.”

—Santa Fe Reporter


“Medicine Woman has to do with the meaning of life, the role of women, and the wrestling of power away from the forces of evil that hold it.”

—Los Angeles Times


“Medicine Woman is a well-written, powerful, and exciting tale of the author’s apprenticeship with a medicine woman.…As in the Castaneda books, it weaves teachings of shamanic philosophy into the telling of the story.”

—Circle


“Thought-provoking and absorbing.”

—New Woman’s Times


“The revealing story of how women from different cultures view each other and learn from each other.”

—Stan Steiner, author of The New Indians


“Lynn Andrews celebrates the power of female spirituality.…Her dramatic retelling of shamanistic wisdom and ancient Indian philosophy is rich in authentic detail.”

—The Victoria Advocate


“A fascinating story full of marvelous symbols.”

—Books of the Southwest


“A powerful and beautiful story.”

—The Guardian, London


“Her story tells and reminds us of ancient wisdoms that we can take with us on our own unique journeys through life no matter what heartfelt path we are on.”

—WomanSpirit


“An exciting and insightful story…about the interrelatedness of all things.”

—The Lammas Little Review


“A statement of what is called for and possible in all of us.”

—Sojourner


Praise for Jaguar Woman

“Amid primal landscapes, perilous and shimmering between the spirit world and reality, Andrews’ narrative opens a window onto an aspect of Native American cultures seldom explored.”

—Los Angeles Times


“She speaks of reclaiming her personal powers as a woman. Through a wealth of practical shamanistic lore interwoven with tales of sorcery, Andrews reveals both the challenges and the rewards of the sacred quest.”

—New Dimensions Radio Network


Praise for Star Woman

“A glimpse of other realities…we’re reminded once again of the power of our thoughts and the crippling effects of fear and self-limitation.”

—San Francisco Chronicle


“A wondrous spiritual and temporal progress as an apprentice medicine woman…one woman’s quest for spiritual unity and enlightenment.”

—Booklist


Praise for Crystal Woman

“Undulates with visual hallucinations and other-worldly experiences, but also contains some quite accessible truths about the drama of the human condition.”

—San Francisco Chronicle


“Full of magic and other-worldly mystery. It reads like fiction and makes you think about how many things there are that we don’t know.”

—Rona Jaffe, author of The Best of Everything


Praise for Windhorse Woman

“[Andrews’s] Himalayan jaunt is dotted with episodes of crystal power, tears of joy, wise women, rapt visions and talk of healing Mother Earth.”

—Publisher’s Weekly


Praise for The Woman of Wyrrd

“Reading like historical romance, this will be snapped up by Andrews’s large following.”

—Publisher’s Weekly


“As always, Andrews provides a good, strong story that balances the dramatic with the spiritual. Moreover, Andrews relates a great deal of philosophical thought without excessive commentary. The strength of the teaching forces the reader to greater awareness.”

—Library Journal


Praise for Shakkai

“This New Age narrative, slipping between present and future settings and heavy with symbolism, will please readers who share Andrews’s spiritual orientation.”

—Publisher’s Weekly


Praise for Woman at the Edge of Two Worlds

“This beautifully and sensitively written book should be a helpful guide to all women going through menopause. It describes the spiritual dimensions of one of the most important transitions in a woman’s life. I highly recommend it.”

—Susan M. Lark, MD, author of The Menopause Self-Help Book


“Lynn Andrews helps every woman find a sense of her own importance.”

—Marianne Williamson, author of A Return to Love and A Woman’s Worth


“With this book, Lynn Andrews heals women by reframing our old cultural definition of menopause, which is loss and worthlessness, into one of love, power, wisdom, and most important, self-esteem.”

—Alanna E. Tarkington, psychotherapist and author of Now It’s Our Turn


Praise for Tree of Dreams

“Once again Lynn Andrews looks to the Sisterhood of the Shields for guidance and illumination. She places in their hands her vulnerability, and ours, as she reveals the deeper fears and grief of every maturing woman. Her teachers heal her, and they heal us. Lynn Andrews has shared with us her magic once again.”

