
                                                                      

 My Journey Into The Desert

April 11, 2008: I left Denver on a cold, snowy day in April. I 

headed south, down Interstate 25 towards Santa Fe, NM. 

There were a couple of times during the drive, where the 

road conditions were so bad, I actually thought about 

turning around and driving back to Denver. Then, out of no 

where, a red-tailed hawk would appear on the side of the road as if to say, “keep going!” so I 

kept going. I saw a total of 3 hawks on this day. As dangerous as the roads were, there was 

something very peaceful and beautiful about all of the white that surrounded me at certain 

times. (Photo 2) It was very disorienting and erry, but also very magical.  The last 2 hours of the

drive were the most intense. Visibility was extremely low and by that point I was really tired. 

Luckily, I got behind an 18-wheeler, which cleared the road ahead of me and allowed me to 

push on through to Santa Fe. As I pulled in Santa Fe, the skies were clear. I met my friend, Joe 

at his art studio and we went to dinner at a restaurant called, Cowgirl. Later that night, as we 

prepared for bed, it snowed several inches, which melted the next morning.

On Saturday, April 12, 2008, after breakfast, Joe suggested 

we drive to Chimayo, New Mexico, to visit El Santuario de 

Chimayo. Once we arrived, I entered a room at the front of 

the sanctuary, which lead into a second room where the 

walls were covered with religious artifacts, pictures, and 

crucifixes. I noticed dozens of crutches, canes, and walkers covering the walls and piled up in 

corners, left by people who experienced a miracle in the Santuario's third room; a tiny space 

located at the front of the second room.  There's almost nothing in this room except a hole in 
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the floor.  This is the Posito, where believers reach down and grab a handful of dirt.  It's widely

believed that the soil is blessed, and can bring miraculous results to ailing believers who brew 

and drink the dirt (like a tea), or rub it on diseased parts of their body.  This tiny hole and the 

dirt inside is the main attraction at El Santuario de Chimayo. I didn’t require any healing, but 

decided to take some of the blessed dirt anyway. Before I did so, I said a few prayers for all of 

the people living on the earth. I was amazed at how incredibly beautiful and peaceful the 

sanctuary was. It was a beautiful piece of art.

On Sunday, April 13, Joe and I had breakfast at Santa Fe 

pastry shop, before I said goodbye and headed west. It was 

great to spend time with Joe and I was grateful for his 

hospitality. The drive from Santa Fe to Flagstaff normally 

takes about 5.5 hours, but I took my time, stopping to visit 

places  like Old Town Albuquerque, and Gallup, New Mexico. Once I crossed over into 

Arizona, I stopped by the visitor’s center and grabbed several brochures to see if any Arizona 

sites or tours caught my attention. An hour later I arrived at the Petrified Forest National Park 

and spent over an hour looking at everything that park had o offer. Once I left there, I drove to 

Meteor Crater, Arizona. I arrived at meteor crater 1 minute before they closed the gates and 

was able to explore that park for approximately thirty minutes. I had always wanted to visit 

meteor crater ever since I was a young child.  I left meteor crater and drove to Flagstaff, where I

got a hotel room and settled in for the night.
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On Monday, April 14, I left Flagstaff and drove to Sedona, 

Arizona. This drive brought me down Highway 89, through 

Oak Creek Canyon. While doing a search for a campground 

the night before, I came across an RV park named, Rancho 

Sedona. I called as soon as I pulled into Sedona and booked 

a campsite for the entire week. Sedona did not allow ground tents. Since my tent set on the bed 

of my truck, they told me that I could camp. I decided that this place would be my home for 

the next 5 days. Upon arrival, I instantly connected with Joni, a lady that worked the front 

counter. Within minutes she told me where I could find a personal tour of the Hopi Indian 

Reservation. I also inquired about  having a reading by one of the local mediums. Being a 

member of the National Metaphysical Association, Joni gave me her personal phone number so

we could get together later in the week to discuss a reading. She gave me her phone number, 

which included the digits 1-2-3. At that point I knew I was supposed to meet her. Once I pulled

into my camp site I noticed several dutch iris. Since these flowers were my mom’s favorites, I 

knew I was in the right place.

