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Chapter 7

The Tipsy Buffalo Pub

Zachary nervously drove his parents’ pickup, slowing 
down as he entered the city limits. A robotic voice from 
his phone instructed, “Turn right onto Meadow Street.” 
Zachary followed the directions wondering why he was 
entering a residential neighborhood. “Turn left onto 
Industrial Drive.” The street came to a “T” at the railroad 
tracks. He turned left. Within a few blocks, the houses 
became sparse as the district gave way to a lumberyard. 
“You have reached your destination.” The Tipsy Buffalo 
Pub was discretely tucked between two commercial 
buildings. 

Zachary swallowed hard looking at the shabby 
building surrounded by heavy-duty work trucks and hog 
motorcycles. He pulled into the gravel parking lot, found 
a parking spot and turned off the engine. He took a deep 
breath before getting out, then hesitantly walked toward 
the entrance trying to decide if he had the guts to enter. 

A sign over the doorway read, “If you don’t know if 
you belong here, you don’t.” He disregarded it, as well as 
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the faded, plastic sign nailed to the door that stated, “You 
must be 21 to enter,” and went inside.

He waited for his eyes to adjust to the dark, smoky 
room, trying to appear confident, which was difficult 
with a half dozen, tough-looking men staring at him. 
Zachary recognized the man from his vision sitting at the 
bar, holding a beer. The man turned toward him, tipping 
his black hat. Zachary took a seat next to him.

“What’ll you have, kid?” the man asked.
“A Coke,” Zachary answered, trying to ignore the 

snickers from the other men.
The bartender poured the soft drink while the man 

in the black hat introduced himself, “Name’s Billy White 
Smoke.” He held out his hand. Zachary shook it. “I’m 
Zachary Thompson. Nice to meet you.”

Billy began the conversation. “It seems the world’s 
gone crazy. Never been a sane place, but now they’re not 
content to just kill people, now they’re killing everything 
in sight...the trees, water, air. Jesus help us. It’s gotta 
end.”

“Jesus?” asked Zachary, “I thought you guys believed 
in the Great Spirit.”

Billy smiled, causing the dangerous look on his face to 
disappear. “Jesus, the buffalo, the trees, our ancestors...
all are teachers. Wisdom is wisdom.”

Zachary glanced around the bar. “Why’d you choose 
this place?”

“It’s one of the few places the government spooks 
won’t enter.” 

Zachary suddenly became concerned that Billy wasn’t 
mentally stable.

Billy noticed the expression on the young man’s face. 
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“Think it’s a conspiracy theory? Once you’re labeled a 
rebel...someone protesting corporate greed and abuse of 
power…you’ll notice the dark, unmarked cars following 
you.” He lit a cigarette. The smoke calmed him. “Freedom 
is an illusion. Try walking along the road with long hair 
and it won’t be long before a sheriff pulls up asking 
questions.” The smoke curled around his face. “Try living 
your life in touch with nature. The government’s made it 
illegal to use our sacred plants. They’re afraid we’ll use 
them and remember how powerful we are. Meanwhile, 
they destroy the earth for profit and offer us chemicals to 
heal ourselves. Enough is enough. It’s time to take back 
our land, our way of life. The white man has proven he 
can’t handle the responsibility.” Billy looked at Zachary’s 
light complexion. “No offense.”

Zachary fidgeted with the straw in his drink unsure of 
what to do or say.

“Look, I want to help you and your family, and 
maybe, just maybe, there’s still time, but even if your 
land is doomed, there’s others that can be saved. That’s 
my mission…to help what’s left and stop this insane 
destruction.”

Zachary’s heart ached over the loss of his family’s 
beloved farm where he had hoped to work all the days of 
his life. 

“You’ve gotta admit, you suddenly got a lot of time on 
your hands,” Billy commented, snubbing out his cigarette.  

The words stung Zachary, who thought, No shit, 
dumbshit.

Billy drank the last of his beer, setting the glass down. 
“Kid, if we’re going to work together, you got to watch 
your language.” 
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Chapter 8

Visiting the Tree

It was a sunny, crisp morning when Billy knocked on 
Zachary’s front door. 

