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This book is offered with my great affection, profound respect, and deep gratitude to Hale Kealohalani Makua, who entrusted me with his spiritual knowledge and who encouraged me to bring it to the wider world. 
 ‘E ola mau loa: Immortality to you 

 ‘E Makua ‘e: Makua 
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“We actually come into this world as gods. It’s just that we have forgotten who we really are as well as what this really means.” 
—Hale Kealohalani Makua,  native Hawaiian elder 
“If men cease to believe that they will one day become gods then they will surely become worms.” 
—Henry Miller,  The Colossus of Maroussi 



Foreword
I have known Hank Wesselman as a friend and fellow shamanic practitioner for almost thirty years, and when he told me that he was writing a book about his relationship with the great Hawaiian teacher and healer Hale Makua, I was thrilled. 
Hale Makua was a revered Hawaiian elder who brought forth from his ancestors many beautiful and powerful teachings to inspire and guide us, helping us to remember our spiritual gifts and providing us with enhanced ways of being.  The Bowl of Light is filled with much of the wonderful wisdom that Makua had to share, and now, through Hank’s intimate and evocative sharing of his encounters with this great man, these teachings are available to those of us who did not have the opportunity to meet Hale Makua. 
Yet, this book includes more than just spiritual wisdom.  The Bowl of Light is also a touching and potent story of the loving and supportive friendship of two men both devoted to being in service to all of life. Makua was a wisdom keeper who exhibited great humility and kept a low profile in his native Hawai‘i (although in his later years, he traveled extensively to speak with indigenous leaders all over the world). Hank Wesselman is an American anthropologist and scientist who has spent much of his life living with traditional peoples in Africa. Together, Makua and Hank impart aspects of the deep indigenous mysteries that can be integrated into our modern way of life so that we can heal ourselves and the planet. 
You will be touched by their story, and your heart will be warmed by the loving and supportive relationship that developed between them. Yet most important, you will be inspired by the teachings and stories imparted in  The Bowl of Light, as they encourage you to explore your own spiritual connections and develop the awareness that will help you step firmly onto the path of your destiny. 
Makua’s teachings originate from the spiritual wisdom of the  kahuna tradition of Polynesia and are thousands of years old. They begin with revelations about the nature of the self and continue with shared visions of how each person can reconnect with the inner sources of wisdom and power that lie within us. Makua also shares his thoughts about an extraordinary plan that was set into motion by the ancestors long ago to help us face the challenges with which we are dealing today. The plan includes principles that allow us to experience the power of “aloha,” of love, as well as guidelines for the next cycle of ages that will lead us toward the evolution of a new level of consciousness that is our individual and collective destiny. 
What a gift for Hank Wesselman to have gotten to know Makua on such a deep and intimate level! What a gift for Makua to have had such a friend as Hank Wesselman! And what a gift that this beautiful and powerful story of friendship is now available for us to read and witness. It’s one that shares deep wisdom from the kahuna tradition to inspire us all. 
—Sandra Ingerman 
Santa Fe, New Mexico 



Introduction
This book is about an unusual and enduring friendship between two male elders. One is among the last authentically initiated native Hawaiian  kahuna wisdom keepers, a shaman and mystic who became a revered spiritual teacher in his elderhood. He is a warrior descended from a long lineage of chiefs. The other is an American anthropologist born in New York and trained from birth to become a scientist. I am this anthropologist, and we were an unlikely pair given the complexities of the traditional Polynesian  kapu system of laws govering various aspects of behavior. 
The Hawaiian word  kahuna is a term that implies “mastery,” and more specifically “self-mastery.” The term describes those members of the learned classes of old Polynesia ( tofunga in Proto-Polynesian) who carried a great wisdom tradition that is thousands of years old and that was much like that of the pre-Christian mystery schools of the Egyptians, the Druids, the Gnostics, and the classical Greeks. In old Hawai‘i, where the flow of primal energies created unparalleled natural beauty, one of the world’s most highly advanced spiritual cultures developed. These Polynesian metaphysical insights still remain largely unknown in the West. 
The holders of this ancient wisdom tradition, the  kahuna, who could be male or female, were taught this mystical knowledge from childhood using a method in which the apprentice underwent many years of arduous training. The wisdom was handed down orally within families who carried particular areas of this knowledge as their  kuleana —which in Hawaiian means their rights and responsibilities as well as their rightful property, their jurisdiction, and their estate. 
In old Hawai‘i, there were many different kinds of kahuna—each type with its own specialty area. Kahuna mystics who could directly experience the hidden realms of the spirit world often served as high priests, shamans, and ceremonialists, becoming acknowledged as  kahuna nui or  kahuna po‘o. And there were also healing kahuna  la‘au lapa‘au, who were designated as such because of their great wisdom and high accomplishment as healers and medicine people. In the negative polarity, some kahuna in the past became sorcerers who used rituals, curses, and even prayer to extend harm and suffering toward their intended victims. 
As Hawaiian culture and traditional kahuna wisdom were ruthlessly suppressed by Christian missionary activity in the nineteenth and twentieth centuries, the word  kahuna became loosely associated with the sorcerer, while the skillful healers and wisdom keepers were largely forgotten. And yet the wisdom traditions of the Hawaiians continued to be quietly preserved and maintained within family lineages, and they still exist today, although the rush toward modern Western culture continues to take its toll. 
In recent times, in a world bled of meaning and mystery by our preoccupation with the glitter of our new gadgets, interest in traditional Hawaiian spiritual wisdom has resurged, although there remains little agreement among contemporary Hawaiians of Polynesian ancestry about the meaning of the word  kahuna. Some have claimed that there are no true kahuna left, while others suggest that any spiritual teacher or leader, whether called priest, shaman, kahuna,  kumu, kahu, or  kupuna, must live up to the name in substance, for it was always the community who bestowed the title upon the practitioner based upon the practitioner’s abilities, which were always directed toward service in their communities. 
Accordingly, my trail crossing with the kahuna who is the subject of this book was unexpected to say the least, even unprecedented, and yet the teachings shared in our conversations exceeded my wildest expectations and immeasurably enhanced my life as a scholar and seeker of sacred knowledge. 
The Hawaiian word  kapu 	( tapu in Tahitian and the source of the English word “taboo”) can mean “holy” and “sacred,” “forbidden,” “consecrated,” or “restricted.” It can also imply a sacred directive, especially if carried by a sacred individual. In regard to the wisdom keepers of old Polynesia, the kahuna wisdom tradition was considered kapu. The sacred spiritual knowledge of the Polynesians was traditionally a hidden knowledge, rarely shared by their kahuna with outsiders as it was (and is) restricted by kapu. 
The same restrictions hold true for many aspects of a kahuna elder’s lifeway. Because of kapu, kahuna lead their lives differently from more ordinary folk; their path is a narrow one constrained by sacred directives passed down through time from their ancestors. 
So allow me to begin by saying something about the two of us—a few words that will convey a sense of our very different cultural origins and levels of upbringing. 
THE KAHUNA
On September 27, 1938, a full-blooded Hawaiian boy was born to Mabel Meipala Pa‘aluhi and her husband, Hale Kealohalani Makua, at a place called Pukalehua on the western slope of the great volcano Mauna Loa, high above the coastal community of Ho‘okena in the South Kona District of Hawai‘i Island. Through his mother’s lineage, this boy was a seventh-generation direct descendant of the famous high chief and king Kamehameha Nui—a family line through which he was also a direct descendant of Kamehameha’s ancestors High Chief Umi and High Chief Liloa. Through his father’s lineage, the boy was a seventh-generation direct descendant of Kamehameha’s cousin, the beloved High Chief Keoua Ku‘ahu‘ula of the district of Ka‘u, also on Hawai‘i Island. In Polynesia, one’s ancestry is everything—it defines people, their social rank, and the personal as well as ancestral power that they carry. So by virtue of this exceptional genealogy, the boy was born a chief and given the name of his father, Hale Kealohalani Makua. A tree was planted above his buried umbilicus at the place of his birth. 
Harry Makua, as this is what he was called when he was being raised by his grandparents on the Big Island of Hawai‘i before moving to O‘ahu to live with his parents, was drawn toward the military from the beginning. He served with the United States Marine Corps and eventually achieved the rank of gunnery sergeant. Harry Makua was a warrior directly involved in major military conflicts from Beirut in the 1950s to the Vietnam War in the 1970s, where he was severely wounded during his last tour of duty. Upon his father’s passing, Harry assumed his father’s name, Hale. Because he was kahuna on both sides of his family, he eventually served as the kahu, the honored keeper of an extraordinary body of indigenous Polynesian wisdom. 
Hale Makua (pronounced Ha-lay Ma-koo-ah) was a holy man, a kahuna mystic, and a wisdom keeper who was highly regarded throughout the oceanic world of Polynesia and beyond. Makua, as he was generally known, was the council elder, the  Hono ‘Ele Makua of the Hawaiian Spiritual Warrior Society,  Na ‘Ao Koa o Pu‘ukohola Heiau, a role in which he presided over many rituals and ceremonies of note. For example, Makua was pivotal in fostering and developing this society in preparation for a seminal event that he helped to create in August 1991 at King Kamehameha’s sacred temple ( heiau) at Pu‘ukohola (the Mound of the Whale) near Kawaihae in the South Kohala District on Hawai‘i Island. 
This event, called  Ho‘oku‘ikahi (which means “to stand together as one”), was a conscious ceremony of reunification that brought the descendants of High Chief Kamehameha and High Chief Keoua together once again after two hundred years of separation. Since both of these men were his ancestors, Makua served as one of the  kahuna pule (masters of chant/prayer), and he officiated at the sacred  ‘awa ceremony (the Polynesian sacred drink of communion with the ancestors) that was attended by many indigenous elders from other nations across the oceanic world. 
