
February 15, 2009 
Awakening Visions 
 
Melvin Grey Bear, who devoted the last years of his life to bringing ceremony to 
the people, traveled often into Canada, to help the people there, to awaken their 
connection to their spirit, and to The Creator. He went to big cities, tiny villages, 
prisons, remote and urban areas.  Wherever there was the call, the need, and 
tobacco, he and his helpers made the journey. I will go into, at a later time, some 
of the aspects of those travels, and the hardship it played on him, his family, as 
well as his helpers, and their families.  
 
In this posting, I would like to tell you some of the more amazing visions that 
were shared with me by some of the people who attended these ceremonies. 
 
The stories from the Yuwipi Ceremony that were shared with me, came from 
people I had never met and whom I did not know, but who were given my number 
to call, or my address to find me, and sit and talk, as they came to grips with the 
awakening within that was so profound that it both amazed, and overwhelmed 
them. I share some of them, in here. 
 
To be clear, the Yuwipi Ceremony is a ceremony of the Plains Peoples, which 
Melvin carried to other places where people had lost or were just finding their 
own ceremonies, in order that "They may borrow these ways to help wake up in 
them, their own ways, lost over time and and oppression".    
 
One of the most disastrous forms of ongoing oppression for Indian People was 
the Residential School system which literally abducted very young children, took 
them completely away from their families, abused them, raped them, and gouged 
out of them, as much as possible, their culture and their connection to God.  
 
After years of shaming them for the color of their skin, for their race, their 
heritage, and abusing them with fear and other tortures, those who survived, 
returned as strangers to their villages, their families, and to themselves. 
Residential Schools yielded graveyards of broken spirits over the more than 100 
years that they were in place.  Multi-generational traumatized and abused, yield 
what we see today when we think of the worst that Indian Country has to offer to 
its own people.  
 
"They All Became Children, Looking at Me" 
 
One woman who phoned me the morning after the ceremony, her voice almost 
too soft to hear, in the beginning, told me that it was her first time to ceremony.  
She had wanted guidance on what she could do to help her people and her 
family.  
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"As soon as the ceremony started, I could see myself walking down an 
aisle in a huge auditorium. It was dimly lit. I was older than I am now. I 
could see the auditorium was huge, and every seat was filled. They were 
all elders.  The closer I got to the stage, the older the people in the seats 
were.  I realized that I was going onto the stage to speak to all these 
people.  The front rows were all grey-haired, Ancient Ones. I nodded to 
them as I walked by.  I walked up the steps, and took the podium. Just 
then, the lights came up and I could see all the people in their seats.  They 
had all become very young children! I could see that each had been 
abused. Some had broken arms, blackened eyes, and other wounds.  
They were all silent. They all looked at me..."   

 
She had begun to sob here. I waited.  She came back, her voice stronger. 
 

"I knew they wanted me to save them. I knew they needed healing. I 
looked at each older person, and they became children, looking at me, to 
show me where they were wounded, how they were hurt. 
 
“I know what I have to do now. I have signed up to take the Residential 
School Healing courses. I am going to get my certificate, and come back 
and help my people to heal." 

 
She phoned me a few more times over the next 18 mos, to keep me advised as 
to her progress in the program. She said that before the ceremony, she did not 
realize that she had something she could offer to her own people to help them.  
"After the ceremony," she said, "It was so clear. As if the light was on the path 
ahead of me." 
 
River of Healing, River of Life 
 
Another woman had a more simple and more profound vision during ceremony.  
 

"As soon as the ceremony started, and the singers were singing, I found I 
was standing by a river.  Next to the river was a trail of people, all sick and 
weak, looking hopeless. They were dying.  I was one of them. I was dying. 
But I knew, I KNEW, there was LIFE in that water! 
 
“I saw myself stepping into that river, one foot on the bank, and I pulled 
them, one at a time, to the water, and poured it on their heads, their 
hands, their faces. As each one received the water, they revived. I saw the 
light come back into them. They got stronger, and they brought the others 
to the waters edge, and more and more were getting healed, getting 
stronger.  
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“And then I could hear people in the distance, trying to scare people away 
from the water.." 