Marilyn answered, “Yes? Can I help you?”
“Morning, ma’am. I’m here to see Zachary. Name’s 

Billy White Smoke.” 
She looked at the man’s long, braided hair and black 

hat wondering how he knew her son. “Just a moment.” 
She shut the door, and then went upstairs to Zachary’s 

room. His door was ajar, so she peeked inside expecting 
him to be asleep, but instead she found him sitting by 
the window gazing at the farm field. “Zach, there’s a man 
here to see you. Says his name’s Billy...”

“Yep!” he interrupted, briskly walking past her and 
down the stairs before she could ask questions. 

Zachary stepped outside. 
Billy was kneeling on the porch petting the dogs. He 

stood up, smiling. “Good morning! Let’s go honor the 
tree.” He held up his fringed, deerskin medicine bag.

The two men strolled in the field alongside the 
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woods. The dogs tagged along until they caught a whiff 
of an enticing scent, wagging their tails as they ran in a 
different direction. 

Zachary kept searching the edge of the trees for the 
deer path that would lead them to the weeping tree. When 
he finally found it, he motioned for Billy to follow him. 

Trekking through the forest, Zachary kept a close 
eye on the obscure trail that often melded into the 
underbrush. Billy broke the young man’s concentration 
by tapping him on the shoulder, pointing to a herd of 
deer grazing in a patch of sunlight. The men enjoyed 
the transcendent moment until a doe raised her head, 
cautiously looking around with her big, brown eyes, 
sniffing the air. Suddenly her tail flipped up, exposing the 
white underside, signaling danger. She bounded away. 
The rest of the herd followed, leaping over bushes and 
dashing around trees, disappearing from view. 

“Wow! That was amazing!” Zachary exclaimed. Billy 
nodded.

They continued walking through the woods. When 
the path came to the tree, Billy opened his medicine bag, 
taking out a pinch of tobacco that he sprinkled at the base 
of the trunk while invoking its spirit, then he listened. 
After a moment, he said, “She’s agreed to let us sit in her 
branches.”

“You asked a tree for permission!?”
Ignoring the question, Billy climbed the tree, sitting 

on a branch overlooking the hills below, then closed his 
eyes. Zachary followed his lead, finding a strong limb. 

Billy unexpectedly sang out loud, “Ne, we, can, e, tepa, 
we, sphe, ma, mi, too...” He had become a conduit for the 
ancestors who used his mouth to sing the old language. 
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Billy didn’t understand the words, but he understood the 
meaning as he lifted his voice, “The Great Spirit is a friend 
of the people. Let us call on our brothers to remember 
we are one...the land, the water, the air, the four-legged, 
those that swim, those that soar. The Great Spirit loves 
us all.”

The heartfelt song mesmerized Zachary. As he 
listened, he felt part of an ancient journey begun long 
ago, and saw his destiny unfolding before him, filling 
him with both fear and awe. I hope I have the courage to 
fulfill my purpose, he thought.

Billy opened his eyes, smiled ever so slightly, gently 
saying, “The Great Spirit never asks for more than we can 
give.”

After spending the morning meditating in the tree, Billy 
began telling Zachary about his native heritage. “Life on 
this land was different before the white man came. We 
only took what we needed. There was no poverty like 
you see on the reservations today. We shared from our 
abundance. We hunted together. We ate together. We sat 
around the fire at night and told stories that explained 
how we came to be and how to live as one with nature. 
When an animal was killed, we thanked it for giving its 
life…so that we may live.”

Zachary asked, “In the vision…when I first saw you…
you were on a cliff. What were you doing?”

“I was journeying to the spirit realm. There I commune 
with spirits of the living, the divine, and my ancestors. My 
spirit wanders among them…learning, listening, asking 
questions. Sometimes, I go just to remember that I am 
one with the universe.”
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“Oh,” Zachary responded.
“Would you like to learn?” 
“Really!? But I’m white!”
Billy laughed. “Everyone can do it. Although, there are 

some who have a special gift. Their visions are so strong…
they can heal. That’s powerful medicine.”
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Chapter 9

The Miko

In the misty foothills of the Ōu Mountains stood an 
ancient Japanese temple surrounded by a meditation 
garden filled with bonsai and plum trees, lavender and 
cultivated roses. Wisteria vines clung to the walls and 
cherry trees draped over the moss-covered stone steps 
that led to an exquisitely crafted entrance decorated with 
ornate, yet faded, carvings. 