In his responsibility as a kahuna, Makua served as the spiritual adviser for the oceanic voyaging canoe  Makali‘i (named for the constellation of stars known as the Pleiades), as well as for many other cultural groups, including the  haku (captains) and  ho‘okele (navigators) of other canoes. Further, in the 1980s in Raiatea, Tahiti, he played a pivotal role in the lifting of a seven-hundred- year-old kapu of silence between the many and varied island nations at Taputapuatea, an event that created an opening for deeper connection and enhanced communication between the peoples of the Pacific. 
Hale Makua became a revered spiritual teacher in his elder years, and yet due to his genuine humility, he kept a low profile in his native Hawai‘i. Makua traveled extensively to speak with many of the Native American nations—and on several occasions he went to Africa to participate as an elder in conferences of the many and diverse indigenous speakers of the world. As an indigenous elder, he was continually invited to many cross-cultural gatherings and international conferences across the years, including the United Nations in New York, where he sat on stage with His Holiness the Dalai Lama. Makua was a member of the International Elders Council in service to humanity and global peace, a council that is still active through the World Indigenous Science Network, of which Makua was one of the founders. Accordingly, he was well known throughout the indigenous world. 
The essence of his  mana‘o and his  ‘ike, his knowledge and spiritual power, originated from his ancestors, and his teachings emanated from a depth of vision that cultivated each person’s individual connections with the inner worlds. In this sense, his shared wisdom reactivated universal attributes found in all people everywhere, through each person’s experience and expression of  aloha —love. 
On March 27, 2004, Hale Makua died in an automobile accident near the town of Pahoa in the Puna District on Hawai‘i Island. He was sixty-five years old, and his passing barely received mention in the press. 
THE ANTHROPOLOGIST
I was born in New York City on August 20, 1941, at Harkness Pavilion Hospital on the Upper West Side of Manhattan Island. I was given the name Henry Barnard Wesselman III after my father (the second) and my paternal grandfather (the first), thus carrying on the name of my great-grandfather’s friend, the educator Henry Barnard. I have no idea what happened to my umbilicus. 
My father was a New York attorney, a member of the Harvard Club and the Metropolitan Club, as well as a member of the board of directors at P. Ballantine & Sons in Newark, New Jersey. While attending Harvard, my father took up fencing and rapidly advanced to become an East Coast champion. Later he became a member of the American fencing team at the Olympic Games in Berlin in 1936. 
My mother, Alice Wade Sholes, known by her nickname Sherry, was a homemaker from a well-known family in Cleveland, Ohio, who would eventually divorce my father, move to California in 1956, change her name to Sarira, and become an artist. On both sides of my family, my ancestors reside in the company of the ruling families of Europe and Britain. 
In my early professional life, I studied zoology at the University of Colorado at Boulder, and upon receiving my bachelor’s degree in 1964, I moved to Nigeria, where I served in the U.S. Peace Corps and lived among peoples of the Yoruba tribe. There in western Nigeria, I worked as a science teacher in two colleges from 1964 to 1966, and it was there that I first became interested in indigenous spiritual wisdom. I returned to the United States to get a master’s degree in zoology at the University of Colorado in 1969, and then I went on to achieve a doctorate in anthropology from the University of California at Berkeley in 1982. My dissertation research was based on my work with an international expedition to southwestern Ethiopia where I was involved in the paleo-environmental reconstruction of early-man sites between two and three million years old through my excavation, recovery, and analysis of microvertebrate fossils. I continue to do this research today. 
In addition to being a teacher at the university and college level in many august institutions across the years, I have thus spent much of my life working with an international group of scientists and doing expeditionary fieldwork out in the eroded, ancient landforms of eastern Africa’s Great Rift Valley, in search of fossils that have yielded answers to the mystery of human origins. This has allowed me to do research in the laboratories and collections of some of the world’s great universities and museums. It has also enabled me to spend substantial parts of my life living with tribal peoples in remote regions rarely visited by outsiders. It was through these experiences that I first encountered traditional shamans. 
OUR FRIENDSHIP
The fact that this Hawaiian elder chose to share much of his knowledge with an anthropologist is unusual to say the least. My exposure to and interest in shamanic cultures was part of the dynamic that allowed a curious bond to develop between me and Makua upon our first meeting. My years spent living with traditional peoples had instilled in me an understanding and acceptance of Makua’s indigenousness—and Makua was able to sense this familiarity in me. I believe it was this that enabled us to get beyond much of the cultural stuff that creates separation and to form a bridge between us at the soul level—a bridge to which both of us had access. 
But there was also another area of common focus that we shared, one that enhanced the bond between us enormously. Because of my work with human prehistory, I, like Makua, was deeply involved with the ancestral field. 
When I first met Makua in 1996, I perceived him as a rare and unique man filled with a bounty of esoteric knowledge and kahuna philosophy, enhanced by his great good humor, which he was willing to share with outsiders. As will be revealed in this book, kahuna thought begins with the search for self-realization—with the quest to discover who we are as well as where we are in our journey as souls traveling across time. Possibly thousands of years old, kahuna thought preserves an understanding of human psychology regarding the nature and functioning of the conscious and subconscious aspects of the self that was not equaled in the Western world until the 1960s through the work of Milton Erikson, MD, a renowned psychiatrist. 
Right from the start, Makua and I appreciated each other for who and what we were, and as the shifting circumstances of our lives repeatedly brought us together over the years that followed, sometimes for a few hours, sometimes for a few days, we took great delight in each other’s company until we came to love each other dearly. 
We spent most of the week together just before his passing, and it was in those final hours on the last night of his life that he gave me a gift of immeasurable value—a glimpse into the vast extent of his knowledge of the past, the depth of which was truly staggering. 
Over the time that has elapsed since his transition, a time of great loss and great sorrow for those of us who knew him, an impulse has grown steadily within me to write something about my relationship with this unusual man. It’s a feeling that comes unexpectedly, much like a directive that arrives with a sense of permission. 
At such moments, it is as though the heart connection that was established between us during his life becomes active. His presence becomes palpable, and his thoughts appear in my mind, thus creating a stream of consciousness that closely resembles the talks we had in life. This experience is always accompanied by feelings of tranquility, much like a meditation, and yet it is considerably more than that. I have come to understand, as well as accept, that I seem to have an ongoing and active connection with Makua’s spirit—one to which I have access during my dreaming while asleep, as well as during my directed meditations while very much awake. 
Accordingly, I begin this narrative with that sense of permission that stems directly from Makua, for on the last night of his life, he and I had an extraordinary conversation that will be explored toward the end of this book. I had asked him for many years to write a book with me, and he had always politely refused—until that last night. Perhaps he foresaw the approach of his own death, but this is part of the story that shall be revealed. 
Yet let me affirm here at the start that I had not only his permission to write about him and his teaching, but also his encouragement to do so. We had a plan—one that was being outlined between us and my wife, Jill Kuykendall, on the afternoon of that last day of his life, hopefully one that has been merely sidetracked by his unexpected passing. 
Allow me to observe that Makua was not my “teacher” in a formal sense, nor was I his “student.” I was already a spiritual teacher when we first met, and so was he. In all humility, we were colleagues—peers as well as age-mates who were deeply involved in our own explorations of the Great Mystery and who openly and joyously shared our discoveries, enabling us to learn from each other. Let me also affirm that this is not a book  about Hale Makua, for it would be presumptuous for me to assume that level of responsibility. In this regard, I have not included details of Makua’s personal life, nor information about the people with whom he was in relationship. Rather, this is an account of an unusual friendship that developed between two visionaries—a Hawaiian spiritual elder and an American anthropologist who had been drawn into the shamanic worlds of mystery and magic—a relationship that was experienced through an ongoing series of conversations and shared experiences over a period of eight years. 
During this time, both Makua and I changed considerably. At the beginning of our friendship, Makua discouraged me from mentioning him by name in my writings, and he would rarely speak on the telephone. Toward the end of his life, our friendship fully established, he had given me permission to use his name as well as that of one of his ancestors in a published book, and he took great delight in having and using his own cell phone. 
As I sit with this awareness, let me affirm also that those aspects of Makua’s traditional wisdom that are constrained by kapu will not be written here. It was clear to me at the beginning of our friendship that some of the esoteric knowledge of which he was the kahu, the honored caretaker, could only be carried in the oral tradition, on the breath, and could only be passed to others at the right place and time. Makua was aware that I understood this, and this became part of the bond of trust that grew between us across those years. 
I am also aware that there are some levels of his knowledge that can be shared, some of his thoughts and insights that are not restricted by traditional kapu. Accordingly, this book includes some of the core teachings and spiritual insights that he offered freely from his great heart to everyone willing to listen, with the intention of contributing to the greater good and to the spiritual growth of his listeners. These teachings revolve around topics such as the kahuna perspective that each one of us possesses not one, but three quite separate souls during life, and that how those three function and come together is essential in understanding the nature of our self. In this regard, I have included a special emphasis on Makua’s ideas about the nature of our immortal Oversoul or Higher Self that he called  ‘Aumakua. 
Included in our discussions are his thoughts about the ancestral mysteries, the life roles through which we move during our embodied existences, and the four bowls of learning from which we all must drink during our time here on Earth. Our conversation about the different levels of reality and how they reflect the different evolutionary levels of our personal soul development is quite unique, as is our extraordinary discussion about the Infinite Source and its role in the formation of the universes as well as ourselves—a talk that occurred on the side of a sacred mountain. 
Toward the book’s end, something of great significance to all human beings everywhere will be explored from Makua’s kahuna perspective: the Ancestral Grand Plan. This is an impulse that was set into motion by the ancestors long ago, a plan that may help us to deal with the challenges we are facing today, a plan that includes guidelines through which each of us may ascend toward the luminous horizon of our individual and collective destiny as souls traveling across eternity. Also, at the end of this book I have included a final conversation that took place between us—a discussion about how we are all in the process of becoming gods, revealing a deeper level of our collective and individual responsibility. 
