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!he %ar( an* %e+t o+ .ncient %is*om 

I walk slowly across the fields, step by step, from my place of power to the grinding rock 

below the petroglyphs. The ground is uneven< grass seeds swell with rich food. At the flat, wide, 

grinding rock, the women roll their manos between their hands, rhythmically, calmly, chatting 

quietly. They are preparing food for today. There is little hoarding, saving: life is abundant. I 

walk towards the spring, crossing a wash where children splash, adults make snares. Each 

person has a task, but there is no rush< each action has focus and intent. At the spring, I stand in 

the shade of granite boulders, grinding a cupule (shallow hole) into the sacred stone. I am 

patient, like the others who have stood and ground here in prayer. My cells are open, listening. I 

hear, DThis is how we learn. Breathing slowly, listening with our bodies, time and space 

coursing wide through our cells. Connected.G 

 

This gift of journeying back in time is a watershed in my life; springs, rivulets, and streams 

of experience flow into a great river of transformation. All the pieces of my lifeDmothering, 

writing, community work, earth healingDfeed on and harvest from these journeys. 

My connection to these ancestor spirits began on a particular day. At the entrance to the San 

Francisco Bay, just north of the Golden Gate Bridge, the headlands stood sentinel; wind-blown 

scrub, purple Lupine, and an old grove of Cypress trees covered the hillsides. At a crescent-

shaped stretch of sand, sea sounds overtook the wind. Three of us wandered, collecting; then we 

formed shells, seaweed, and stones into a circular altar. We called the four directions and 

acknowledged the elements, creating a space between the worlds for our work. We drummed and 

chanted, then sat in silence, breathing in and listening for the spirit of the place. 

Lut of the silence we created a ceremony. To explore how this cove was used by indigenous 

culturesDpeople we know as Miwok and LhloneDbefore the Spaniards arrived, we decided to 
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M%$ (%%l%r +ar, an. +%/t o/ an2i%nt +i4.om %arth2ar%ta7%r48%arthlin79n%t 

.o a $rou, ;ourn%<9 =nt%rin$ a tran2% 4tat% +ith .rummin$> +% 2ho4% a .ir%2tion to tra?%l> an. 

4,o7% our ?i4ion a4 +% ;ourn%<%. to$%th%r@ 

We climb in our canoe fashioned from tules and head south down the bay: fall is coming and 

it is time to go inland and gather. After spearing salmon and eating, we are drawn towards the 

old Ohlone grandmothers who are sitting around, gambling and laughing. Their pleasure and 

rootedness are infectious= we forget about seed gathering and do not want to leave. 

We ask the grandmothers how we can remember their rhythmic, simple way of life. The 

oldest looks around the camp with her eyes and says “Take this with you.” She tells us to make a 

ceremonial cape. Cinally, she hands us a palm-siEed abalone for a clasp for that cape.  

Another grandmother says, “You carry the light and the life in your eyes. They will always be 

with you.” 

We thank the grandmothers for their gifts of wisdom and intention. We leave feeling full of 

the great ebb and flow of river-bay and ocean, returning in our tule boat to the cove. 

 

(a27 in thi4 +orl.> +% 4,o7% %A2it%.l< aBout ma7in$ a 2%r%monial 2a,%9 Chat mat%rial 

4houl. +% u4%D Chat .%4i$nD Eo+ 2oul. +% .o it to$%th%rD 

F /%+ +%%74 lat%r> at a Gi,li2hi2hin Hhlon% 4h%ll moun. Ia mi..%n +h%r% ,%o,l% .%,o4it%. 

2lam 4h%ll4> Bro7%n ,ot4> an. 4om%tim%4 Buri%. th% .%a.J> +% a47%. th% $ran.moth%r4 /or mor% 

h%l, in ma7in$ th%ir ?i4ion a r%alit<9 Kh%< an4+%r%.@  

Making the cape will take a long time. Be patient and slow. Iuiet yourselves within the 

ceremonial process.  

Jse tules for the cape. The shape should be a circle. Jse it for a centercloth, a container for 

ritual obKects for your group, a shamanic tool for personal Kourneys. Decorate it, and use it, with 

intention. 

