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“Yá'át'ééh abiní. It is good, the morning” 

Jane's eyes are drawn by three light knocks to a leathered face peering in. Deep wadis run down the 

tough, tan hide of his cheeks, gulleys worn by the tears of the ancestors. He takes off his dark, wide 

rimmed, felt hat. His hair is shiny, hint-of-a-tint blue-grey, tied back. Thick ropes of turquoise beads 

hang over his neatly pressed charcoal shirt. 

“In beauty I walk.” He put his hands together in prayer. 

She lifts her head. “A dream, a trip, reality?” She didn't change clothes to sleep. She wore layers; 

shirts and skirts. Her kids wore T shirts or jumpers, and bare arses or jeans, depending on their 

potty-training level. She wrapped them in cloth nappies at night. She pulls on heavy boots; her 

brown frizzy hair is matted in clumps. She gets up and opens the door wide. The house is warm, it 

smells of Patchouli, Cannabis, wood smoke. It is early, the pile of babies stir under their blanket, in 

the corner, like a litter of pups. 

“My name is White Deer of Autumn.” he says softly. I am a Shawnee elder. We were passing and 

were drawn to your round house.” 

Two other elderly men with long plaits wait behind him. She stands frozen for a minute, the image 

searing into her core memory. The early morning sun paints the stone walls pink, the grass neon 

green. The birds sing raucously. The fire pit to the right, the poly tunnel and painfully empty 

caravan beyond them, the three chiefs. It is a sign. 

 

“We wish to offer thanks to your people” White Deer of Autumn indicated his elderly friends. 

A smaller man with a wide flat face, wearing a Polo Sport windbreaker, over a denim shirt, and 

jeans with a large silver belt buckle, steps forward. A feather is woven into to his shiny black braid. 

“Chief Little Wolf Stares at the Moon, from the Cherokee people,” says White Deer of Autumn. 

“May the Great Spirit walk with you,” the second man says indicating the ground. 

An ancient tasselled man with blue glassy eyes and an interesting dangly earring leans on a high 
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staff. 

“Chief Soaring Singing Hawk from the Mohawk people,” says White Deer of Autumn. 

“May the warm winds of Heaven blow on your house” He kisses his palm and blows on his hand 

towards the thatched roof. 

  

“Come in, I'll put the kettle on.” She pulls the crunchy square nappies off the line and throws them 

in a basket. The three men arrange themselves on cushions around the ashes of the central fire. She 

lights some paper and a few small sticks and then adds some logs. Peace falls on the house like a 

thick, warm Navajo rug. The fire blazes up on their cheeks and the cool breath of morning refreshes 

the back of their necks. The door remains open and a pair of wrens serenade them from a buddleia 

bush . The sweet scent swirls in tantalisingly.  A pine-martin trots along the top of a wall, and a 

wave of feral goats pass across a rocky field in the distance, their musk briefly tainting the air. A 

donkey bays across the hills welcoming the day. 

 

“We landed in to Shannon yesterday” explains White Deer of Autumn. 

“An American Bald Eagle got lost. He flew too high and got caught in the jet stream. He was blown 

right over the Atlantic to the Burren. Your wildlife wardens caught him and put him on a flight back 

to New York, he was released along the Mohawk river. We are thankful for your kindness. It is a 

sign that this place is special. He wants us to visit and give thanks.”   

Jane fills the kettle with water from a five-gallon plastic churn. Drawing water from the well and 

wheeling it back to the house is a tough job in Summer and torturous in Winter. Brad had been good 

at that. He was good at gathering firewood too. He was good at keeping her warm. She was forty 

when she met him, forty-four when he left her with four young ones under the age of five. He was a 

blessing...and a curse. The last twenty years reel through her head. Leaving London, joining the 

new age travellers, buying the patch of land with Mikey, building the round house stone by stone, 

planting the garden, year after year trying for a baby, him leaving, his blond buxom new woman, 
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their clutch of kids, her romance with Brad, his black and white horses, their babies born beside the 

fire, him drinking, fighting, leaving, facing the looming winter alone. She throws handfuls of mint 

and lemon balm into the teapot and adds some raw honey. The kids had been up playing in the 

bright evening until the sun set at 10pm. They settled back to sleep, well used to the murmur of 

adult conversation around the fire. She cuts slices off a brown soda loaf. It is a little stale. She toasts 

it and spreads it with her home-made blackberry jam. 

 

“Thank you for the food” Soaring Singing Hawk bowed his head in gratitude. 

“We would like to perform a blessing ceremony, but first could I ask you to introduce us to your 

native flora and fauna. We are not familiar with your red cattle, your small robins and little wind-

blown trees, we would love to learn their names and tell our people when we return.” 

They rise and walk through the herb garden, she shows them the poly tunnel, bursting with produce. 

Slowly they pick their way across the limestone pavement, the sunken beauty of Mullaghmore in 

the distance, water shining off the turlough at her foot. 

“The rock is limestone, from the bones of tropical fish three hundred and fifty million years ago. 

From a sea somewhere around where Brazil is now.” A pair of peregrine falcons circle high up 

above, on guard. 

“The windblown trees are mostly Whitethorn. The leaves can be used to regulate the heart. They 

pull a leaf and chew it. The other little bush is Blackthorn, it has a bitter berry called a Sloe that 

flavours gin and vodka. Hazel trees give us nuts. The cattle are Shorthorn, they graze the mountains 

in Winter when the springs are full and the valleys of pasture in the Summer. 