In creating the fabric of the narrative, I have taken the writer’s liberty of expressing what was shared between us in colloquial English, upgrading Makua’s frequent lapses into pidgin and colorful yet incorrect grammar and syntax, in order to create an ongoing flow of meaning for people who live in the modern, Westernized world. In addition, our conversations often took place in stages, picking up again where they had left off many months before. Accordingly, I have chosen to organize this book around specific topics or events rather than trying to follow a linear chronology of our meetings as they happened. The great challenge for the writer of spiritual knowledge based in direct experience is to get it down and to get it right. Whether or not I will succeed remains to be seen, but with Makua’s blessing and encouragement, I have no recourse but to try. 
The book that follows thus offers a privileged and intimate view into the mind of a native Hawaiian kahuna who had very few peers. It is drawn from the memories of our times together, and it is therefore a tapestry woven by our spiritual insights and discoveries as well as our thoughts and feelings about those revelations. There are many layers to the gifts that we gave to each other. And always, the plan is there, leading us onward toward who and what we are all destined to become. 
It is my hope that the essence of our philosophical conversations may contribute to the widespread spiritual reawakening currently in progress as both the Western world and the indigenous world reshape themselves in response to a time of global, social, and cultural change that goes unparalleled in the history of humanity. 
For those of my readers who are familiar with some of the more traditional facets of kahuna wisdom, this reshaping can be clearly seen in Makua’s thoughts as he sought to align his spiritual kuleana (responsibilities) with his own expanding awareness of the Great Mystery of existence. 
Accordingly, this book is offered to you, the reader, and to the next seven generations with our humility, our reverence, and our discipline. And it carries as well our great gratitude for who you are and who you are becoming. 
With our warmhearted aloha— me ke aloha pumehana. 
—Hank Wesselman 
Honaunau, Hawai‘i 


1
First Encounters
In the mid-1980s, having just achieved my doctorate degree from the University of Calfornia at Berkeley, my family and I decided on impulse to spend a year or two living on our small farm in Honaunau in the South Kona District of Hawai‘i Island. We had acquired this property in the late 1970s when agricultural real estate was still affordable, and we had always intended to live there, at least for a while. We thought of this time as “The Hawai‘i Project” in which we planned to restore our house, clear our overgrown land, and then plant it with the famous Kona coffee. 
In the mornings we took our children to the beach, and during the days I worked on the farm. In the evenings I taught anthropology classes in Kealakekua for the West Hawai‘i Campus of the University of Hawai‘i at Hilo. We flowed through our days with grace and ease, and our children flourished. 
In 1989, this period in our lives came to a natural close, and we took up residence once again in California, where I taught at several universities, colleges, and institutes until 2007, while my wife, Jill, worked as a physical therapist in the Sacramento area. But I still had a longing for the islands of Hawai‘i, so in the waning days of 1996, we decided to spend Christmas there with our two daughters, then ten and thirteen years old. Just the year before,  Spiritwalker, the first volume of my unusual spiritual trilogy about a continuum of spontaneous visionary experiences that I had experienced while living on the island between 1985 and 1989, had been published. This book and the two volumes that followed record my endeavors to understand the nature of those experiences. They took the form of deep cataleptic trances in which my lucid conscious awareness was brought into connection with the mind of another man, an individual of Hawaiian ancestry named Nainoa, who appears to live in the future and who may be one of my descendants. To say I was surprised by these dreamlike episodes would be an understatement of considerable proportions. I was stunned. 
In the first of these visions, I found myself looking out through someone else’s eyes at a world I had never seen before, and I discovered almost immediately that I could in some unknown way receive his thoughts and emotions as if they were my own. This included his memories. The man Nainoa lives somewhere on the western coast of what is today California, but the landscapes I saw were tropical like those of the Amazon, bearing out warnings about radical climatic shifts. Descended from Hawaiian voyagers who had landed on the coast in a fleet of oceangoing canoes more than a hundred years before, he was preparing to leave on a quest of geographic investigation into the unknown interior of the lost continent of America. 
The visions happened in sequence, creating a sense of ongoing connection with this man that lasted almost twenty years, yet I was unprepared to accept the reality of these experiences in the beginning. But as they deepened, an extraordinary story began to unfold. My attempts to assimilate and understand these experiences drew me, a professional anthropologist, into the shamans’ world of mystery and magic. 
Because I was living in Hawai‘i when the visions began, my scholarly curiosity led me inevitably toward an area of knowledge about which I knew virtually nothing—the esoteric wisdom of the Hawaiian kahuna mystics. Through my inquiries into Hawaiian mysticism, I began to discover an expanded perspective on the nature of the self, as well as on the nature of reality, that elevated my understanding of just about everything to an entirely new level. 
In writing about this indigenous perspective in  Spiritwalker, I was sensitive to the fact that I was trespassing into an area that did not exactly welcome outsiders, especially anthropologists. I knew that, sooner or later, one of the Hawaiian kahuna elders might come in to have a look at me. And this is precisely what happened during our return visit to Hawai‘i Island in 1996, but not exactly in the way I had expected. I had been invited to speak at the New Millennium Institute, an alternative educational center devoted to exploring the interface between consciousness and spirituality and being of service. The Institute was then located in a just-completed house designed by Frank Lloyd Wright up on the northern part of the island near Waimea. On December 28, Jill and I drove up there in the early afternoon. 
THE INSTITUTE
Upon our arrival, we were greeted by our hosts, the house’s builder, a retired advertising executive from Honolulu, and his wife. They had fixed a bite to eat, and the four of us sat down to get to know each other a little in their striking kitchen in which everything, including the furniture and the fixtures, had been designed by the famed architect. We then had a tour of the new hemicycle house fashioned of conjoined grey cylinders with a soaring wall of glass overlooking expansive views toward three of Hawai‘i Island’s great volcanoes, and capped by a greenish bronze-colored roof that created dramatic upsweeping curves. It was, and is, impressive, to say the least. 
About fifty expectant people then began to show up to hear what I had to say about the transformational community, and as the introductions were being made, the sky outside suddenly darkened, and it began to rain torrentially. The leaks in the new roof made themselves known within seconds, and as my hosts busied themselves with the mop-up, they told me offhand that until this rain, the area had been suffering from drought. 
Abruptly, the rain began to slack off, and the clouds began to clear as rapidly as they had arrived. There was something at work here that I did not fully understand in those moments, something I would eventually learn and come to accept. When the Hawaiian transpersonal forces (deities) arrive, they often come accompanied by (or concealed by) clouds and rain. 
As if on cue, the front door opened, and in walked a big Hawaiian man. He was half a head taller than me and considerably more robust. His thick hair, white on top and dark underneath, was glistening with the rain and tied in a long ponytail that hung halfway down his broad back. His dark face was framed by a long, bushy white beard that masked his upper chest. He smiled broadly as he brushed water drops from his massive shoulders encased within a classic, flashy aloha shirt with a bright floral design. With his right hand, he leaned heavily on an intricately carved wooden walking stick. 
Our hosts immediately abandoned their mop-up to introduce us to our esteemed guest, the Hawaiian elder Hale Makua. His arrival was unexpected (we would later learn that a mutual friend had encouraged him to come), and we could all feel the energy change in the room. His white teeth gleamed in his brown face as he laughed with delight, then he deftly drew two thick flower leis from around his own neck and draped one around my neck, the other around Jill’s. As I inhaled the fragrance of my lei, I noticed that several more Hawaiian men were arriving through the door, all with long hair and beards. I smiled to myself somewhat nervously as I sensed (rightly) that the time of reckoning had come. I was an outsider as well as a  haole, or foreigner, and I was aware of the strong feelings that many Hawaiians hold toward white people. 
Under such circumstances, one’s mind can work exceedingly quickly, and as I took stock of my situation, I saw that the Hawaiians had brought their wives with them. This was good news. I would not be turned into a pillar of salt, at least not this day. I greeted each in turn as we were formally introduced, and I almost immediately forgot all of their names due to my shock and anxiety over what was occurring. In a very formal manner, the Hawaiians sat down across from me in the circular central room with Makua in the center. 
Jill and I had heard about Makua for years from mutual friends, and we knew something about who he was as well as some information about his genealogy, yet we had never met him until this moment. I watched him warily and reflected with some chagrin that this might be a good time to direct a prayer to my spirit allies. This was not just any kahuna elder who had come to hear me speak. This man was descended from kings and from high chiefs. This was one of the Big Kahuna. 
I half-closed my eyes and looked down into my inner place of tranquility, mentally addressing the spiritual beings who serve as my protectors and advisers. I asked them to provide me with support and the ability to speak from a place of truth. Then I looked up again, and after a brief introduction from my hosts, I launched into my talk, a rather academic discussion of the beliefs, values, and trends held dear within the new transformational community taking form in the Western world. I spoke about the members of this subculture as a collective that is very much aware that our old myths are no longer serving us. I described this gathering of people as well-informed individuals who know clearly that the time has come to write a new story—a new cultural mythos that encompasses a new view of who we are, who we are becoming, and what our purpose is, our destiny for being here. 
As my talk progressed, I suspected that Makua was already well aware of everything that I was saying, and I watched him tracking my logic like a hunter, smiling when I uncovered something well known to him, looking thoughtful when I challenged my audience to come up with a new solution to a problem at hand. Throughout, I could feel Makua following my line of thought. The light in his eyes supported me in my attempts to make certain points clear; his laugh confirmed when I had. 
As my talk came to an end, I felt an immediate impulse to address Makua, so I smiled and said, “Elder Makua, I am getting a strong feeling that there is something that you wish to say. Please feel free to do so, if that would be appropriate.” 
The chief glanced down at his walking stick and smiled. I would learn in time that he was a man who traveled in the company of many generations of his ancestral spirits. He leaned over slightly to his right as though someone were speaking into his right ear. After a brief pause, he leaned over to the left and again listened intently. He smiled, nodded, and then he stood up. After looking around the room at the assembled gathering in order to make a connection with each person present, Makua directed his full attention at me. “A friend of mine sent me your book  Spiritwalker, and I read it.” There followed a long pause during which everyone in the room looked alert and watchful. 
