Journey to the Mountain Spirits

Mendo harvests pepper grass to snack on and cuts a fruit of the prickly pear along with a
couple pads of the same cactus. He slices off the thorns with his knife and wraps the bounty into
his now-dry bandana.

Bits of ripped fabric can be seen clinging to branches in the riverbed, belaying morsels of
information from the ferocious flood. His friends are missing and he is on his own. He has had
plenty of practice in the art of solitude from hunting and scouting for his band. Yet he cannot
seem to shake the sense of unnatural occurrences and the weight of overwhelming odds. Feeling
the pressure of exhaustion he retreats to the natural cover of tree canopy where he swiftly sparks
a cooking fire from chert and steel.

Prickly pear cactus pads roast in the side bed of coals adjacent to a low, licking fire.
Mendo sits criss-crossed on raw dirt, sharpening a willow stick in which to pierce the prickly
pear when his ears become alert of footsteps over fallen branches in the afterglow of the evening.
From the shadows comes the sound of unknown terror. When out strides a mountain lion, eyes of
ebony on a muscular mahogany frame. The predatory feline eyes belie nothing of its intentions

as it studies the sitting form in the glow of the nearby fire.

Mendo prickles with electrical excitement. Nerves flood with endorphins coursing
adrenaline to all of his organs and extremities. His skin feels as though it is breathing, all of
himself alive in unison. Muscles clench unconsciously with thousands of his ancestors' instincts
embedded in his genome. His breath halts, then restarts. Silence seems an eternity. He slowly

moves his left hand to the ground to get up, reconsiders, and outstretches his dominant right arm



with a stick with a prickly pear fruit on the end towards the cougar on the edge of his vision.
“Come, friend or foe, and take what you may.” Mendo says steadily, “I am but a man, lost on his
way, seeking his friends and the sacred path.”

“Seek unto none but yourself, for none other than yourself shall find what it is that you
seek.” Whispers the cougar. Mendo recoils visibly but ultimately regains his composure.

The lion approaches at a circular angle, an eye fixed on the human. The quadruped stops
within an arm’s reach and takes a bite from the offered cactus fruit. Then, the cat sits back onto
its hindlegs, chest proudly displayed in the air.

“I am Meshra. My people have roamed these mountains for countless generations and
many are buried beneath our feet. The world feeds on its own and provides us a feast. Fair trade

if you ask me. Human, it is you I seek, and alas, here I am.”

Reflected firelight flickers in the sky turquoise blue eyes of Mendo burn with sincerity.
His soul alights in ecstatic exhilaration. He moves to his knees and bows; tops of his feet and his
head touch the ground.

Once aright and spine straight, he exclaims, “Ah, you must be my Spirit Kin. I am Mendo
of the crescent people. I have seen you walk in my dreams and when I have quested for visions. I
am one of five that had been sent into the mountains by the Elder Council tasked with contacting
the Mountain Spirits to improve the health and balance of the planet. ”

Mendo continues, “The people tell of a time of flying aeroplanes and automobiles that
skimmed over the vast, never-ending overgrown roads. They tell of a garden of Eden, a paradise
of plentiful food and water, tea leaves on bushes tall as a man, hot mineral pools of water for

soaking, open-aired sporting arenas and giant taverns serving up animals from land and sea



harvested worldwide. The time of abundant clean air and goodwill amongst humanity as a global
tribe. All of the good innovations backfired when poisons spewed by people’s machines soiled
the water and air, bringing disease and societal collapse in its wake. Only the oldest amongst us
remembers these times and most of the wizen are turned mad by age and time.”

“The land has been shuddering in sickness, convulsing and contracting with intense
tectonic shaking of the Earth’s crust, storms move faster and with more severity, seasons are not
so secure in their separation. Harmony has been upended by the weight of a double-edged sword.
Animals mutate and act aggressive or extra skittish, as if on edge. People sicken and land is
tainted in strange, foreboding zones. The youngest, strongest cusp of warriors had been chosen to
walk this mountain pilgrimage. We have been separated by a tremendous flash flood. I am
humbled and honored to join your presence, Lord Meshra.” Concluded Mendo stoically.