On Tuesday, April 15, I rode my bike across town to meet 

the owner of the company that Joni had put me in touch 

with to book my private tour of the Hopi Indian 

Reservation. Once I arrived at her house I walked by 

another group of purple iris. This was another sign that I 

was on the right track. Her house was beautiful. We spent the next couple of hours going over 

the details of my tour, which we planned for Sunday, April 20. During the two hours I learned 

a great deal about the Hopi culture and their traditions. We went down the list of things I 

should and shouldn’t do during my visit and gave me an idea of what I could expect during 
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my tour. During her presentation she briefed me on the history of the Colorado Plateau, and all

of the tribes that lived there, and she gave me a list of other areas to explore once I headed back

to Denver. I was fascinated to learn that the Colorado Plateau was very similar to the Tibetan 

Plateau and on opposite ends of the globe, which explained why the people from both regions 

were so spiritual and compassionate.

On Wednesday, April 16, my vacation was put on hold 

while I spent the morning working on my employer’s 

newsletter from the front seat of my truck. Once that was 

sent, my vacation resumed. I called Joni to see if she was still

interested in getting together. Even though it was her day 

off, she did want to spend some time with me. She picked me up and took me back to her 

house, which was this incredible house located in the middle of three famous Sedona 

vortexes.   Since Joni was heavily into metaphysics, she decided to do a reading for me, which 

in the end, was very similar to the readings that I had the month before at the Denver 

metaphysical fair.  She was spot on about a lot of things. I really enjoyed spending time with 

Joni.  She was my kind of people.  She made my stay in Sedona quite memorable.

On Thursday, April 17, I woke up to a chilly 35 degrees. It 

was difficult crawling out of the covers. After I ate 

breakfast I drove over to the Airport Vortex, hiked to the 

top of the mountain and did a meditation.  It was a 

beautifully clear day. At 1:30 in the afternoon I went on a 

 hike with my neighbor who goes by the name, Storm.  Storm had been a tour guide in Sedona, 

so she knew the area like the back of her hand.  After some four-wheeling in the desert, we 

ventured out to Hidden Springs, where she showed me several amazing petroglyphs. After we 
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completed our tour, we drove over to Montezuma's Well, which is this oasis out in the middle 

of the desert. The petroglyphs and oasis were completely amazing.  And Storm was amazing, 

too. She had served time in Bosnia, broken her neck and completely recovered. At 43, Storm 

was still going strong. Storm lived alone with her two cats in her simple little trailer, which was

parked in the lot directly in front of mine. Meeting people like Storm and Joni was one of the 

reasons I loved taking these types of journeys. Both were very strong women.

April 18: My last night in Sedona was just as cold as the 

previous night. I woke up at 7:30 am and immediately 

started closing camp.  After I packed up my truck, I said my 

good-byes to Storm and Joni, headed across town to pick up

a CD of Hopi music that Sandra left for me in her mailbox, 

grabbed a spot of breakfast and headed south.  My first stop was Jerome, Arizona.  Jerome, a 

historic mining town, had to be one of the most interesting small towns I had ever visited.  

Once I left Jerome I continued my  drive over the black mountains into Prescott, Arizona.  The 

drive was very steep and full of sharp curves, but very beautiful. Once I drove through 

Prescott, I kept going south until I arrived in Phoenix, Arizona. This was my first time in 

Phoenix. I ventured out to the clubs so I could add Phoenix to my list of dance clubs. 

(PHOENIX: A universal symbol of the sun, mystical rebirth, resurrection and immortality, this 

legendary red "fire bird" was believed to die in its self-made flames periodically then rise again

out of its own ashes.) For this reason, I figured Phoenix was a perfect place to visit after 

Sedona.
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On Saturday, April 19, I headed back to Flagstaff.  Once I 

was north of Phoenix, I found myself pulling off on the side

of the highway to take photos of the cactus, which 

completely fascinated me. I had never seen cactus like this. 

They were more beautiful than anything I came across in 

 Phoenix.  The two-hour drive to Flagstaff  elevation of 1117 ft (Phoenix) and ended up at an 

elevation of 7000 ft (Flagstaff).  The temperature started out at an went from 85 degrees in 

Phoenix, to 61 degrees in Flagstaff. Once I arrived in Flagstaff I checked into my hotel, hopped 

on my bike and spent the afternoon exploring downtown. I found a store that sold sage 

smudge sticks. I wanted to buy some sage so I could smudge myself before I arrived at Hopi.  I 

then left downtown in search of a grocery store so I could buy my Hopi guide a basket of fruits 

and nuts. I also purchased pencils, crayons and writing pads for the children. I was scheduled 

to meet my guide at 11:00 am the following morning, at the Hopi Cultural Center. I looked 

forward to Sunday, April 20, with great anticipation.

On Sunday, April 20, 2008, I visited the Hopi reservation for the very first time.