“I read it again just to make sure I got it right; then I went down to the beach. I put your book down on the sand; then I called in the ancestors, and we had a talk about you.” 
Silence in the room. This was the moment of truth. 
“The ancestors asked me what your name is,” Makua went on, “and I told them that your name is Wesselman, Hank Wesselman.” Makua paused with a thoughtful expression on his face; then he grinned. “The ancestors told me that I wasn’t pronouncing your name right. They told me that your name is really ‘vessel-man,’ that you are a vessel, like a canoe.” Makua watched me closely as if to be sure I understood the significance of what he was saying. 
Prior to this moment, I had been psyching myself up to be condemned, for I was very much aware that the Hawaiians have mixed feelings about well-intentioned but often ill-informed outsiders trespassing into their spiritual traditions. In those days, I did not know that Makua was clairvoyant and that he was monitoring my thoughts and emotions. As I stiffened my resolve for whatever would come next, he laughed and proclaimed, “Don’t worry. We Hawaiians don’t write. We talk, and we share what we find in our hearts with each other. But in your Western culture, it is the tradition to write.” 
I felt immediate relief as he paused again as if to observe the effect of his words. “I have been told by the ancestors to say something to you,” he said. “They have told me to say in front of all these people here that you are one of the light carriers of aloha and that we Hawaiians need to support you.” Makua laughed affectionately and with great good humor; then he continued, “The ancestors said that everything you have written in your book is true. So keep writing. You’re making my job easier.” 
The release of tension in the room was palpable. People smiled as they slowly absorbed that something quite rare had just transpired. Some even wept gently in response to the emotion and the magnitude of the moment. It wasn’t every day that a kahuna of Makua’s stature gave the nod of approval to an outsider. My talk had been bookended with quite a conclusion. 
Quietly, Makua walked over to me and smiled. “We should have a meeting before you leave the island,” he said. While the participants milled around, talking animatedly with each other and looking at the architectural gem of a house, my wife, Jill, joined me and Makua near the big windows that looked out across the dry grasslands toward the three great volcanoes, Mauna Kea, Mauna Loa, and Hualalai, all of which could now be seen, as the sky had cleared. We talked about small things, friends we had in common, and we casually began to get to know each other a little, although I sensed that on a deeper level Makua already knew a great deal about us and that he had simply come to confirm this understanding. 
When our conversation came to a close, the chief turned to respond to something someone else said, and I noticed Jill look down at his legs. I followed her glance to his dark blue shorts and noticed that the backs of his calves were not only muscular, but that they bore the scars of formidable skin grafts. His right foot seemed to be permanently frozen, the ankle joint nonfunctional. And his right calf appeared considerably atrophied. For Makua, the walking stick was not an affectation. It was a third leg that allowed him to walk. 
Jill, a registered physical therapist who had worked in the Western medical paradigm for more than twenty-five years, much of that time in acute care rehabilitation, leaned in toward the elder as he turned back to us. “Makua, what happened to your legs?” she asked him. For several heartbeats, a silence settled between the three of us. I knew that Jill suspected a motorcycle accident, as she had worked with many such physical trauma cases over the years. Makua’s answer came calmly and with a slight smile, one that conveyed a sense of utter acceptance: “Vietnam.” 
We moved to the end of the long living room then and sat down as one of the Hawaiian men brought Makua a plate with a boon of refreshments, food that our hosts had prepared. Then the same man brought me and Jill and plates as well. We were being treated as honored elders, and I began to have a greater sense of Hawaiian protocol. 
“When I was still a teenager back in the middle 1950s,” Makua said, while chewing thoughtfully, “I walked into the Marine recruiter’s office in Honolulu and said, ‘Sign me up, and send me to the hottest place on the planet!’” Makua chuckled at the reflection of himself at that stage in his life; then his gaze turned serious. “They did, they signed me up, and when they discovered I was underage, they sent me home. But I simply signed up again a year later. After my basic training, I was sent to Beirut. That was the first war in which I served. The last was Vietnam. 
“I achieved the rank of gunnery sergeant, and my specialty work was in point reconnaissance,” he said. When Makua saw by my expression that I did not understand the significance of this, he added, “I did ninety patrols behind enemy lines in Vietnam. In the last, I was shot up pretty badly through my legs and feet. I then spent five years in a VA hospital in San Antonio, Texas, dealing with osteomyelitis, or infection of the bone. Antibiotics could not reach it, so I was subjected to repeated surgeries in which my wounds were continually reopened and cleaned out—but I kept my legs.” He smiled. 
“How did you do it, Makua?” Jill asked, “Five years in a VA hospital?” She let the thought hang. 
“Well,” Makua began with a laugh, “I had my own room for the last two years. But the deciding factor in my recovery was my ancestors. They came to visit with me every day during my time there, sometimes twice in one day!” 
Others who were attending my talk had now gathered around us and were listening open-mouthed to this discussion. Like me and Jill, many of them had heard of Makua but had not had the privilege of meeting him. 
“My ancestors came every day, and over that five-year period, we got to deal with all my stuff—all my anger, my pain, my grief, everything.” Makua paused, his dark eyes looking deep as if they were peering into the past while his mind moved back along those trails of pain and resolution. “When I walked out of that hospital five years later, on my own legs, I felt like the luckiest man alive. I had dealt with my stuff—all of it—and I was free. That’s when I graduated from being a military warrior to becoming a spiritual warrior.” 
Others now began to contribute to our discussion, and the conversations that followed extended well into the evening. When the gathering came to an end, Makua indicated that he would like to meet with us. The plan came together with ease. In two days, Jill and I and our kids were planning on traveling to the Volcano House, a hotel perched right on the edge of the crater called Kilauea. When we revealed this to Makua, he laughed and said, “Sounds like a date!” The meeting was set for noon, on the last day of the year, December 31. We would meet at the visitor center in Volcanoes National Park. 
As Jill and I drove back to Kona that evening, we slowly absorbed all that had transpired on this day. It felt like something of considerable importance was coming into being, and quite suddenly part of the reason for our return to the island at this time became clear. 
THE MOUNTAIN
Makua and I actually had two meetings that week, or almost two. I was scheduled to do a book signing at a bookstore at the Prince Kuhio Plaza in Hilo on December 30. Jill and I drove over from Kona that morning, and once again Makua showed up to hear what I had to say. 
A shopping mall was not the best place to have a true meeting because a lot of people recognized the chief and tried to pull him aside for advice or a listening ear. But during the time we were there at the bookstore event, I could feel Makua observing me. He was always tuned in to what I was saying—even as others held his attention. I kept track of him as well. Once again he was clad in a bright aloha shirt and his dark blue shorts. His humor was always present, and he frequently erupted into explosive bursts of laughter as he leaned on his stick. I could not shake the thought that we had lived on the same island for many years, yet we had never met. Why had we suddenly been drawn together at this time in our lives, I wondered. 
As the afternoon event came to a close, Jill and I corralled the children and reaffirmed with Makua the time and place of our meeting the next day. After our good-byes, we withdrew to the hotel in the Volcanoes Park, about a thirty-minute drive up the mountain. The hotel’s windows look down and out across the immense steaming crater of Kilauea, a continually active side vent and a direct opening into the Earth’s interior mantle located on Mauna Loa’s southeastern shoulder at the 4,000-foot level. It is a volcano that is shrouded in mystery and myth. It is also the home of a powerful spirit and natural force that the Hawaiians call Pele, and we would learn in the days that followed that Makua came here at dawn every day to offer his prayers and to commune with this mountain goddess. 
Hawaiian people live always close to the power of nature and the elements, and they do not see themselves as separate from nature. For them, humans are very much part of the natural world in which everything is alive, possessing its own form of conscious awareness. In addressing the awareness of nature and the deities who reside in the islands, prayer permeates the cycles inherent in everyday life, and words and names have power. In fact, names are considered to be living things that contain power in and of themselves. Therefore, the kahuna offer  pule (prayer) at every occasion that requires it. Today, such prayers may be in Hawaiian or they may be in English, yet they follow that ancient custom of addressing the gods and the forces of nature through prayer. 
It had been a long day for all of us, and the children, thirteen and ten years old at the time, were not at their best. Yet we managed to go out for a sumptuous dinner with friends at a restaurant in Volcano Village, a small community scattered through the rainforest a couple of miles from the park. When we returned to the hotel and got the children settled in for the night, Jill and I were exhausted. We had enjoyed quite a lot of wine with dinner, which contributed to our tiredness, but our proximity to the crater created a sense of urgency in me. This was the first time we had returned to the mountain in seven years, and so around midnight, while Jill and the children slept, I slipped out into the darkness and headed into the crater to do ceremony. 
During the years we had lived on the island, we had developed a respectful and rather formal relationship with the volcano goddess Pele. In a mythic sense, this goddess, who originally traveled to Hawai‘i from her home islands in the South Pacific, is known to possess a strong personality, and the many myths and stories about those who have had direct encounters with her abound in the islands. In an ideological sense, she could be considered as synonymous with the elements of fire and volcanic stone as well as the power or force underlying all of creation. Accordingly, our acknowledging of her presence in our lives had seemed like the right thing to do, a form of insurance, if you will, as we were living on the western flank of Mauna Loa, the world’s largest, continually active volcano. In the past, we usually brought flowers from the garden as offerings, and these were often given to Pele by our small daughters. On this occasion, I brought the flower leis Makua had given us several days before; they looked a little tired at this point but still alive and fragrant. I had brought, as well, a shopping bag filled with offerings from the various shamans and medicinemakers I had come to know over the years. I had wrapped each power bundle in a  ti leaf from the plants growing on our land on the other side of the island, as this was a way of honoring the manner in which Hawaiians offer gifts to the formidable mountain spirit who makes this stark, lunar landscape her home. And last, I included my own  pu‘olo (wrapped offering) infused with my aloha. 