“I am no lord, Lord Mendo. I too am honored and humbled. I come with a message and I
must be urgent. The rest of my journey is to be both long and arduous. Long beyond belief. My
message is for you to stay true to yourself through all trials and tribulations. You will experience
genuine transformation young Theseus but falter not and hold fast to your constitution. Thank
you for the sustenance, my brother. We shall meet again. Be Watchful of your Awareness and
Dream Strong Mendo Laureate,” spoke Meshra.

As quick as she appeared, Meshra bounded off into the now-full all encompassing night.
No moon shone over that lonesome fire, but stars poured their light onto the planet by the

millions.

Sleep hit Mendo like a club to the head, all lights out. In the deepest depths of dream, he

was a lion on a mountaintop echoing his heart song for all the forlorn peaks and fertile valleys to



hear. His being vibrated and he heard first the whoosh of a soaring hawk circle above him which
provided comfort. A bighorn sheep clambered up the sheer slopes with grace and speed to stand
by his side, her poise magnificent. A single whitetail deer sprinted his way from the lowlands.
His antler rack shone in the dreamlight, beauty in its prime. Last came the great blonde grizzly
bear, light footed for all his stature. He joined them from the high mountain valley sanctuary.
They flew up high in the sky, circling the peak on which they were, with an odd, eerie
sensation of falling. Dropping into a cavernous hole in the mountaintop. Terrified of being
swallowed up and trapped, Mendo awoke in terror and enthusiasm. His curiosity was wet and his

senses sharpened. His friends needed him and Mendo Laureate needed his friends.

Fresh with rest, Mendo sprang to his feet both thirsty of mouth and ready to run. He
stretched his muscles and opened up his lungs with a series of short breaths followed by a few
long breaths. Then, he ran with wicked speed jumping over logs, bouncing off of roots and
tearing at a breakneck pace through the trees.

He is a scout with wild, long hair worn in two braids, one smaller coming over the crown
of his head and one larger one beneath it. His ghost blue eyes peer through a rugged face that has
seen its share of weathered storms. His young facial hair scruffs at his cheeks. He is the fastest of
his people and the most talented tracker. Mendo thinks outside of the box with creative solutions.
He is a proven hunter and that combined with his calm-headed demeanor is what landed him
leader in charge of this mission.

On his way to the creek, Mendo spotted movement. A slow black and white figure
traversing the landscape. It was a bent figure, tiny and hunched. He knew that no people lived

out here for this was a dangerous place. Yet here walked a wizened old woman. She ambled with



a slow gait, a limp and a knobbed wooden cane. Mendo watched the ambulatory figure with
wonder from afar. The figure approached a large deep, red-barked Ponderosa Pine. She was, and
then she was no more.

Mendo waited in hiding, fearful of trickery or dark magic. He waited until he could wait
no more and then charged the area where the woman had just been walking.

Her footsteps proved real upon investigation. Her form had held true weight. She was no ghost
yet she disappeared.

Mendo walked besides her prints and noted the marks her toes made along with the
imprint in the Earth from her walking cane. Her trail led directly to the massive Ponderosa Pine.
It was clearly an ancient specimen, having braved many wildfires and survived severe storms
and heavy winters of frost. The way the tree looked, it appeared as if it had been there forever
and would always be in this place. The land would not feel the same without it. The side of the
trunk which had previously been obscured from his view now revealed to his sight a
huge-burned out open interior. A mouth, a wound or a womb. Which or all, he could not define.

Without thought, he stepped inside the diameter of the stalwart trunk. The darkness
erupted then shattered into psychedelic droplet of dew energy on the interior of the Ponderosa.
His legs turned to jelly and his feet felt like they were trembling because of an earth shake.
Mendo’s body began to transmute down into the ground, dematerializing into an essence to flow
through soil and rock substrate. His vision became granular, nearly cellular by nature as he

continued to descend weightlessly hundreds and hundreds of feet into the living planet Earth.