—Marianne Williamson, author of A Return to Love and A Woman’s Worth


“In Tree of Dreams, Lynn Andrews speaks candidly from the heart of her personal experience with facing elderhood and death, and in so doing gives us the courage to welcome the lessons of our own experience with these transitions.”

—Sarah Edwards, coauthor of The Practical Dreamer’s Handbook


Praise for Love and Power

“With exquisite clarity, Love and Power disarms the central complexities of the psyche that drain away (or abort) our access to personal freedom.”

—Barbara Hand Clow, author of The Pleiadian Agenda


“Lessons of the soul…love empowered. What wisdom this wonderful book offers! Lynn explores the secrets for balancing love with power, charting a path to integrate them into our lives. Never has her voice been truer, stronger, or more generous of spirit.”

—Hal Zina Bennett, PhD, author of Write Starts and The Lens of Perception


Praise for Walk in Balance

“Lynn Andrews deserves a permanent place of honor among the great teachers who have shared their ever-unfolding knowledge of the sacred mysteries through storytelling.…How grateful we should be for such teachers!”

—Hal Zina Bennett, PhD, author of Write Starts and The Lens of Perception
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For Jaguar Woman and all those dedicated to the art of illumination




Our deepest fear is not that we are inadequate. Our deepest fear is that we are powerful beyond measure. It is our light, not our darkness, that most frightens us. We ask ourselves, who am I to be brilliant, gorgeous, talented, and fabulous? Actually, who are you not to be? You are a child of God. Your playing small doesn’t serve the world. There is nothing enlightened about shrinking so that other people will not feel insecure around you. We were born to make manifest the glory of God that is within us. It is not in just some of us; it is in everyone. And as we let our own light shine, we unconsciously give people permission to do the same. As we are liberated from our own fear, our presence automatically liberates others.

—Marianne Williamson, from A Return to Love, as quoted by Nelson Mandela in his inaugural speech as President of South Africa, May 1994
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Letter from the Publisher

Dear Reader,

It is a pleasure and an honor to bring you this book from New York Times bestselling author Lynn V. Andrews. This book was first published by Lynn in the 1990s as part of a series that has been enjoyed by millions over the years. Lynn was careful to change names and places and sacred ceremonies out of respect for the Indigenous cultures she studied with. For Beyond Words Publishing, it has been a blessing to have known and worked with Lynn over the years, and we hope you find her writings as empowering as we do.

With gratitude,

Michele Ashtiani Cohn




Introduction

“May I ask a question?” the woman at the microphone said. “I would like to ask you what you feel about the negative impact of the feminist movement. It seems that more than ever, one woman turns against another woman in her efforts to get success.”

The question pulled me back into the auditorium. I was standing on a stage in front of 250 people at a gathering in Seattle, Washington. The rain was sheeting down outside, and my mind had momentarily flashed to memories of my childhood, growing up in the Northwest, seemingly always cloudy and damp.

“Do you mean,” I asked, “women in the same field? Are you talking about women in professional life? Could you clarify that question, please?”

“I’m asking about women in general. Women who are in professional life, but also those in every walk of life. I seem to find in my own life a tremendous amount of difficulty. When I became successful in a Fortune 500 company in Seattle, it seemed that other women—women who had been my friends—betrayed me, tried to pull me down, and certainly did not stand by me in my success.”

I could see that the woman was very upset by this subject. Her hands shook slightly as she held the microphone, and I could see that she was trying to fight back tears.

I had a glimpse in my mind of a ceremonial circle, powerful women of the Sisterhood of the Shields in the Yucatán jungle. I felt the smoke from the central fire in my blood.

“I understand your pain,” I said, the vision fading, “because I certainly have experienced it myself. All I can say to you is that I think we are in an adolescent era, coming to the end of it, where we are tearing down everything that we have known to be traditionally solid. We are tearing down our heroes, our heroines. We are leaving, however, little to replace what we have destroyed.