I have given Pele so many offerings across the years that I now no longer remember what pu‘olo I brought on that occasion. Yet it is not the object, but rather the intention that is attached to the object, that is important. The same holds true for ceremony and ritual. It is not what you do or say that is important; what has meaning is that you do it, whatever it is, and do it with heart. Accordingly, along with my rattle and a candle, I had brought some incense for the ceremony, however the ritual would emerge from within my heart. 
I drove slowly down the park road into the caldera, watching for anything out of the ordinary, then stopped the car at the spot I was looking for, a place well known to me from past visits. I switched off the engine and the lights, then carefully stepped out of the safety of the car and into the night. It was a characteristic tropical island night: the winter sky twinkled brilliantly, the universe above me was undimmed by a single man-made watt, the Pleiades shone directly overhead, and the silence was total. To the north, I could barely see the cluster of tiny lights of the hotel where my wife and children slept, many miles away on the crater rim far above me. To the west, the dark, vast shape of Mauna Loa soared into the sky almost 14,000 feet in altitude, impressing me as always with its unimaginable, magnificent mass. 
After standing in the night for several long minutes, I switched on my flashlight, slung my bag of offerings across my shoulder, and pushed my rattle into my belt and the candle and incense into a pocket. Carefully I began to make my way across the broken rocky landscape, pocked here and there with steaming sulfur vents, their black mouths rimmed with yellow and puffing smelly fog. Those who have been to this place during the daytime know that it has been designed by nature on a scale that is fit for a goddess. In the middle of the night, it is a place of mystery that can evoke fear, which can be overwhelming to the unsuspecting or unprepared visitor. A chance misstep can spell disaster or serious injury, and as I walked carefully across the fractured and tortured landscape toward the crater, avoiding the gaping crevasses and upthrust shelves of basaltic lava, I began to sing “my song,” a signature tune I had sung here before. It was my way of announcing who I was and what I was doing in this place. It was a chant, a form of prayer, and so I set my intentions for protection and support at the highest level, as I knew that this place was extremely dangerous. I was walking across the floor of the caldera of an active volcano where the raw forces of the Earth could suddenly appear and swallow me in an instant. 
According to local lore, if I did not precisely follow my own spiritual protocol of approaching with humility and respect, as well as with my prayer song and my offerings, the goddess Pele would not be pleased. It was not so much that she would punish me. I was, after all, an outsider. But she would not be pleased—and those who have read my Spiritwalker trilogy know that I have had an interesting relationship with her across the years, marked by great mutual affection. She has even honored me by being in service to me as one of my helping spirits on occasion. Yet like most goddesses (and other primordial forces), she could be unpredictable, even willful, and so displeasing her could be fatal. I had ignored the Park Service’s warning signs about the potential danger for unwary visitors and uninformed tourists, and I had ventured into the danger zone. 
In the western side of Kilauea’s crater is an immense, vertical, circular opening into the Earth that is more than a half mile across and many hundreds of feet deep called Halema‘uma‘u, or the “house of ferns.” This is Pele’s traditional home, although she does also wander here and there according to her will. Quiet for many years, Halema‘uma‘u became active again in March 2008, the initial explosion throwing rocks the size of refrigerators through the air across many miles of the caldera floor and shredding the visitor overlook platform. Since that time, Pele has been sending a column of sulfur dioxide steam into the air, which often reaches as far as Honolulu, and in the darkness, her fires below can be clearly observed. 
But this was 1996, and as I arrived at the pit’s precipice, where the shattered stone substrate drops away into the vertical dark void of eternity, my flashlight couldn’t begin to take in its immensity, let alone penetrate the darkness that ran for hundreds of feet to the crater’s floor below. As the clouds of steam issuing from the black vastness before me proceeded to blot out the stars, I began to wonder if I had made a serious error coming out here in the middle of the night. The air around me felt nervous and choppy. As the mountain’s humid breath dampened my clothes and hair in the foggy darkness, I wondered uneasily if I would be able to find my way back to the car. 
Suffice it to say that the goddess did indeed make an appearance, although not in the form of a woman or goose or any other of her  kino lau (manifested embodiments). As my own visionary abilities have matured across many years of spiritual practice, my ability to perceive the transpersonal forces, in whatever form, has become more acute as well. On this occasion, I made my offerings and voiced my prayers, then waited. And on this night, Pele appeared to me as her light beyond the form, and also as the formless beyond the light: a brilliant, spiritual essence that embraced me, loved me, and spoke to me with a voice expressing a vast, impersonal yet benevolent intelligence.[1] 
It was close to dawn when I returned to the hotel, mindblown yet intact. As I stumbled from the car and headed for our room, I was more than impressed by all that had transpired during the night. Part of me was still in the timeless, mystical space of the now-here, yet part of me was also filled with anticipation of our meeting with the kahuna, which would happen that very day. 
THE CRATER
After an hour or two of fitful sleep, I rose and joined my family for a late breakfast at the hotel. Toward noon, Jill and I headed for the park’s visitor center, which was a short walk through the fern forest from the hotel. Makua arrived right on schedule in an old pickup truck. 
As we stood exchanging pleasantries, a Hawaiian woman happened to pass by driving a park vehicle. Upon seeing the chief, she immediately stopped and disembarked, leaving her truck running in the center of the parking lot. Makua glanced at her and smiled, waiting for her approach. 
When the two Hawaiians were face to face, they looked deeply into each other’s eyes, then pressed their noses and foreheads together for long moments in a sort of embrace, while maintaining their eye contact. When they disengaged, both smiled again and kissed each other on the cheek. Without a word, the woman got back in her car and drove on. Makua then turned his attention toward us with an explanation. 
“This is what we Hawaiian call the  honi.” He paused and looked at Jill. “We press our faces together, forehead to forehead, nose to nose, and we share what we call the  Ha, the divine breath of life.” He smiled, as if this said it all. 
After a few moments, Makua looked at Jill thoughtfully and added, “The  Ha is part of the word  aloha. This term has many meanings and differs according to its context, but in essence,  alo means face to face, and  Ha is the divinity.” Jill grinned as she absorbed the true meaning of the word; then the chief returned his attention to me. “Where is your car? We are going to my office.” 
Jumping into our rental car, we followed Makua’s truck down the crater rim road, past the steam vents and the military recreational center, to a turnoff where a sign directed visitors to an overlook of the crater. We drove over a short rise and then down, circling left into a long parking lot and stopping at its end. We disembarked and locked the cars as the chief surveyed the territory. The uneven ground was sparsely studded with scrubby  ‘ohi‘a trees and tussocks of grasses with scattered small green bushes and occasional clumps of fern. There seemed to be no one else there on this day, and slowly we headed toward the edge of the land that dropped away into the crater about fifty yards ahead. When we got to the edge, Makua stopped and leaned heavily on his walking stick. 
This overlook of Kilauea crater in Volcanoes National Park is a dramatic locality to say the least. First-time visitors often stop and just stare, awestruck at the extraordinary experience of suddenly finding themselves right on the edge of the caldera, many hundreds of vertical feet above a lake of black stone that stretches away for more than a mile in all directions. On this day, steam was rising from fissures and fumaroles scattered across the wrinkled broken surface below, and there, to the right, was the immense pit of Halema‘uma‘u, the very place I had done ceremony in the darkness the night before. The air was crystal clear, a light breeze murmuring among the ‘ohi‘a trees along the rim. 
I turned and looked at the summit of Mauna Loa behind us. Above the rounded mountaintop hovered a curious lenticular cloud, a huge one many miles across that resembled a stack of three immense flying saucers parked on top of each other. Makua followed my glance. “Interesting clouds,” he observed with a grin. It was more than interesting. In all the years I had lived in the islands, I had never seen their kind before. 
After another thoughtful look at the cloud formation, Makua led us to the left, walking slowly along the caldera’s rim with the aid of his stick. “This place is called ‘Uwe Kahuna,” he said, “the tears of the kahuna.” This is where we came to cry for a vision; it is a place of power both for men and for women.” 
Without further comment, Makua took us first to the women’s place, a locality where women made medicine, doing their own versions of ceremony and ritual and leaving heartfelt offerings for the goddess. Others who had been there before us had left leis and flower offerings now dried and hanging on the dwarfed trees and shrubs. Their prayers were still there as well. 
Approaching the precipice, Makua helped Jill to sit right on the very edge, her legs dangling straight down over hundreds of feet of open space above the crater floor directly below. I looked uneasily at the ground. There were long cracks paralleling the rim, and she was sitting between those fissures and the edge. The elder then reached down and picked some bright red berries from the  ‘ohelo shrubs that grew in tufts here and there. He gave some to Jill and then to me before tossing his own berries into the crater. We followed his example as he murmured, “These belong to Pele.” 
Next, Makua gestured that Jill was to stay here, beckoning me to follow him. The two of us then walked over to the men’s place of power farther up the rim. After a hundred yards or so, he stopped and pointed to a large stone. “That’s all that remains of a heiau (temple) that once stood here. This is a good place to make offerings,” he gestured toward a ti leaf-wrapped object placed on the stone’s summit. I wondered if perhaps he had left it there himself before our arrival. 
The chief and I stood in silence for long moments, taking in the spectacular view. Then, propping himself against the stone and indicating the length of his intricately carved walking stick with a sweep of his hand, Makua said, “This is my story.” He pointed to the sculpted head at its apex. The face had a grimacing open mouth, which was very Polynesian in style, and wide-open eyes that curved back and up. 
“This is Kanaloa, the  akua [deity] of the deep ocean. He was among the first who came here from the stars—from the star you call Sirius, to be precise. We have several names for Sirius, including ‘A‘A, burning bright.” Makua smiled. 