High on the third floor, Haruto gazed out an open 
window while basking in the sunlight. She wore a white 
silk blouse and scarlet f lowing trousers with a white sash 
tied around her waist. Straight, black hair cascaded down 
her back. Black liner adorned her eyes that had a f lourish 
of red powder on the outer corners. Like her mother, 
grandmother and great-grandmother, Haruto was a Miko, 
a tradition dating back thousands of years to when female 
shamans mingled with the ruling class, acting as healers, 
mediums and ritual dancers. Over time, the women had 
been diminished to the role of assistants under the male 
shamans, which was unacceptable to some of the Miko, 



39

Earth Sentinels

such as the women who lived in this temple.
Smoke from Haruto’s slender pipe danced around 

her face, drifting outside as she surveyed the city of 
Fukushima in the basin below. The hustle and bustle of 
the metropolis was tempered by the surrounding majestic 
mountains etched with rivers f lowing into the emerald 
sea tugging at its shoreline. 

In the distance, she saw the nuclear power plant 
that had been damaged years earlier. A record-breaking 
earthquake had erupted deep in the Pacific Ocean, 
demolishing houses, structures and roads, and knocking 
down the power lines, but fortunately, the nuclear plant 
crew had been able to start the backup generators, 
avoiding a meltdown. Everything was under control until 
the tsunami hit, twice. The massive waves killed 20,000 
people and flooded the plant, damaging the generators. 
The lack of electricity caused the reactors to overheat, then 
explode. The melted cores leaked radiation throughout the 
facility, making it nearly impossible for anyone to remedy 
the situation. Fixing it had become a suicide mission. A 
few brave souls raced in and out, trying to open vents 
and flip switches, resembling mice retrieving pieces of 
cheese while a hungry cat lurked in the room. Over time, 
the situation grew worse. The outside containment areas 
deteriorated, allowing radioactive water to leak into the 
sea. The Japanese government finally admitted they 
couldn’t solve the problem and begged for international 
help. Unfortunately their pleas fell on deaf ears. Now the 
sea surrounding the nuclear plant boiled like an oversized 
cauldron brewing poison.

Tears came to Haruto’s eyes. She turned away, moving 
across her sparse room to a table that held an ancient 
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teapot, tea tin and porcelain cup. She poured hot water 
into the cup, then dropped in tea leaves, watching them 
sink to the bottom. Green swirls rose from the leaves, 
conjuring a replica of the city below. The scene within 
her cup whisked past rows of houses and the shopping 
district to where the nuclear plant stood. Outside the 
facilities, the workers wore white, protective suits as they 
scampered around the leaky containment bins. Their 
busyness kept them from feeling helpless.

Haruto felt the loving presence of the Spirit 
surrounding her with divine energy. She heard It whisper, 
“You are loved, as we love all things. What you see before 
you is the fear within you, reflected outward.” 

She winced at the blunt message. “Would you rather 
have all of us killed by radiation? I must defend the earth!”

“To defend is to believe you are mortal. Only mortals 
would believe anything has power over them.”

“I live in a physical world dealing with harsh realities 
and the consequences of foolish decisions! I don’t want to 
hurt anyone. I just want this madness to stop!” There was 
no response. The Voice seemed to have vanished. Haruto 
immediately regretted her anger.