“I find that women in a patriarchal system seem to adapt themselves to that system by becoming like the men that they decry. There is, in essence, a death dance in action at this moment. Most ancient cultures and prophets have spoken of our time in history. Many ancient calendars, the Maya calendar, many East Indian and Native American calendars, so many prophecies around the world, talk about the end of a certain era coming up very shortly. As this energy begins to shift, surely the controlling energy and power does not want to lose its hold, and someone might ask me, ‘Who are you talking about?’ I don’t know if it’s a who or a they or a them. I think there is a collective energy form that is trying to stay as it always has been, the status quo of predominantly patriarchal energy.

“What is happening, I believe, is that women have made enormous strides in public life and economically. And now we’re moving into a time of much deeper spirituality. Much of that spirituality revolves around exploring the Goddess, Native American traditions, shamanic trainings, all kinds of spirituality that relate to Mother Earth and the firstness of woman. This is a time of tremendous flux and change. As a result, men in power are not only creating a force field that would pull us down at every moment, it seems, but women also seem, for some reason, to be caught up in this vortex, and without thinking, I believe, end up creating tremendous difficulty for their sisters.”

My thoughts raced ahead to Manitoba. After the lecture, I was leaving for the airport to fly to Canada and be with my teachers. I had had a tension in my solar plexus for days, a sense that something mysterious was about to happen.

“But why would we not support each other?” asked the woman, standing tall and seemingly emotionally stricken in the center of the room. “Why would women not support one another? I support my friends when they become successful. I support my sisters.”

“Yes,” I answered, “and that is very wonderful, and so do I. That doesn’t mean that all people do what we expect them to do, as you well know. So it is an interesting process that we need to examine from our hearts and from our wisdom of what we know it is like to be a woman in the world. We have been under siege for so long. When you think that nine million women and children were burned during the Inquisition, you realize that we have a long, even cellular, history and remembrance of that kind of pain and subjugation to ignorance.

“Many women have said to me, when they see one woman turning against another, that we have so much anger toward the world for not being heard and not being recognized and not being able to be who we truly are in life, that it doesn’t matter whom we hurt, we just want to lash out. Maybe that’s true, or maybe it’s not, but I think the course of darkness, which some people may call evil, perhaps chooses no sex. And even if it’s woman against woman or man against man, the issue is not woman or man. The issue to be examined is, in fact, the darkness itself.”



Prologue

Seduction


The dust rose like steam from the tires of Jake Martin’s old green pickup truck as he drove a dirt frontage road from Patagonia toward Nogales in southern Arizona. It was an early hot summer evening, and the clouds, like sheep, dotted the horizon. Jake was on his way to his cousin’s wedding in Mexico. He had left the reservation, where he was a patrolman, about two hours before. All day he had felt a little queasy—probably getting that cold. How could he have known that he was being stalked?

Long ago, when he was a boy in Canada, he and his family had lived on a reserve in Manitoba, but his mother had decided to visit a long-lost sister on the reservation in Arizona. After they had arrived, Jake met the reservation cop and had idolized him his whole life. All he wanted to do was be the reservation cop, and so he had become one. Jake was in his late thirties. He had not married, but he expected in his forties he would settle down and would surely raise a family. As he bumped down the road toward Mexico, he thought of his old spirit guide, Geronimo, and how he hated going into Mexico, much as Geronimo had. Looking around at the mountains surrounding him, he thought of the San Pedro River Valley on the other side of Tombstone, Cochise’s stronghold, and Geronimo, the great Apache warrior. He felt the power of that man in his breast and thought about what it must have been like a hundred years ago in this beautiful valley.

Striations of an orange and pink sunset streaked the sky. As he looked ahead through the dirty, dust-laden windshield of his truck, he saw a lone figure in the distance, standing by the side of the road. He blinked several times, thinking that he was imagining things. This was a lonely and deserted road. That’s why he had chosen it instead of the two-lane highway that stretched from Benson down into Mexico.

He slowed his truck as he approached a stand of trees off to the right and rolled down his window, dust and dirt wedging into the door and puffing onto his lap. The figure that he had seen was gone, and he decided to park the truck by the side of the road and relieve himself behind one of the trees. As he stood behind a thicket of bushes, he looked into the dusky darkness and noticed for the first time a small stone Maya-like ruin that had steps up toward the sky and the tops of the trees, like the temples for blood sacrifice that he had seen in Mexico farther south. It was some kind of ruin or temple that he had never seen before, though he had been on this road a hundred times.