“Kanaloa came here from ‘A‘A with his wife Malei‘ula.” He pointed to another carved face farther down the stick. “She is a fish goddess. They came here in a celestial canoe made of light. They found this Earth covered with water, much like their home world, and they dove deep. They decided to stay. They sent the canoe of light back to ‘A‘A, and it eventually returned here bearing the water clan people.” 
“Are you of the water clan, Makua?” I asked. He nodded with satisfaction. “I am.” He thought for a moment as he regarded his walking stick with great affection. “I am also a whale—and the whales are the record keepers. 
“This  ko‘oko‘o [staff],” he continued, “tells only part of my story, of course. Here,” Makua said, pointing to a stack of parallel lines lower on the stick, “these are the ancestors ... my ancestors.” Makua’s voice drifted off, and I watched as his dark eyes seemed to lose focus. 
I observed the Hawaiian elder with great interest. Makua looked the part of a kahuna in every way—from his bushy long hair, which was white on the surface and dark underneath, to the cloud of his white beard that framed his tanned face and spilled down his chest. Makua picked up my thoughts as I examined him, and immediately he glanced at me with a grin. Uh-oh. I had forgotten his clairvoyance, and his ability to pick up on my thoughts made me nervous, but he simply laughed with the joy of it then turned toward the crater right below us. “I must call the ancestors now, to witness what will transpire between us on this day.” 
With that, Makua closed his eyes for long moments, and when he opened them again, he began to chant in Hawaiian. As his voice rose, I listened to the tiers of Polynesian words as they flowed out of his mind and rolled off his tongue, his beard and hair lifting with the winds that circled around us. 
In response to his voice, I felt the daydreamy state of light trance begin to descend upon me, and I watched, enthralled, as he began to physically transform right before my eyes. It was as though he were assuming form after form as he addressed the people of the past. There, right in front of me, Makua was shape-shifting as his consciousness became objectified in ancestor after ancestor as he spoke their names, and it slowly dawned on me that what I was seeing were his ancestors as they touched him, each in turn becoming one with him as he, in turn, became one with them. 
I understood with complete conviction what was transpiring. He was using his own body, as well as his mind, to create a bridge across space-time. He was literally functioning as a gateway for his ancestors to step into our world once again—and I could see it happening right before my eyes. He was more than just a wisdom keeper or medicine man. Makua was a shaman. 
There is a lot of confusion today about the kind of spiritual work done by shamans as compared to that done by medicine people. This confusion exists because every shaman is a medicine person but not all medicine people are shamans. In my experience, most medicine people are not shamans but tend to be ceremonialists and ritual leaders, invoking the spirits in much the same way as do the priests in our structured organized religions. Some also possess great knowledge of the healing arts and conduct healing ceremonies that can be very powerful as well as effective. But the work of the medicine man or woman usually takes place here in this world of things seen, whereas shamans do their main work in the spiritual realms of things hidden. 
All authentic shamans discover, often in childhood, that they have the ability to perceive the spirit worlds of things hidden. They possess the ability to enter trance very easily, and when they do, they literally “regeography” their conscious awareness in an altered state into a parallel reality, which is all around us all the time. It is called the spirit world in every culture because the first thing the shamanic initiate learns is that this hidden world is inhabited. It is populated by spiritual beings of various kinds, the spirits of nature, of the animals and plants and elementals, as well as the spirits of dead humans, the ancestors, many of whom may maintain an active relationship with living individuals in their kin groups. Also found here are higher dimensional levels where shamans may encounter the higher organizing intelligences sometimes called angels or guides. 
Through relationship with these spirits, shamans are able to do various things, initially on behalf of themselves and then increasingly on behalf of others. This is why shamans do their main work in that world. Sanctified by their initiations and furnished with their spirit allies, the shamans alone among humans can venture into the mystical geography of the spirit world. 
This was what Makua was doing as he continued to lean on his stick, his support—but it was much more than physical support. His stick represented the support of Kanaloa and his wife and of all the ancestors recorded there as he summoned them to come and watch and listen to our words. As he chanted, his eyes ranged outward through the living air across the crater to the forested rim beyond. We were standing right on the edge of the caldera, the ground around us fractured and broken, with wide cracks revealing the next chunks of volcanic real estate destined to crash into the depths below, hopefully not on this day. I stood very still and listened to the beautiful flow of Hawaiian words, which continued for half an hour or more. Long-tailed, white tropic birds called 
 koa‘e by the Hawaiians that nest in the high cliffs on the islands, including the walls of the crater, rose to his voice and circled in the air above, occasionally looking down at us curiously before knifing away on the wind. 
The chief smiled as they came and went, then he turned his attention to the great pit of Halema‘uma‘u below us. I heard the name Pelehonuamea repeated several times—Pele of the Sacred Earth—and understood that he was calling to her, summoning her to join us here on the ridge. And then the most amazing thing happened. It began with a static charge of electricity that I could feel building around us. My skin began to crawl. It was as though lightning was about to strike, yet the sky was clear except for the stack of lenticular clouds above the mountain’s summit. They had not moved an inch, despite the stiff breeze. As I felt the charge building, I was suddenly covered in “chicken skin” (or goosebumps, to mainlanders). My hair and beard were cut quite short at the time, but I could feel that charge of  mana (power) causing my hair to stand up—and I watched, astonished, as Makua’s hair and beard began to stand out as well. It was as though we had put a hand on one of those round metal devices in science museums designed to conduct electricity. 
Makua’s hair and beard continued to expand around his face and head like a halo, and then the Hawaiian elder finished his prayer by lifting any kapu, any restrictions, to our upcoming talk. With the cessation of his words, the charge slowly diminished until our hair and skin and the air around us returned to their normal state. Makua smoothed back his hair and beard with a practiced gesture and a laugh. “Now we can talk.” 
We walked back along the rim of the crater, inviting Jill to rejoin us, then moved our vehicles to a small turnaround just beyond the parking lot entrance where a picnic shelter had been put up by the Park Service for tourists. It was a simple structure backed up against a wall of solidified lava, and its wooden uprights were crowned by several sheets of corrugated metal roofing under which stood two standard wooden picnic tables with long benches along both sides. A metal trash can completed the ambiance with a portable  lua (chemical toilet) to one side, partially concealed by an ‘ohi‘a tree with ferns at its base. A large volcanic stone rested like a seated witness just next to the shelter. 
Makua sat down heavily on one of the benches behind a table. Adjusting his hips and back into a relatively comfortable position, he let his breath out slowly as he continued to lean on his stick. His wounds obviously provided him with ongoing discomfort, even after all these years. The kahuna looked us over speculatively as Jill and I seated ourselves across from him. Smiling, he said, “The office is now open. How may I be of service to you?” 

2
Makua’s Office
My first long encounter with Makua was having a very good beginning. As I observed the Hawaiian elder closely, I could feel his mana, his personal creative power and his life force, building up a field of energy around us. This was easier to feel than it is to describe. I glanced quickly at Jill, and there was no question. She grinned at me. She could feel it too. The anthropologist within me was thrilled beyond belief. By chance, I had found myself in the presence of an authentic kahuna elder, and in the old days, the kahuna were believed to be able to bend the laws of the universe to their will. I felt heady and light with spontaneous upwellings of joy. 
The kahuna’s office suited him well. I took in the minimalist structure of the park picnic area with its sides open to our wild surroundings and said, “Your office, huh? Great spot! Low rent!” We all laughed, and Makua countered, “And I bring the Ford Foundation folks here too.” A most interesting conversation then unfolded in layers as we slowly began to reveal ourselves to each other by sharing what we had all been doing while on walkabout through this particular life cycle. 
I asked Makua for more information about his relationship with the Ford Foundation and learned that one of the directors had been brought into connection with him by chance, a meeting that had impressed the Ford guy considerably. This powerful individual now regarded Makua as a sort of personal spiritual adviser; it became a relationship in which Makua was provided with funding that allowed the chief to attend various international conferences and visit with the many Native American nations. As he spoke of his travels that had taken him all over the United States and to Africa, I understood that Makua was now regarded as an esteemed elder and major spokesman for the world’s indigenous peoples. 
DISCUSSING THE ANCESTORS
Knowing something about Polynesia and its customs, I first asked Makua about his life and his genealogy, then listened open-mouthed as he mentioned some of his illustrious family members. In Polynesia, one’s genealogy determines the nature of one’s relationship to the universe, and this means that genealogy is everything. In Makua’s case, he was in an active and ongoing relationship with his ancestors in spirit who served as his advisers and attendants. On his mother’s side of the family, he was a seventh-generation direct descendant of High Chief (and King) Kamehameha Nui,[2] and on his father’s, he was directly descended through seven generations from High Chief Keoua Ku‘ahu‘ula, the famous cousin of Kamehameha. Makua told me of how the two had originally been raised as boys in the court of High Chief Kalani‘opu‘u, with whom Captain James Cook, the British explorer and navigator who accidentally stumbled across the Hawaiian Islands in the late 1700s, also had dealings. 
The story of Cook, as well as his inglorious end at Ka‘awaloa on the edge of Kealakekua Bay, is very well known and needed no replication here. Instead, Makua proceeded to tell me an extended story of how the beloved Keoua, the high chief, had been sacrificed by his cousin Kamehameha in 1791 below the heiau at Pu‘ukohola, the Mound of the Whale, near the presentday town of Kawaihae in the district of Kohala. He spoke of how Kamehameha had needed a human sacrifice to sanctify his newly built temple and how he had summoned Keoua to come. 
High Chief Keoua had recently suffered some severe military defeats, and to top it off he had lost many of his soldiers in a volcanic eruption, an event that convinced him that Ke Akua, the Gods, had turned against him. He knew that if he defied Kamehameha’s invitation, this usurper (for Keoua was the rightful paramount chief of the island of Hawai‘i) would send his soldiers to slaughter Keoua and his people in the district of Ka‘u. Keoua thus knew his fate was sealed and that there was only one way he could save his people—to sacrifice himself. 