 
She looked at me. "What am I supposed to do?" 
 
I looked back at her. "It is your vision. Tell yourself." 
 

"I know that there is healing... I know that there is LIFE in that water." 
 
Reconnection is Vital 
 
I share these two stories with you because they are, despite being more than 10 
years old, stirring and echoing in my memory at this time.  Melvin is not with us 
anymore.  His work lives on in the thousands of lives that he touched, and the 
multitude of spirits that were awakened and reconnected in some of the darkest 
places of hopelessness and futility that I know of.  
 
These two stories came from communities where suicides, murders, drug and 
alcohol abuse, rape and molest, as well as corrupt leadership and governmental 
intimidation are the norm.   
 
For them, and for many others, the ceremony, done in the right way (not all are, 
FYI), awakened a core understanding and knowing in each of them that set them 
on a course in their lives that directed them in a profound way, to undertake 
personal missions to help their people and to help other people.  
 
They were more connected to their spirit, and to other people in a way that 
cannot be explained with mere words, or even pictures. The spark of their being 
rekindled and they were inspired.  They found within themselves a direction 
towards healing.  
 
They both had gone to the ceremony to heal their wounded spirits. In that healing 
came the direction of more healing, and their purpose in life.  
 
When I look across the vast expanse of Indian Country, and see so much 
suffering, futility, and fear, I know there is a hunger for healing and for ceremony.  
 
I know that when done in the right way, by the right people, sacred ceremony can 
bring much healing to the mind, body and spirit of us all.  It can reconnect us with 
our true self and strengthen, and inspire us to do more for ourselves by doing 
more for those around us. 
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Beware The Black Road 
 
I must caution all that there are very few authentic altars out there.  At the time 
Melvin Grey Bear was around, there were, including his, only 5.  There are many 
who claim these "powers" and misuse these ceremonies, and they cause greater 
suffering among the people.  They are walking on The Black Road. 
 
Do not let your hunger for ceremony drive you to make desperate decisions, 
which could lead you into the clutches of Black Road Medicine.  
 
The gift of Dreams and Visions is a powerful, overwhelming thing.  Do not ignore 
the guidance contained therein. Do not do anything that would alter your ability to 
have true dreams and visions.  They are at the core of each of us, and most 
especially, from what I have seen, in people of their own lands, but dormant, 
waiting for that spark, that awakening.  
 
Black Road promises much and delivers only suffering and shame. Red Road 
promises nothing but the chance to heal, body, mind and spirit, if you are willing 
to do your part by becoming a part of the greater healing.  
 
Drugs and alcohol are Black Road. They sicken the spirit, weaken the mind and 
fuel the rage and self-pity that destroys all who come in contact with it.  
 
Vanishing Point 
 
Anyone can destroy. Anyone can knock down. It is the easiest to do. We can 
define ourselves only by what we build, and what we leave for others.   
 
The Yuwipi that I knew and trusted is gone for now.  But the message lives on in 
each of us who cares to understand what it was about. We can continue to build 
and to heal, and to help one another, or we can vanish from our own inward 
weaknesses of self-pity and blame.  
 
There comes a point in our lives when each of us must choose.  Allow your 
children to see that they can also choose to heal by healing and forgiving your 
own self.  
 
Tell Your Story 
 
Tell your story. Live long enough to tell your story. Live strong enough to tell it in 
a truthful way.  Turn away from false friends who demand that you prove your 
loyalty to them by doing that which destroys your life.   
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When they see that you can walk a healing path, they may then realize that such 
things are possible for themselves and they too, change course.  Or they can 
continue along the destructive path, taking a smaller part of you with them when 
they vanish into the darkness.  
 
Be ready for the time when the light comes around again, and it shines on you, 
that you can see, understand and recognize the gift of your greater purpose in 
this life, in this world.  
 
Seek out and find those who have already begun their journey, and the light from 
their path will illuminate your path.  The light from your path, will illuminate the 
paths of countless others, whose names and faces you may never know or see, 
but whose presence in your life is unmistakably felt in the stirring of memories 
and the echoes of enlightenment.  
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