This rough draft was written on April 20, 2008, at 9:00 PM, in Chinle, Arizona, as the full moon came 

up over the horizon, and after an amazing day at the Hopi Indian Reservation. To preserve what I felt on

this day, the following text has not and will never be revised.

I departed Flagstaff at 8:30 AM. Drove 80 miles to Third Mesa on the Hopi Reservation. I then 

drove 11 miles to Second Mesa and arrived at Hopi Cultural Center at 10:45 AM. I noticed 

Dutch Iris blooming by the front door. I felt my mother's spirit. Takala and her husband, Hania

arrived at 11:15 AM. After introductions we drove to Third Mesa and walked around village. 
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(No photos allowed) We left Third Mesa and drove to a sacred place called the Hopi Prophecy 

rock. We had to pretend that we were invisible while we were there. We drove in and we 

drove out. We then drove to a nearby gas station, so I could fuel up my truck. We proceeded 

back to Second Mesa. This was Hania's home village, home of the Snake clan. We parked at his 

sister's pueblo and climbed up onto the roof top to watch a ceremonial Kachina dance. The 

dance consisted of ninety-nine dancers, dressed in full ceremonial dance costumes. There were 

at least 500 Hopi Indians in attendance, from all villages. The experience was COMPLETELY 

AMAZING! I was very lucky to see this. This type of event doesn't happen that often. I was the 

only white person on the roof. The other four white people were there for only a minute, or 

two. After the dance, Takala and Hania showed me around his village. We then left his village 

and visited a local store where I purchased some really nice Hopi cards. Once we left there, we 

drove through some really old parts of town and they explained to me how they grew corn and

other fruits and vegetables. The seed to grow the corn had been handed down from generation 

to generation and dated back century's. They then told me about a ritual where the men go out 

every May or June to gather young Eagles to bring back to the village. Hania's son was famous 

for bringing back 4 or 5 Eagles every year, before he was killed in a car accident at the age of 23.

They said they believed his spirit was still around, living with the Eagles and watching over 

the garden that he regularly attended when he was alive. We drove by his garden. As we drove

to the last village of the Second Mesa, they showed me where the babies that didn't live, were 

buried, and then they showed me where the elders were buried. We then drove to the Third 

Mesa.

As we were driving to the Third Mesa, Hania told me he was a snake dancer. He then told me 

about the snake dance ritual. He and the other men that were performing the ritual would go 



                                                                      

out into the desert and collect Rattlesnakes. They would bring them back and place them down

into the ceremonial Kiva. (This is their church, or sacred place.) The men sleep with the 

rattlesnakes for 4 days and the snakes slept beside them in their sleeping bags, while they 

fasted and purified their spirit to prepare for ceremony. They've never been bitten by a snake. 

During the ceremony each snake dancer bites his snake and leaves a mark. Once the ceremony 

is over, they return to the snakes to the desert. Hania told me that one year after he took his 

snake several miles back into the desert, the snake found his way back to his home several 

weeks later.

We then arrived at Third Mesa. Takala was from this village. She was a member of the Sand 

clan. This was the most historic village. (Pictured above. Photo by Ansel Adams.) I was able to 

meet Takala's aunts and sisters during our time in the village. After our visit, I drove Takala 

and Hania down into the valley, to their house. They invited me to come in for a visit and I 

accepted. I gave them the fruit and nuts that I had purchased the day before. They were very 

excited and very grateful for the food. Takala showed me her clay pots and a Kachina doll that 

she was working on.  She then offered to sell the doll to me, but I didn't have enough cash on 

me, so Hania and I drove down to the local store, to the ATM. Before we left the house, Hania 

took one of his Eagle feathers and swept it across my entire body, including my face, my head, 

my arms, my legs, my front and my back. He then said a prayer for me.

During our drive to the store Hania invited me to come back for a longer visit. He said the he 

would love to take me out camping and show me the ways of the Hopi men. Then, once we 

return from our camping adventure, we would all dance and sing with the other people in 

their village. I told him about my time in Oregon and my Soul Retrieval and he told me that my



                                                                      

visit to the Hopi Reservation was part of all of that. He said I was on my own personal Vision 

Quest and I should stay on my journey. He really wanted me to plan a trip back from 3 or 4 

days to go camping with him.

After we returned from the store I gave Takala the money for the doll and my mailing address. 

I asked her to mail it to me once she finished it. I then gave them both a tip for the tour and we 

took photos in front of their house. They both gave me several hugs and said good-bye many, 

many times. They gave me a card with their mailing address and told me to write. Takala 

disappeared into their house and Hania walked me to my truck. After I got in, he stood at the 

front of my truck and then sang a prayer for me, which took several minutes. Once he finished 

his prayer he turned to me, held up his hands and said, "Safe Journey". He then smiled. I 

smiled and then nodded to him and backed out of his driveway.