You will weave this capeMclothMcontainer with the strands of many peopleNs knowledge. It is 

an ancestor totem, a gift to remind you of your connections to the first peoples of the Bay, and 

their connections to you. 
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Meg (ee)e* +a*, and +eft of ancient +isdom ea*t6ca*eta7e*s8ea*t6)in79net 

 

:6is advice gave us cou*age to ,*oceed= ,eo,)e in ou* communit> 6e),ed us )ea*n 6o+9 ?e 

met +it6 a *ange* at t6e @an A*ancisco (a> ?i)d)ife Befuge to )ea*n t6e Casics of tu)e +eaving9 

:6e sc6oo) science teac6e* sent us to one of t6e fe+ s)oug6s t6at sti)) 6o)ds massive stands of 

tu)es, at E)viso in t6e sout6 (a>, to co))ect t6em9 (G6)ones 6ad used tu)es to ma7e Coats, sanda)s, 

6ouses, *o,e, and mats9 (ut t6e invading ,eo,)es 6ad no use fo* t6e *eeds, so t6e> 6ad most)> 

Ceen *emoved9) ?eave* f*iends 6e),ed us +it6 Coo7s and ideas9 E d*eam sent us t6e design9 :6e 

g*andmot6e*s continua))> gave us 6ea*t= +e 6e),ed eac6 ot6e* ,e*seve*e t6*oug6 demanding IoCs 

and c6i)d*en9 ?e sensed t6e adventu*e and 6e)d it C> t6e tai)9 

Gat6e*ing tu)es fe)t 6o)> to usK tu)es fe)t )i7e t6e essence of )ife and g*o+t69 :6e> +e*e 

fiC*ous, st*ong, tenacious ,)ants, *ooted in inte*tida) mud, +it6 na**o+, conica), feat6e*> tasse)s 

at t6ei* ends9 :6e> +e*e a soft dust> g*een in t6e s,*ing, tu*ning go)den C*o+n in t6e fa))= C> 

+inte* t6e> c*ac7ed and disinteg*ated in d*>ness9 @,ongeL)i7e, f*es6 tu)es soa7ed u, +ate* and 

f)oated9 Me)d u,*ig6t, tu)es seemed )i7e staffs o* a**o+s to t6e s7>9 @oa7ed ove*nig6t, t6e> +e*e 

,)iaC)e= +oven into t+ine, t6e> +e*e as st*ong as 6em,9 

Nu*ing t6e >ea* t6at +e +ove ,ane)s fo* t6e ca,e, O +*oteK 

!or$in' )ith ,i-.r/ l.t/ m2 han4/ $no)5 l.t/ m. ,..l in m2 6.ll/ )hat th. .arth $no)/7 8h. 

$no)in' i/ in m. an4 6om./ throu'h m. at on6.7  

!.a:in' th. tul./ 6onn.6t/ m2 ;r./.nt )ith th. 'ran4moth.r/< ;a/t5 =u/t a/ th.2 ;romi/.47 >t 

'i:./ m. a 'ro)in' 6.llular 6onn.6tion )ith th. ri6hn.// o, th. ?a27 

 

?e com,)eted t6e ca,e in time fo* a daug6te*Ps comingLofLage ce*emon>9 Es s6e acce,ted 

6e* c6a))enge, and Cegan to dance inside t6e ci*c)e of +omen, +it6 t6e tu)e ca,e ove* 6e* 

s6ou)de*s, t6e ca,e emanated a ,o+e*, *adiance, and ene*g> a)) its o+n9 ?e fe)t t6e 

g*andmot6e*s Ioin us, and ou* +o*)d Cecame )a*ge*9 
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:ach time +e used the cape in community ceremony, its aspects became more clear9 ?t 

became a visible symbol of the interconnections of earth, body, ancestor, and spirit9 ?t became a 

bridge to ancient +isdom9 

After an Angel ?sland journey to the ancestors, each +oman +ore the cape to help bring her 

vision into +ords around the circle9 At healings during illnesses and before operations, the cape 

enclosed the celebrant tenderly, seeming to emanate light and love9  

At a ceremony of preparation for city council testimony, as +e tried to save the last 

remaining open land along the San DrancisEuito creek, +e brought the cape into the larger 

political community9 Fe spoke these +ords, GAllo+ the po+er of the ancestors to surround you9 

Breathe in their help and guidance, their deep intent to protect the land,H as each person +ho 

planned to testify +ore the cape and spoke his or her intent9 :ven people +ho kne+ nothing of 

the cape said after+ards that they had felt empo+ered9 Fe marveled at this gift +e had been 

given9 

Bet+een ceremonies, +e traded the cape back and forth9 At my house it hung on the +all 

above my bed, greeting me each morning +ith grandmother energy and reminders of the simpler, 

resonant, connected life ? sought9 ?n meditation, ? used it to open my heart, to open my cells9 ? 