The Miko walked out of the temple, down the exterior 
stone steps, following an ancient path that lead to the 
garden. She came to her favorite spot and stood in the 
center of the roses. Their gentle fragrance was carried by 
a breeze that caressed her face. She clasped her hands 
and bowed her head for a moment, then methodically 
began moving her arms and legs, as if following an inner 
guidance. The gestures quickened into martial arts—
jumping, kicking and chopping. As the energy intensified, 
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her motions took on the appearance of floating midair, 
transcending the boundaries of physics. She ran up the 
garden wall, reaching the top, breathing in the mountain 
air. She felt alive in the moment, the earth’s heartbeat 
resonating beneath her feet. She viewed the picturesque 
countryside, feeling at peace until she caught a glimpse 
of the nuclear plant in the distance. The steam from 
the boiling sea taunted her, causing her peace to sink 
like a rock. Her mind screamed, I must do something! 
She expertly jumped off the wall, hurrying through the 
garden, returning to the temple. A wooden dragon head 
perched on the corner of the roofline watched her pass 
below with its glowing blue eyes. 

She rushed up three flights of stone stairs, entering 
her room where she sat on a mat and beckoned the spirits, 
“I humbly request your guidance.” A vision appeared. 
Haruto saw herself walking through a fog, passing barren 
trees while wearing a scarlet cape. 

A fire-breathing dragon slithered from the mist. His 
body was covered with iridescent green scales. On his 
head were horns that curved over his furry mane. He 
had multiple rows of razor-sharp teeth and topaz eyes 
that stared at her while his forked tongue flicked in and 
out. Haruto contained her fear. “Who dares approach the 
great deities?” he hissed. His tongue flicked again.

“It is I, Haruto,” she answered, holding her head high.
“Who are you to enter?” the dragon challenged.
“Is not everyone worthy?” 
A puff of smoke wafted from the dragon’s nose as he 

moved his head from side to side sizing her up. “We’ll see 
what the council says,” he snapped, curving his long body 
to guide the way. 
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Haruto followed the dragon as he lumbered through 
the fog swishing his long, spiny tail. An iron gate appeared. 
Its ornate doors swung open. They proceeded through 
the gateway. The fog gave way to a forest. The dragon led 
Haruto to a clearing where five spirits sat on logs around 
a fire, announcing, “Haruto has requested to meet you.”

Three samurai soldiers stood to bow, holding their 
helmets by their sides. Each was fitted with a different 
color of armor—one green, one red and one black—with a 
long, sheathed sword tucked inside the waistband. 

A crone with wild gray hair remained seated, cackling 
with delight at Haruto’s presence. She wore a plain, black 
dress. 

A young priestess in a graceful, cream gown, 
approached Haruto, greeting her with a soft voice, “I am 
glad you came. Please sit with us.” 

Everyone sat by the fire, except for the dragon. He lay 
outside the group with his tail curled around his body, 
promptly falling asleep.

The priestess implored, “Tell us why you’ve come.”
Haruto explained, “Where I live there is a nuclear 

power plant spilling radioactive waste. I would like your 
help fixing it.”

The priestess picked up a delicate, white porcelain 
smoking pipe with cherry blossoms painted on its bowl. 
She plucked a twig from the fire and lit the aromatic 
tobacco. After a few puffs, she passed it to Haruto, who 
smoked it, then passed it to the samurai sitting next to 
her. As the pipe made its rounds, the crone spoke in a 
hoarse voice, “I believe you received an answer earlier 
today, one which you ignored.”

“You mean when I was told the disaster was a reflection 
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of my mind?” Haruto asked.
The crone chortled, “You do remember!”
Slightly offended, Haruto appealed to the samurai 

soldiers, “You must understand the need to fight! You 
made warfare a sacred calling.”

The samurai in black armor answered, “In a sense, 
everything is spiritual, however, attack is always against 
yourself. Oft times, we must fight a battle, if only to learn 
to lay down our arms.”

The red-armored samurai piped in, “When you 
understand that fighting’s sole purpose is to preserve 
your own illusions, you will stop fighting.”

“What’s the point?” Haruto asked, exasperated.
“There is no point, except to learn there is no point,” 

the samurai in green offered.
“Well, I disagree,” Haruto said.
“We agree with your right to disagree,” they said in 

unison. Haruto felt mocked.
From out of nowhere, a blue door appeared with a 

thud, resting on the forest f loor. Haruto studied it, then 
asked, “Where does that lead?”