Accordingly, he sailed with his supporters for the district of Kohala on the island’s northwestern side, knowing that only the highest could be used as a sacrifice to sanctify a heiau and that he had to volunteer for the honor. The night before his arrival, Keoua withdrew from his supporters and attendants, and in a last act of defiance he cut off his own penis, thus making himself an imperfect sacrifice. The following day, he and those who elected to accompany him into death arrived at the beach below the heiau, and there they were killed by Kamehameha’s warriors. 
High Chief Keoua’s body, and those of his attendants, were taken as human sacrifices into the new heiau, and it was from this temple that Kamehameha then launched his conquest of the Hawaiian Islands to become the first king,  ka mo‘i. 
Makua, a direct descendant of both men, was thus a  pili chief, implying an unseverable relationship, a sacred man of high degree, a living deity according to tradition, an exalted chief  lani ali‘i, the descendant of a brother and a sister who had separated seven generations ago, creating two lineages that had come together once again through his mother and his father. 
As we talked together with afternoon light softening and the wind whispering around us, I suddenly perceived something with absolute clarity. If the Hawaiian monarchy had survived the illegal machinations of the American president William McKinley and his political henchmen with the support of the U.S. military, Makua’s exalted genealogy might well have projected him into being the current king—the King of Hawai‘i. 
I was sitting in the presence of an authentic king. 
In response to his personal revelations, I told him something of what I knew about my own ancestors, and how my father had informed me about the long line of rulers stretching back across time from all four of my grandparents. “On my father’s father’s side, our family name was originally Wesselman Van Helmond. My father once recounted to me that his ancestors had been the lords of Castle Helmond located in north Brabant (in what is today the eastern Netherlands) since the late 1700s. Accordingly, I as the eldest son would have held a title in the old days; in confirmation of this, the family crest on the ring that I wear depicts a crown above the customary knight’s helmet and shield, with eagles on both sides and above the crown. My full name would thus have been Henry Barnard Wesselman Van Helmond III.” 
Makua was delighted with this information, so I continued. 
“On my father’s mother’s side of the family lineage, my father claimed that we were descended from William the Conqueror, the Duke of Normandy and King of England a thousand years ago. Through the marriage of William’s descendant King Henry II to Eleanor of Aquitaine, we were directly descended from Charlemagne, Eleanor’s ancestor, the Holy Roman Emperor in the eighth century. But from which of Queen Eleanor’s ten children the lineage of descent to my father’s mother’s family continued is unknown to me.” 
In relating this to Makua, I told him that much of this family lore was unconfirmed by hard research, but he brushed this aside. “Oral tradition was always our way,” he proclaimed with fervor. “And your mother’s family?” 
“On my mother’s side, there were a lot of Scots, Germans, French, and Italians,” I went on. “In fact, my maternal grandfather’s name was French, but his mother was descended from the d’Estes, a wellknown noble Italian family called the Estenzi that prospered from the late tenth to the early nineteenth centuries. They had built the famous Villa d’Este near Rome during the Renaissance, and members of the d’Este family were the Dukes of Bologna and Ravenna.” I paused, glancing at the chief. He looked approvingly at me. 
“Through my mother’s mother,” I went on, “we were said to be descended from Clan Stuart, the ruling house of Scotland from 1371 to 1603 and of England and Scotland from 1603 to 1649, and 1660 to 1714.” 
“The Stuarts,” said the chief thoughtfully. “They are descended from the ruling families of Egypt—from the Pharaohs.” 
I paused. “How do you know this, Makua?” 
He glanced down at his walking stick. “From the chants,” he replied. “It is all recorded there, in our oral tradition that stretches back across thousands of years—even tens of thousands of years. It is the story of human migrations. I can trace my own genealogies back through all of Polynesia, through southeast Asia, and even through a branch that went into Tibet and beyond. 
“The chants extend even further back into the Middle East, and to Persia and Egypt. It’s all there in the chants,” he said, looking me over speculatively. Then he volunteered, “The Tahitian people, for example, are descended from far-ranging Egyptians who traveled into the oceanic world, into Polynesia where they decided to remain. The academics,” he grinned at me, “have cast doubt upon this, but this is their job, I guess—to create separation.” He laughed long and hard and then mentioned a young Hawaiian man I had met at the Frank Lloyd Wright house just days before, revealing that his family had come from Tahiti. I thought about him and reflected that his face would not look out of place among the  souks (markets) of Egypt. 
“Do you know all these chants?” I asked him. 
“I do,” Makua replied calmly. “When I was a little boy, I was required by my parents to learn them and recite them from memory, over and over. My mother and father were kahuna on both sides. My dad was blind, by the way. At dinnertime, my grandmother would gently tell me to begin, and as long as I continued chanting, I could eat. When I ran out of information,” he laughed, “that was the end of dinner for me. I learned fast.” 
Together we laughed for a few moments; then Makua looked at me with renewed interest. “You are descended from a long line of chiefs, like me.” His satisfaction in knowing this was palpable. His dark eyes bore directly into mine, and he laid his warm brown hand on my arm to reinforce the point. From that moment on, our talk became even more interesting. 
INITIATION
“Our rulers today are not what they once were,” I observed offhandedly. “How many among our kings and queens, our presidents and prime ministers, know what it is to be an authentically initiated ruler?” 
Makua nodded speculatively and immediately enhanced the thread of our conversation. “That’s the key—authentic initiation. And what does it mean to experience authentic initiation?” he asked to no one in particular. Then he continued, “If our current leadership had experienced authentic initiation, the world today would be quite different. Western people have largely forgotten what that means. Non-Western people too.” 
“When I was in my early twenties,” I began hesitantly, “I was very much in search of initiation and so filled with fire and political fervor that I served as a U.S. Peace Corps volunteer in western Nigeria in the middle 1960s, teaching science classes in two different colleges during my time there. This is where I became interested in indigenous spiritual wisdom. I lived with people of the Yoruba tribe for two years, and when I came home, I was different. I had changed dramatically. I was only dimly aware of something that had happened there—I had attracted the attention of some of the African spirits, the  orisha, but I wouldn’t discover this until years later. Having seen unimaginable poverty and human suffering, I was also fully committed to making the world a better place.” 
I paused. I had the chief’s complete attention, and so I continued with my train of thought. 
“I got involved in politics upon my return as a committed liberal. Then Richard Nixon was elected president in 1968, and I was stunned. I could see him quite clearly for who he was, as well as what he wasn’t, and I simply couldn’t believe that this man had been chosen to be the ruler. This was the end of my confidence in the possibility of social change through the political process. It felt as though I lost a part of my soul when that man assumed the presidency.” 
I considered the big Hawaiian watching me thoughtfully, then came to a decision. “I have a confession to make, Makua. I have not been able to participate in the whole voting process ever since, a personal preference that has earned me a lot of criticism from my friends and colleagues. Even Jill votes faithfully in each election, yet I just can’t seem to get emotionally involved in the process. It just doesn’t move me.” 
“I don’t vote either,” said the chief calmly, looking off toward the distant horizon. I immediately perked up. “Why don’t you vote, Makua?” I needed to hear what he had to say. 
“It’s simple. When you vote for politicians, you give them your mana, your personal power. Most politicians are double-tongues, as our Native American cousins have observed.” He grinned. “Politicians will say whatever they wish in order to get us to vote for them. But once we have voted for them, they can do whatever they want. And we can’t do anything about it because they have our mana. We gave it to them when we voted for them.” He paused and then concluded, “In looking at who is in power in the government today, as well as who and what they are, I am not going to give these people my mana.” 
The kahuna sat in thought for long moments, then continued, “The political system in the Western world is organized in a way that preserves the tradition of the moneyed interests who are controlling the government. The amount of money needed to win a campaign is now so great that candidates with any possibility of winning are already so much a part of the system that they are not likely to significantly change it. Those who disagree with this perception simply don’t have the experience to know what they’re talking about. I learned this when I was in the military.” 
We sat in silence for long moments, listening to the breeze blowing through the trees. Jill had left us to go on a short walk, allowing the two of us to just be together man to man. As we observed the light fading toward late afternoon, Makua continued. 
“I was not a particularly good student when I was in school,” Makua said, changing the subject. “School was boring.” We both laughed. “And we Hawaiians got beaten when we spoke our own language as kids.” 
“Are you fluent in Hawaiian?” I asked him. 
“I am. It was my first language until I was five years old. There are things I intend to discuss with you—things I can talk with you about in English that I could never talk about in Hawaiian because they are kapu, restricted,” he smiled. “There is always a loss, of course, because the English language is limited. It can never convey the depth or the richness that our Hawaiian words carry.” 
He paused again, then smiled and returned to his original thoughtline. “I completed virtually all my coursework for a college degree, and then I just walked away. It just didn’t move me, as you pointed out. There was no value in it for me. It was just an exercise.” He laughed. 
Makua hardly seemed uninterested in life and learning. And then he confirmed this by adding, “I did a lot of reading in those days and in the years that followed. Do you know that Plato, the Greek philosopher, was democracy’s fiercest critic?” Makua’s eyebrows shot up with excitement. This was the last thing I expected from a Hawaiian kahuna elder, and yet I was coming to understand the degree to which this man had walked in both worlds, his and ours. I was beginning to perceive his depth. 
“Plato listened to the talk-story of all those arrogant Athenian idealists,” he went on with a chuckle, “and he knew that the rest of the Greek clans [he used a Polynesian perspective here] just couldn’t stand them!” He burst out laughing, and I did too, while I scrambled to remember my one college philosophy class. I had read Plato’s  Republic, but most of what I learned was long gone. Plato was a dense read. Makua sensed this and continued. 
“Plato was aware that the average farmer or fisherman, artisan or warrior—in a nutshell the commoners—simply had no idea what qualities and abilities were required of a ruler, and because of this, he knew that to give them the vote was a vast mistake. Folks are not all at the same level in their understanding of themselves and the world and how it works at any one given slice of time. Plato saw that democracy was an illusion, an idealistic one that could never succeed because of this. He knew that only those trained to be rulers from birth had the knowledge, the initiation, and the skills required to be rulers, and accordingly, only they had the necessary foundation to be able to choose who among them should rule.” 