The Drop



The sound of water droplets falling onto stone woke Mendo Laureate from his nascent
slumber. He dreamt of falling into a volcano, feathered wings instead of his usual arms, unable to
flap or fly against the weight of gravity and the pressure of the lava tube. Like a wet butterfly, he
pirroueted in a tailspin down into the molten liquid to melt him into an unrecognizable substrate
and reconstitute his atoms anew.

Mendo propped himself up, back against the wall, and began to look around. The cave
appeared dim, brownish-black, wet to the nostrils and his skin. Parts of the wall slimed with
algae. His body felt partially renewed, his mind awash with excitement. He is deep beneath the
surface of Mother Earth’s skin. Comforted to be in the world’s bosom, scared to be alone in a
vast foreign land.

With a shaky stance, Mendo rises to his feet. He cups water with both hands to splash his
face with. The water is cool, refreshing and delicious as it runs to his mouth. He can notice an
exit from his small confines as his eyes adjust to the low light. He follows the brightening
corridor turning slightly this way and that. A hard corner blinds Mendo with the full force of
golden light. Stunned, he reels back around to the darkness. Gathering himself, he closes his eye
slits so the intense transition would not blind him or fill his vision with dancing stars of light.

It was not that the next room was blinding bright by any standard. It was the transition
from pitch black to a gray silvery-gold resonance reflected off of all the surroundings of one’s
periphery that stunned the mind. Confusion is tumultuous in its frantic flight from accepting
reality. So here, Mendo Laureate’s mind broke free of its common bonds. It raced to define, fill
in the blanks, describe the context and history over time. This illumination from underground

flooded his concepts of the world. He believed all of creation was roaming on the crustal surface



skin of his Earth Mother. Yet here, and now, light resounds through the hallway like a clouded
noonday in his homeland. Cold stone wet his hands as he followed his forward steps foot by foot.

“How can this be? Existence within the Earth could not be possible, could it?”’, Mendo
whispered his pondered thoughts aloud.

He walked for six-hundred seconds along a path with slight bends left and right. The hall
seemed straight to the casual observer but Mendo took many a glances to his rear and the
original dark backdrop was obscured. It now looked like a glowing hallway, eerily similar to his
path forward into the unknown. A labyrinth, this place is meant to puzzle and disorient the
intruder. On and on, serpentine sections of the same. Mendo steeled himself with resolve to keep
his mind calm and under control. He knew not what creature calls these tunnels home nor what
carved them an eternity ago.

A gentle, lapping sound began to present itself to his ear. His keen senses were kept sharp
by years of hunting and scouting. It sounded like a sweet lullaby. The slight moisture in the air
prickled his skin, causing his exterior nerve hair to stand at a static end, erect in the atmosphere
like sensory collectors. He made like a cactus and made no movements nor gathered any breath.
Mendo listened.

He pictured water pushed onto a sandy shore and pulled back into the infinite flow of
underplanet energy. He visualized a low, crackling blaze. Slow, deep breaths. And harmonic
humming.

“Hmm na na hum na na, padma sen, hmm na na hum na na, wakan tanka wan.”

Mendo inhaled, bringing his senses closer to his body. He allowed himself space to think
about what he had just observed. Quieting doubts and fighting against conviction, he thought

openly and with intuition. All the evidence pointed to a happy camp by a stream just up ahead.



The tight confines of the walking canal opened up into a cavern with stalactite ceilings
twenty-five feet over the floor. A stream flowed perpendicular to his current direction, and
directly across the gravel bottom of the streambed lay two long marble stones covered with furs.
A green fire flickered in the dim light of this place. Light dappled the surroundings, reflecting off
of a sleeping form and a blanket wrapped figure.

The humming commenced and the standing figure turned around, revealing the elderly
lady he spied in the woods, though she appeared a bit less hunched. Her eyes shone deep brown
with green flashes dancing within, Her cane was now a staff, her attire a loose-fitting black and
white hide outfit with skunk and hare furs stitched throughout in a spiraling yin-yang. Her
blanket mosaiced in a mesmerizing mandalic design. Her gaze never faltered, yet Mendo felt as
if she were searching him all the same.