“A place we will not go,” answered the priestess.
“Will something bad happen there?”
“That depends on you.” 
The door swung open, releasing a blue mist that 

rolled along the ground beckoning Haruto. She walked 
to the door, glancing back at the council. No one paid any 
attention to her, except for the dragon who drowsily peered 
at her as she stepped through the opening, disappearing 
into the mist. The dragon roused to follow her, slithering 
past the door before it swung shut, barely missing the tip 
of his tail.
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Bear Claw Council Meeting

An hour after the oil spill explosion, the Bear Claw First 
Nation elders and leaders began arriving in the community 
center that had been built in the 1980s. Its walls were 
lined with outdated wood paneling. Folding chairs were 
scattered about the dimly lit room. Grandmother Hausis 
hobbled across the threshold wearing a plain cotton 
dress. Her salt-and-pepper braids were pinned to the 
back of her head. Chief Keme walked in wearing his 
favorite white, buttoned shirt with feathers embroidered 
on each shoulder. Some of the tribe members debated 
his ability to lead the tribe fairly, arguing he was too 
connected to outside leaders and businessmen, but his 
defenders claimed he had a heart of gold. The remaining 
elders and council members entered. A few embellished 
their wardrobes with turquoise and silver jewelry. Tom 
Running Deer wore a t-shirt that read, “If You’re Not 
Indigenous, You’re Illegal!”
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Altogether there were six elders, 12 council members 
and the chief who announced, “Let’s get started!” 
Everyone quieted down and took a seat. Chief Keme 
began the meeting. “Thank you for coming. As you know, 
we’re here to discuss the oil spill at Bear Claw Lake. It’s 
been over a year, and, as the recent explosion proves, it’s 
still out of control.” The chief’s statement stirred up deep-
rooted anger. Nearly everyone grumbled under his or her 
breath. 

Sixty years earlier, the tribe had leased 10,000 square 
kilometers of their land to the Canadian government 
for a weapons range during the Cold War, but when the 
lease expired 20 years later, the government refused to 
budge. A lengthy legal battle ensued that resulted in the 
tribe being compensated with millions of dollars, but 
the government gained legal ownership. Soon after, oil 
companies occupied the military base. Now the tribe was 
left to deal with army trainees shooting bombs over their 
old burial ground while the oil companies decimated the 
land. Every time a military plane flew overhead, it was 
a grim reminder that the tribe had been swindled out of 
their hunting grounds.

“We want our land back!” shouted a councilman.
Councilwoman Cecile Two Feathers accusingly said to 

the chief, “I heard rumors you’re trying to sell more of our 
land. It’s not for sale!”

A shouting match began, growing louder and more 
heated as it went along. Grandma Hausis and the other 
elders listened quietly until one of them began singing 
in their native tongue. One by one, each elder joined in 
and the volume increased. The younger council members 
became ashamed when they saw the old ones gently rising 
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above the conflict. The arguing died out. 
Chief Keme respectfully waited until the elders 

finished singing, then said, “We need the guidance of our 
elders. We are fighting among ourselves…selfishly. We 
must remember that we’re here to offer wisdom to make 
better decisions as a tribe.”

“Why don’t we spell out the problems?” a councilman 
suggested. “Write them down. Perhaps it will help us to 
see clearly what needs to be done.”

Cecile got up, walking to the board. She wrote, “Oil 
spill.”

“Oil companies!” someone shouted. It was added to 
the board.

“Military base on our territory!”
“Land stolen by the government!”
“We never should have bargained with our land,” Tom 

solemnly stated. 
Everyone stared at the board. The problems seemed 

insurmountable.
Grandma Hausis finally broke the silence. “It is time 

to ask the Great Spirit for guidance.” 
Chief Keme nodded in agreement. “Let’s reconvene 

tomorrow afternoon at the old ceremonial place. We’ll 
ask for a vision.”