Still staring at the magnificent stone edifice before him, he walked out of the shadows and into the pink evening light. Then he saw the figure of a woman standing near the entrance of the temple. He was amazed and fascinated. He walked toward the temple door, and as he did so, the woman approached him.

She was easily the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, with long black hair that reached to her waist and swung gently from side to side. She wore sandals and a skirt of an unusual weave. Sewn into the fabric were little mirrors, reflecting the sunset. She wore a white blouse of thin cotton material, and he could see her breasts moving voluptuously as she walked toward him. What tempted him the most was this feeling of warmth, like the first blush of fine whiskey, that was enveloping his being like a dense fog. A passion overcame him unlike anything he had experienced before. He couldn’t imagine what was happening to him, but it was so pleasurable that he didn’t question it for more than a moment.

Sin Corazón reached out her hand to Jake. Gently, she placed her hand on his arm so that she could contact his energy field and make it part of her own. She took a deep breath as she began her dance of hypnotism and seduction. She could see in Jake’s eyes that he was surprised by the effect of her touch. She could see the confusion and then his decision simply not to question what was happening.

“Will you help me?” she asked, her voice so soft and lovely.

“What has happened?” he stammered, looking around.

“Oh, it’s my car. I had a flat tire up the road.”

“What are you doing here?” It was the middle of nowhere.

He thought for a moment of not having seen a car. Well, then, it must be down farther south.

“If you’ll just get in my truck, I’ll drive you to it. I don’t have much time,” he said. “I’m going to a wedding.”

“How fortuitous,” she said.

“What do you mean?” he asked, bewildered by her beauty.

“That you’re on your way to a wedding,” she said with a toss of her head, her raven black hair brushing across his fingers.

He stared at the temple in the shadows behind her. The last vestiges of the sunset glinted off the higher corbels at the top.

“I’ve never seen this ruin before. Do you happen to know what it is?” he asked her. “Or who built it?”

“Why yes, I happen to know a great deal about this temple,” she said, lowering her eyes mysteriously. “Come.” Taking his hand in a very sensuous manner, she led him. “The temple is built by the shadowy dreams of magic and mystery. Come! Let me show you.”

“Oh, yes,” he said.

She turned and stopped for a moment. “Would you care to come into the temple with me?” she asked.

“Yes, of course, I would love to see it. It’s very beautiful, but how…” His voice trailed off as she led him through the temple door, massive stone pillars on either side. Jake could not take his eyes off her. He would have followed her into fire.

They walked onto the stone floor and through the entryway into a small, vaulted room that was obviously meant for some kind of ancient ceremony or ritual. In the center was a raised stone slab. The woman took a blood red blanket that was rolled up by the side of it and placed it on the waist-high slab of stone. She turned to Jake, who was rigid with passion for this woman. He barely looked around. His eyes were only for Sin Corazón, and nothing else mattered.

She began to unbutton his shirt. Within moments they were lying on the red blanket, passionately embraced. Once, he heard an owl, which for him was a harbinger of death and extreme change in his life, and he should have listened. He should have gotten up from the stone and run for his very life. The odd feeling at the edge of his consciousness was not strong enough to combat his passion, or hers.

As he made his last thrust into her body, he looked into the dark eyes of Sin Corazón. He screamed in terror as he saw the face not of the dusky beauty of moments ago, but the face of an ancient old woman with wrinkles and lines beyond description.

Sin Corazón enjoyed shape-shifting and making her victims see a vision of horror. Her black silky hair had turned to wild gray masses of mats and tangles. She sat with her legs around him and raised her arms and her face toward the heavens, and she laughed with the cackling laughter of a sorceress who had had her way with her victim.

A sickening feeling was coming over Jake. A gash of orange light fell brutally over their bodies from an opening in the tower above. Again, he screamed in fright and recoiled, falling off the slab onto the floor, trying to gather his clothes and his senses. Sin Corazón continued to laugh. She said nothing. She had her revenge once again toward all men, who always wore the face of her ex-husband, and she had replenished her power by taking the power of this virile man. As he glanced one last time toward her, the hatred in her flashing eyes was awesome.