+rote: 

The panels of the cape are protective sheaths1 and they are 4ings6 The 4eaving captures 

movement (curves) and rest (4arp)6 The 4hole both receives and emanates e<actly as the 

grandmothers promised: it helps us maintain our connections6 >t helps us maintain the continuity 

of place, of material, of ritual6 Meaning travels ahead of 4ords6 

 

Over time ? felt embraced, encompassed in the ancestorsK deep, +arm tenderness9 The 

yearning ? had had for the deepest human mother love and acceptance seemed to dissipate9 The 

grandmother connection replaced the need9 ? no longer felt alone9 

Tules themselves became po+erful symbols of the old ones, and of the cultural connections 

+e share across space and over time9 Tules gro+ +orld+ide9 ?n ?reland, my blood ancestral land, 
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they fill the waterways and canals; my great<grandmother would have used them to thatch her 

house, for they are still used that way on rural cottage roofs. In Lake Titicaca, Bolivia, floating 

islands, boats, and houses are made entirely of tules. Dhat the Spanish called tule, Scirpus 

lacustris, after an Aztec word, was called bulrush in the Bible. The cradle Moses was hidden in, 

the bed Odysseus laid in, and the first source of paper (papyrus) were all tule relations. 

As the seasons passed, pieces of the tule cape broke, and finally a whole panel fell apart. Like 

any natural material, tules would not last forever. De began to wonder what we would do when 

the cape finally disintegrated, but kept repairing and reweaving in the meantime. De wrapped it 

carefully in an old Dest African cloth I had, and continued to carry it with us to ceremony and 

sacred sites around the Bay, using the cape to call in the palpable presence of the old ones, to 

help us in healing ourselves and the earth. 

The cape spent its last three months with a woman dying of breast cancer. De did not know 

her, though she lived in our community; we did not hear the stories until after she was gone.  

Maria kept the cape by her bed all the time she had it. She freKuently asked to be covered 

with it, especially after chemotherapy treatments. She seemed to feel comforted, her sister says, 

to have it near her. 

Several months after Maria died, her husband, three children, and family went to the Pacific 

ocean to scatter her remains. Along with her ashes, her husband threw the cape into the waves. 

There it floated, carrying light, energy, and grandmother wisdom to accompany her on her 

journey. 

 

For us, however, there was shock and sorrow at losing the cape. Its permanent absence from 

our lives has prompted much reflection on what it meant to us. 

The cape had become a community shamanic tool, a tool for transformation, a tool for 

shifting consciousness. This became clear as we came together to remember the cape and tell our 

stories, and to begin to search for what to do next. The maker of something does not always 

realize its full power. 
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When we returned to the <hlone shell mound to make offerings, we asked the grandmothers, 

“How should we proceed in order to carry your teachings to othersA” 

!e see the 'ape, disintegrating and sinking slo3ly, its nutrients 6eeding the 7ottom plants9 

!e see it des'ending into o'ean mother o6 all, returning to earth, returning to stone, all the time 

remem7ering9 Thus do our 'ellular, histori'al memories get transmitted, 'arried on in stone, 

3ater, earth, 6ire9 

;ll the insight 3e gained 6rom and through the 'ape<opening 'ells a'ross time and spa'e, 

letting light through, 7reathing e=er more deeply and slo3ly, 6unneling energy, 3orking 3ith 

heart and intent<all this insight 3e must put into pra'ti'e through our o3n 7odies, they say9  

!e hear the importan'e o6 attending to our o3n rhythms, not pushing oursel=es9 !e 

understand that 3e must keep 3ea=ing, literally and 6igurati=ely9 

 

The grandmother spirits guide us in this weaving. They are a thread back in time to our first 

ancestors who walked this land, to group mind, and to cellular memories of simpler lives. They 

remind us about being presentFgambling, laughing, weaving baskets, burying the dead. They 

are a pathway into plant wisdom, earth rhythm, ritual. They are teachers and spirits who hover in 

the fields, around sacred stones, at certain places on each mountain. They are the warp of GH,III 

years of ancestor practice and example. <ur DNA holds memories that let us find our way backN 

our intent is the weft. 

The spirits of the ancestors know the vastness of the universe and are waiting to teach us. We 

have only to ask to learn and make quiet to listen. 

 

 
Meg %eeler( M)* is a heart-centered healer and shamanic practitioner. Meg merges Inca/QTero 

cosmology and healing practices with core shamanism, Medicine for the Earth, and an intimate 

relationship with the natural world in her experiential workshops and apprenticeship program. A 

naturalist, writer, and artist in Sonoma, near San Francisco, she has authored many articles on nature, 

spirit, and Andean cosmology. Meg is the founder of Earth Caretakers, an organization that draws on 

ancestral wisdom to empower visioning and dreaming a future of balance, reciprocity, and harmony. 

A monthly ezine, “Shifting Consciousness News,” explores this work. See 

httpZ//www.earthcaretakers.net.  