The next day, the Bear Claw elders and council members 
headed toward the sacred gathering ground wearing 
ceremonial clothing adorned with beads, fringe and 
feathers. Although trees camouflaged the location, it 
was just a short walk from the community center. Even 
Grandma Hausis managed to plod along the winding 
path. 
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Everyone sat on the logs surrounding the fire pit that 
was filled with ashes, except for Chief Keme who stood, 
saying, “We have important decisions to make regarding 
what’s best for the tribe and land. Divine guidance is 
key to making the best decisions, so I’ll be using peyote 
during our vision quest. You are free to join me.” The 
chief was referring to the “buttons” of the peyote cactus, 
which had been ritually consumed by the North American 
indigenous people for over 5,000 years. The sacred plant 
helped them to more vividly experience the spirit realm 
where they asked spirit guides for guidance and healing. 

To start the ceremony, the chief said a prayer, “Plant 
Spirit, we call on you to help us understand the ways of 
this world. Please offer us your wisdom and visions. Help 
us to break through our selfish minds and remember our 
divine selves.” He nodded at Cecile, who pulled out a glass 
jar filled with soft nougats of the chewy cactus. She took 
a few before giving it to Tom. He did the same, passing it 
to Grandma Hausis who handed it to the person sitting 
next to her and so on until each member held the buttons 
in their hands. The chief put the peyote buttons in his 
mouth. Everyone followed his example, then sat quietly 
waiting for its effects to begin.

Clouds appeared rolling through the trees, drifting 
through the clearing. Sounds from the forest intensified. 
The people heard spiders building their webs, butterflies 
f lapping their wings and caterpillars munching on leaves. 
The volume escalated, consuming the council members 
as the noises combined into one harmonious song that 
reverberated like a choir of angels, singing higher and 
higher, reaching a pinnacle note whose vibration was on 
the verge of shattering the gate to heaven. Suddenly the 
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song ceased, mentally letting them free fall.
“I’m gonna be sick,” Cecile uttered. She stumbled a few 

feet away to throw up, immediately feeling better. When 
she lifted her head, everything was radiating brilliant 
colors.

Tom saw the colors as well, exclaiming, “It’s all 
so beautiful!” He tried to touch the glowing particles 
swirling near his face, but couldn’t tell where his hand 
ended and the universal palette began. 

Several members chanted, inviting the ancestors to 
join them. Chief Keme danced around the fire pit to a 
phantom drumbeat. The others joyfully crouched like wild 
animals or f lapped their arms like birds, shapeshifting 
from one consciousness to another, losing themselves in 
the Oneness.

In the midst of this, vibrant particles swirled together, 
becoming denser, until they resembled the shape of a 
stag. The energy strengthened, causing the buck to appear 
lifelike with gentle eyes and a massive set of antlers that 
he proudly displayed. His arrival captured the attention 
of the group. 

The stag totem animal proclaimed, “You have asked 
for an answer, but the answer is not out there, it’s within 
you.”

“We didn’t destroy our land. They did!” Tom cried out.
The stag patiently responded, “Your medicine men 

have repeatedly told you, ‘Life is a dream.’ You must 
decide whether you are the dream or the dreamer.”

Tom became angry. He interpreted two meanings 
from the stag’s message and felt both were offensive, 
however, out of respect, he kept his thoughts to himself, 
but the stag knew.
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Thud! A blue door dropped from the sky, landing on 
the forest floor. Everyone stared at it.

Cecile was the first to ask, “Where does that lead?”
The stag answered, “To a different realm with a 

different answer.”
Tom replied, “Well, I’m ready for some real answers to 

our problems. We’ve sat idle for too long. It’s time to act!”
The door unlatched, slowly swinging open. All of 

the members stared at the blue mist f lowing out of the 
doorway. 

Tom stepped closer to the door, but was hesitant to go 
alone. He turned toward the others and said, “What are 
you waiting for?” The others stood still, undecided. “If 
you could solve this problem, wouldn’t you?” he prodded, 
trying to build support. He glanced at the black void past 
the doorway. “It’s part of the spirit realm, how bad could 
it be?”

One of the councilmen became convinced, shouting, 
“Let’s take back our land!” as he marched toward the door.

Chief Keme took the lead. The others followed him, 
except for Grandma Hausis who remained sitting by the 
fire. 

“Are you going?” the stag asked her. 
“I’m too old to fight,” she replied matter-of-factly.
The stag nodded, then picked up his hooves, moving 

through the mist, following the tribe members beyond 
the blue door.