He could not walk. “Why?” he asked. He felt as if the life force had been drained from him. For a long time, he sat on the floor with his head in his hands, trying to regain his balance. As his last vestiges of power drained out of him like blood into the sand, he fell over and lay on the stone floor, unconscious. He did not hear Sin Corazón drive away in his truck. His dreams were nightmares of jackals tearing him to pieces and coyotes running away with his soul.

When he finally awakened, it was early morning. The wedding was over. He had missed everything. He struggled to get up, but he could not. As he looked around, at first he did not know where he was. There was no temple, no magnificent stone facade, only a clearing in the trees.

As he lay in the dust, he looked to where his truck had been, and it was gone. It would be many years before Jake would regain any sense of health or strength. He became a legend in his time, a man who walked the streets with only half a mind, muttering about a beautiful young woman who had seduced him and then turned into an old hag. His spirit guides and medicine had left him, and he was alone.
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Darkness Defines the Light


Agnes perched like an old buzzard on the railing of her porch. The crisp northern air was laden with the scent of pine and wildflowers. Rocking back and forth in a rickety bentwood rocker, I watched Crow peck breadcrumbs off the ground. He scolded me, cawing, and turned his head, watching me with his yellow eye. I had arrived at her cabin in Manitoba the day before, and I was grateful just to sit.

Agnes, wearing a jean skirt and a bright red blouse with her gray hair in thick braids, held up a tiny crystal to a ray of sunlight streaming through branches of a poplar tree. Suddenly, a burning flash of prismatic light, laserlike and profoundly bright, ricocheted off the crystal and into my eye. My head thumped back against the rocker as I yelled, “Good grief, Agnes, that hurt!”

“Sometimes the light can be too bright, too painful to look at.”

“No kidding,” I said, rubbing my eye.

Agnes, her Native American face creased and weathered from the years, settled her hands in her lap and looked off in the distance. “So,” she continued, “if you can’t yet adjust to the light of something, you perceive it in another way.”

“What are you getting at?” I asked.

Agnes rubbed her belly. “You open your body-mind and perceive light like Ruby does. She absorbs light and shadow through her intent and has learned to see that way with her blind eyes. That’s why no one is more aware than Ruby. There is nothing that she cannot see—even in total darkness. For her, there is always light, and it can no longer be taken from her.”

“That’s nice, Agnes,” I said, “but you could have warned me.”

“Sometimes a truth has to hurt a bit to be remembered.” Agnes swirled the leaves in her mug of tea, poured out the liquid, and dumped the wet leaves into the palm of her hand. “Close your eyes,” she ordered, “and lean back.” Gently, Agnes placed a poultice of herbal tea leaves over my eyelid. “Does that help?” she asked, poking me in the ribs.

“Yes, yes,” I said gratefully, relaxing as the heat penetrated and soothed my eye. “Thank you.”

Several minutes passed as I sat in my self-imposed darkness.

“Can you see what I’m doing?” Agnes asked. I heard her feet shuffling on the worn floorboards of the porch.

“Of course not, Agnes,” I said.

“Can you tell what I’m doing now; can you see me now?”

“I can tell that you’re moving around, Agnes, but all I can see is darkness.”

Agnes paused in silence for a moment. Then I heard her voice farther away and above, as if she were perched on the roof.

“When you see only darkness, you can perceive almost nothing that is happening around you—it’s as if you are blind, even with your eyes open.”

“Okay,” I said, still not getting it.

“It’s very simple,” Agnes said. “The light, sunlight or wisdom, illuminates what is there. Simple and true—ignorance is born from not seeing what is there in front of you. When you live in the darkness of your soul, you cannot see the truth, a chair, an idea, or whatever is in existence for your benefit.”

I sat for a long time, following Agnes’s idea like a thread in a weaving. Finally, I swept the tea leaves into my hand and opened my eyes.

I was stunned to see that the moon was up and darkness had descended on the cabin. I heard a crow in the distance. Agnes was nowhere to be seen. I had an odd tugging sensation in my stomach, as if something very important was about to happen.
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