I thought about this decidedly elitist perspective as Makua paused again. He was a chief and so had the chiefly perspective. “The key to success is always authentic initiation, isn’t it?” he went on. “But what exactly does this mean?” He smiled and left the thought hanging for another long moment, then finished it, as though speaking to the invisible others who were with us. “It means knowing with absolute certainty  who you are, as well as  where you are.” 
Makua changed the subject once again and asked me, “What do you do as an anthropologist?” I realized that I was being evaluated, and I gathered my thoughts to reply. 
PALEOANTHROPOLOGY
I was originally trained as an evolutionary and environmental biologist up to my master’s degree level; later, I switched into anthropology when I was accepted for my doctoral work at Berkeley. While there I became friends with an esteemed professor who was running an expedition in Ethiopia, and when he saw my resumé and experienced the depth of my knowledge in seminars, he invited me to go into the field with his expedition to take on a particular project for my doctoral dissertation research. 
“And so for the past twenty-five years, I have been doing field research with several international scientific expeditions, exploring the ancient eroded landscapes of eastern Africa’s Great Rift Valley in search of the fossilized bones of the early humans who lived in those places millions of years ago,” I began. “I apply my knowledge of biology to the study of fossils, and I am especially interested in the fossils of the animals among whom our early ancestors lived, especially small vertebrates like mice and rats, insectivores, and bats that tend to be very habitat-specific. I use the fossilized bones of these small creatures to reconstruct the paleoenvironments of the sites at the time they were laid down in the remote past.” I paused. Makua seemed riveted. I wondered if it was my mention of ancestors. 
“I began doing this fieldwork when I was a doctoral student at Berkeley in 1971, and across the next five years or so, I got to rub elbows with some real science notables, including Don Johanson, Lucy’s discoverer, and members of the famous Leakey family.” Again I paused for a moment. I wasn’t sure these names meant anything to the Hawaiian elder, and it sounded like I was namedropping. But I continued to have the chief’s complete attention. 
“I am still doing this work today. In fact, I am currently working with a group of research scientists headed by Dr. Tim White in the Middle Awash Valley in Ethiopia. I was there, out in the tribal lands of the Afar peoples, just this past year when we found something really interesting. 
“We are currently excavating the fossilized bones of a partial skeleton of a single individual—an early form of human whose scientific name is  Ardipithecus ramidus. This ancestral species is a million and a half years older than Lucy, an early and still quite primitive ancestor. We call it Ardi for short, and it is so primitive that it may in fact prove to be an intermediate species between humans and apes that none other than Charles Darwin himself predicted we would eventually recover in Africa.”[3]
Makua looked very thoughtful as he mulled this over. “Ancestors,” he concluded with satisfaction. “You are connecting with the ancestors. They are calling you back. How far back have they drawn you?” 
“Between four and a half and six million years ago,” I replied, expecting him to be impressed. 
“Wow!” he laughed explosively, picking up on my expectation and delighting in this unexpected turn of events. “Sounds like you are working at the top of your field.” 
I just looked at him. “That’s why I was completely unprepared for what happened to me here in Hawai‘i in the middle 1980s—the experiences published in my book  Spiritwalker.” He watched me with alert interest and waited for me to continue. 
THE VISIONARY
As I thought about what had happened in my visionary experiences recorded in  Spiritwalker, I wondered if this meeting with Makua was in some way part of the matrix, part of the pattern that was still continuing to unfold. I knew that Makua had read it, but for those readers who have not, it is a nonfictional, autobiographical narrative of an ongoing continuum of spontaneous visionary experiences that took me, a highly trained and accomplished scientist, completely by surprise. As I have mentioned previously, these events happened while I was living with my family on our small farm in Kona in the late 1980s. I began to have what I call “altered-state experiences” in which my awareness was drawn into connection with the mind of another man. And for the duration of each episode, it was as though I  was him—as though I was there, and I mean really there. 
His name is Nainoa, he is of Hawaiian ancestry, and he lives in a large farming collective somewhere on the western coast of North America. I also know that he lives in a different slice of time. He measures time by generations, and from his perspective he lives in the future roughly two hundred and fifty generations since a period of time he calls “The Fall.” If we agree on twenty years per generation, that translates as roughly five thousand years, and I have come to understand through my connections with him that The Fall is the collapse of Western civilization. 
Now this may sound incredibly flaky to those who live and work in the mainstream of the Western world, and especially to those who work in science, but I know as an anthropologist that such experiences are accepted with equanimity in the indigenous world. They are even expected under certain circumstances. The knowledge that this is considered “normal” in some cultures was and is one of the foundation stones that I held on to in order to retain my grip on what we call reality. 
In Nainoa’s world, everything we take for granted is totally and inexorably gone—from Starbucks and cars, to freeways and cities. My ongoing visionary connections with him have revealed much about the world we are walking straight into if we continue to do business as usual. This has presented me with a slice of apocalyptic knowledge, but what was totally unexpected is that Nainoa began to have the same kinds of visionary connections in reverse. He began to connect with me in my slice of reality and time. 
“From Nainoa’s perspective,” I told Makua, “he was making contact with the mind and soul of one of his ancestors—me.” Makua grinned broadly and nodded. “This threw the entire complex into an entirely new light for both of us. If I was his ancestor, and he my descendant, this could explain part of the causality for the connection between us.” 
Makua was watching me closely. I understood that he knew considerably more than I about the nature of such connections, as well as about visionary experiences. Again, Makua was a kahuna, a title implying mastery, and a label not lightly given, nor lightly carried, by the one who owned it. I knew he was monitoring my thoughts and emotions as they surged this way and that, seeking escape from the quandary of confusion, searching constantly for meaning as well as understanding. The other books I would write in this trilogy, which were published in 1998 and 2001, would record aspects of my search. But on that day, the last day of the year in 1996 with Makua, much was still coming into being, and I sensed rightly that the chief knew this and that he had come to help me out. His words then took me into new territory in terms of how I perceived these experiences. 
“The positive polarity of spiritual experience is validation,” he volunteered. There was no hiding from this guy, I thought. I smiled and nodded as he continued. 
“We have been drawn together for a reason. We agreed to have this meeting before we were born, before we came into this life. I have been looking for you for a long time. I knew that we would eventually meet. I just didn’t know when—or where.” 
“Why, Makua? How did you know this?” The scientist within me needed to hear him say it. 
“We agreed to meet up during this life so that we could continue the work we began together so very long ago.” He left the thought hanging, his eyes luminous in their knowing. “We have a responsibility, you and I, and Jill as well.” He glanced over his shoulder, and Jill, who had now returned from her walk, grinned at us. She was listening intensely. 
“What is coming into being is all part of the plan that was set into motion by the ancestors long ago. It’s what we all signed up for!” Makua laughed with the pure joy of it, his bushy beard quivering with mirth. “There are things we must discuss, things that will come into being through our knowing of each other,” Makua said, gesturing to Jill, as she too was part of this new relationship. 
“None of this has happened by accident. There is a hidden agenda at work here, one of which you and I can only be partially aware, for there are others involved, and they too affect the form of it.” Once again I experienced a sense of wonder as I considered the shape of what seemed to be coming into being. 
We looked at each other with approval and with a growing sense of confidence that all was just as it was meant to be. Makua grinned and laughed again. “Everything appears to be right on track!” It was a statement I would hear him make many times in the years to come. 
THE CONVERGENCE
I was a Westerner. Makua was an indigenous elder. We lived in different worlds, yet those realities were now beginning to converge, and we were being drawn closer together. The friendship between us had taken root, yet I was also aware through my training as an anthropologist how important protocol was to indigenous people. I suspected (rightly) that I would have to find my way into correct alignment with this Hawaiian elder. I also felt reassured that he would wait for me to find my way, and that he already knew that transgressions would occur. 
Neither of us knew  for sure what would eventuate. But there was expectation, and in response, the unknown began to open and beckon to us both. 
That first long day together we spoke of many things, freely shared from the heart, carried on our breath, on our Ha, and we were all simultaneously aware that this dialogue possessed a vitality and an energy that was new. He spoke of the voyaging canoe  Makali‘i, berthed in the harbor at Kawaihae, and how it had become a floating school on which Hawaiians were rediscovering themselves and their heritage. He even surprised me by saying that I would sail on the canoe, if that was my wish, and that a great transoceanic voyage to Rapa Nui, Easter Island, was in the planning stage. 
As a writer, I understood that all this was also going to be very difficult to capture with the written word. Yet feelings of warmth, friendship, and trust grew between us. All along the way, the Hawaiian elder exuded power and gentleness, wisdom and humility—all enriched with his heartfelt aloha. 
As the late afternoon shadows grew long and the light softened, the time of departure approached. I noted that the lenticular clouds above Mauna Loa were still there. Makua looked at them too, then glanced at me curiously and said, “I am aware that your descendant Nainoa is tapping into your mind to recover lost knowledge of the past. He is, isn’t he?” 
I nodded, startled. When the process happened in reverse and I felt the presence of Nainoa in my mind here, large chunks of information would emerge from my memory banks, and I was aware that this was happening in response to his need to know—about lightbulbs, for example, or my car and how it worked, what the tires were made of, things like that. The older man laughed and then observed offhandedly that there was much that could be shared that would be of value to Nainoa and his people in the distant future. 
It was then that it dawned on me: Makua intended to pass sacred knowledge to me that was actually meant for this man, Nainoa, my once and future self. It put me, a mainstream scientist, in a very interesting position. And yet this was in complete alignment with my understanding that shamans (in this case, myself as shamanic practitioner and Makua as the source of information) were always the ones who used their own bodies and minds to create transpersonal bridges—between the inner and outer worlds, and in my case, between myself in the now and my descendant in the then. 
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