Little wolf Staring at the Moon points at a wild rose, 

“Spikes instead of thorns?” 

“Yes, the Burnet rose, black hips in Autumn.” 

They stop at a little lumpy hill. 

“Ants” said Jane. She pulls a few leaves of Thyme off the ant hill. 
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“They garden the herbs to protect the hive against sickness. Thyme is an antiseptic. See how short 

they trim it. They have Wood Sage, Wood Sorrel, Oregano.” They step over deep narrow crevices of 

rock passed patches of grass and flowers. 

“This is the Fly Orchid, the Bee Orchid, the Frog Orchid. This is Mountain Avens from the Arctic. 

This is the Maidenhair Fern from the Tropics. There is no discrimination on the mountain!” 

She points out butterflies, moths, a slow worm, a hare, foxes, badger tracks. They stop by a little 

stream, some enamel mugs hang on a bush. They drink the calcium rich water in silence like the 

ancient holy men and long ago hermits from the caves, finding the Almighty in the empty spaces. 

Time stands still. 

 

When they return the children are awake, drawing shapes in the ashes in the fire pit with sticks. 

Three of them run at her screaming with glee and grab her skirts. The baby sits on the threshold of 

the house bawling. 

“Rowan can you get us the cushions my love?” she asks the biggest child who is gnawing on the 

heel of the bread. She scoops up the baby and sits breast feeding the two youngest in turns as they 

talk. The bigger two work the raspberry bushes in the hedge and run to and forth bringing berries to 

the old men. 

Rowan brings an ember from the house fire and starts blowing on some dry grass. When it catches 

he piles up little sticks and gets the outside fire going for his mother. The elders start to drum a beat 

on their knees. Jane puts the baby in a hammock, made of a shawl, tied between two bushes and 

rocks her occasionally. Rowan runs in to the house and brings out a Bodhrun and Brad's Bongo 

drums. He was good on the drums, and the guitar. He was a lovely singer. The three toddlers join in 

with sticks. 

 

White Deer of Autumn unpacks a pinkish stone pipe and slowly fills it with whole leaf tobacco. He 

sprinkles some tobacco on the ground. 
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“To acknowledge we must always give back to Mother Earth.” 

He takes the feather from Little Wolf's hair. 

“A gift to you. A Bald Eagle feather from our Country. It will give you courage and strength. Think 

of us when you hold it. The Eagle can see great distances to the horizon and focus sharply on 

minute detail. He will be your guide. If your children are sick I will give you healing heat. Close 

your eyes and you will see me blowing on the embers like that child and the heat will surge from 

your hands. Your hands will know where the healing is needed and the heat will pulse from you. 

Little Wolf and Singing Hawk will stand guard on your space as you work. To the right and left of 

the sick at their shoulders.” 

He brings the pipe over to the flame and lights it. 

 

“We call upon and thank the six energies!” 

Holding the bowl in his hand he points the pipe to the West. 

“Black is the colour of the West 

Where the sun goes down. 

Black is darkness, release, spirit protection. 

Black is the cup of water, 

The life-giving rains come from the West.” 

 

White deer of Autumn turns and points the pipe to the South 

“The South is Yellow! 

Our Mother Earth gives us growth, 

And herbs that heal us. 

We think of her strength, 

We think of her bounty and physical healing 

While we load this pipe” 
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He turns to the East 

“Red is the East! 

It is where the daybreak star, 

The star of knowledge appears. 

Red is the rising sun, 

Bringing us the new day” 

 

He sprinkles a little tobacco on the ground and turns to the North 

“White is the North! 

The North covers our Mother Earth 

With the white blanket of cleansing snow. 

The winter is the time of long contemplation 

For us two- leggeds. 

When we have the face of the old, 

We will want to look back upon our lifetime 

And hope we stood for the straight road 

In our relationship to all things. 

Courage and endurance strength, truthfulness and honesty 

These strengths we seek 

As we stand here facing North. 

 

He holds the pipe up above his head 

May the Sun bring you energy day by day! 

You have earned your new name. 

I call out to the birds, to the plants, to the rock and the animals 
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To introduce them to you. 

Great spirit, mystery, unexplainable source of life 

We thank you for the six powers of the universe. 

Please keep safe our new friend, 

Wild Herb of the Flat Rock.” 

 

 

 

Footnote 

This is a true story that happened at Midsummer 1989. The Bald Eagle did get blown over the Ocean to the Burren, the 

three Native American Chiefs did visit the Burren and knock on Jane's door (name changed) and perform the peace pipe 

ceremony. I know this because the Eagle story was in the paper and I was the next person to knock on that door. I was 

19 with a month-old baby, septic mastitis and a high fever. The doctor had injected me 3 or 4 times with penicillin, but it 

kept coming back. It was so painful at the last visit I wished he would just put me to sleep. A Dublin lady who came to 

buy a horse told me to try a comfrey root poultice. The only people I could think of that might have a comfrey plant 

were the 'hippies' so I tracked them down and they sent me up the mountain to Jane's round house. I saw the empty 

caravan and I left with the comfrey root and solace for my own situation. She told me how she and her husband had 

tried to have children for 20 years and as soon as they split up they both had a few! I remember her nut-brown babies 

rolling around on the grass. How she managed to rear them alone on that mountain I don't know. They would be in their 

30s now. I saw her about five years later looking out of place in the Post Office in town, queuing for the dole, with her 

happy raggle, taggle gang of children. The comfrey poultice works! 