“You must be Mendo, young son,” She said, “I have been expecting you.” Her
voice carried weight.

“And who am I to you? Why are you expecting me as a visitor?” Mendo snipped back.

“Your friend Soaring Heart has spoken of you, both in conscious speech and in his
unconscious dreams.” Her words soothed. “You are you to me. And I greet you as a friend.”

“What have you done with Dante? If you have caused him harm, I will not be quick to
grant you forgiveness.” Mendo said with a quiet ferocity.

“On the contrary, I have healed the young harlequin. I will let him regale you with such
tales. Allow me to introduce myself. [ am Rah Sem, welcome to my home.”

“Harlequin? Alas, we are well met Rah Sem. I owe you my apologies and my gratitude.

Where are we?” replied Mendo.



Rah Sem, “We are in Redoubt, in the borderlands between the surface and Iliamna. I will
return with nourishment. The stream is crystal pure and clean to drink. Keep your friend’s
company and listen to his tales.”

Okay, I shall rest and...” Mendo turned to look at his friend’s sleeping form, only now
really taking in his presence. Looking back, the old woman had vanished into one of the many
side tunnels. “I’ll watch over this place.”

He laid his hand on Dante’s shoulder awhile, then ambled to the flowing water.
Filling his waterskin, then drinking from his cupped hands, he rejoiced in the delicious
spirit-giving waters. Mendo returned to the circle of green warmth and propped his back against
the fur-covered marble. His mind wandered to his parents, and to the rest of his companions.

Sleep surprised Mendo and he drifted off to sleep, sliding sideways into a sleeping position.

Grass waved across the sky, stretching towards the boundaries of his vision. Effortlessly,
the blades of grass danced to the beat of the wind, hypnotic and primal. Magical energy seemed
to emanate from the willowing vegetation, seeping into the superterranean clouds, ever dense
clenched white. Massive thunderclouds formed as drumming began, rattles shook and footsteps
echoed. The spirit veil seemed lifted. A piercing strike of lightning burst down in sudden, slow
motion to the sound of an ululating woman’s voice that sounded sacred and irreverent. The storm
clouds obnubinated the sun, punching frozen hail clusters flattening the grass. A spiraling eye of
a tornado descended towards this ground-bound form in a menacing manner.

Mendo felt cold to the bone, stiffening at the malevolent cold front. The pressure closed
in on him when all of a sudden, a gap formed in the dark thunderheads, releasing a ray of golden

light and a flying speck. The speck dove and circled close, forcing the tornado in a safe direction



with the power of its wings. The bird flew down, revealing itself to be a splendid, swift red-tailed
hawk. It perched upon the ground in front of him. The hawk spoke, “Mendo..Mennnnndooooo...
..wake up you silly land strider.”

Mendo blinked back into the waking universe through blurry eyes and heavy lids, wiping
away the crusty sleep of dream.

“Oh, Laureate, am I happy to see your pretty face. I thought I may have lost you, hell,
lost all of you to that god forsaken flood!” Dante exclaimed.

“Dante! My brother, how I have been searching for you and the remnants of our party.”
Mendo said. “Bring it in.”

Dante Soaring Heart is the son of a shaman and has a special connection with nature,
animals in specific. He can commune with animals, being able to send messages through them
and seeing through their eyes. Dante is also a promising herbalist specializing in hallucinogenic
compounds as well as beneficial healing remedies. He is dark skinned with a short, loose black
afro. He is usually adorned with many extra sewn hidden pockets and carrying numerous
pouches.

The two men embraced in a hug, long braids intertwining with loose black afro, tatters of
clothing overlapping, love for one another overflowing.

“Soaring Heart, I shall tell you of my path, but first I must listen to yours. This is the
Lady Rah Sem’s counsel. What of your trials and tribulations?”

“Rest easy and listen with an open heart and open ears,” Dante said in a calm manner.
“Build a smoke if the herb in your pocket is dry enough.” Mendo looked shocked but was aware

of his friend’s keen sense of smell. “Feel free to share Mendo.” Dante finished with a sly smirk.