I left Hopi feeling as though I had a new brother and sister. I had definitely met two more 

members of my soul group. Hands down, this was one of the best days of my life. I hope to 

return someday to take Hania up on his offer, to do some camping and learn the ways of the 

Hopi men.

Monday morning, April 21, I started my day out by visiting

Canyon De Chelly, which is right outside of Chinle, 

Arizona. This place was very magical. I was really starting 

to fall in love with the desert southwest. Once I was finished

with Canyon De Chelly I headed north through Navajo 

country. Within a few hours I arrived at at Monument Valley.  I had the best time driving 

down the dirt roads in my truck and looking at the huge rock formations. They were so 
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majestic. At one point I pulled over at a sacred, fenced-off area and burned some sage.  I stayed

at this site for about 30 minutes before continuing through the rest of the valley.  When I was 

done with Monument valley, I continued north, into southern Utah.  About an hour later I 

came to “Valley Of The Gods". This place was just as nice as Monument Valley, but smaller.  

Once I was done, I continued north through Bluff, Blanding, and Monticello. I stopped for the 

night in Moab, Utah.  Although Hopi Reservation was hundreds of miles behind me, parts of 

my DNA were still roaming the mesas. That place had had such an incredible affect on me.

Happy Earth Day, 2008!  April 22 - I woke up in Moab. It 

was a beautifully clear day and the high was forecast to be a 

perfect 72 degrees. After a hearty breakfast, I headed 

straight to Arches National Park. During my time at Arches 

I completed two very intense, but refreshing hikes.  My first 

hike was to Landscape Arch, and all of the other arches on that trail  hike was about 3 miles 

round trip.  My second hike was to Delicate Arch, which was a very steep hike and about 3 

miles round trip.  I also visited other sites in the park such as Balanced Rock, Garden of Eden, 

ail, including Navajo Arch, Double O Arch and Wall Arch. Windows Arches, Pot Hole Arch, 

Double Arch and so on.  It was a magnificent park. Very impressive. Even though I took tons of

photos, I couldn’t capture the intensity of the park. It was just too big. I left Arches around 3:00 

PM and drove straight back to Denver.  Five hours later, after a “dry” (no ice or snow) drive 

across the Rockies, I completed my Journey Into The Desert. It turned out to be a very relaxing 

adventure, one I will never forget.
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     I returned from my "Journey Into The Desert" on April 22, 2008. On May 7, after taking a 

couple of weeks to settle back into my routine in Denver, I took a few moments to reflect on all 

of the events that unfolded during my adventure. As I looked back, I recognized that this 

particular journey felt more like a spiritual calling, than a vacation. Almost everything I 

experienced had a spiritual overtone. This journey was definitely an extension, continuation or 

reflection of my soul retrieval. Even though I set out on this trip alone and without an itinerary,

I couldn't help but feel that my trip was mysteriously prearranged by my spirit guides. So 

many incredible events took place and everything went very smoothly.

I woke up on May 11, and called all of the mothers that I knew, to wish them a happy Mother's 

Day. Once my day began, I found myself being lead to participate in something that I didn't 

even know existed. That afternoon I met John Saxon, someone who specialized in what is 

called a, Piano Soul Reading.

Since my mother inspired me to take 4 years of piano lessons, starting at the age of 8, I figured 

this would be an interesting way to honor my mother for Mother's Day. When I sat down with 

John, he asked me which type of piano reading I was interested in. Since I was on this new 

journey, or quest, I thought it would be most appropriate to do a Higher Self Reading. I figured

it would be a good time to discover, develop and awaken any spiritual qualities that were 

dormant. John then asked me which Chakras I wanted to focus on. I told him my sixth Chakras
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(Intuition), my fifth chakra (Spoken Word) and my crown chakra (Connection with the divine).

Intuitively, he was told to add the fourth chakra (Heart), which was fine with me. And with 

that, the following reading took place. 

My First Reading with Perga | After I finished my piano soul reading, I signed up to do a 

reading with Perga. Perga caught my attention because her sign-up sheet had a two-hour 

waiting list. I figured she must be pretty good for people to wait two hours, so I wrote down 

my name on her list. Well, it was completely worth the wait. Perga started out by telling me 

that I had psychic abilities and that I should be doing what she does. (This wasn't the first time 

I had been told this.) She also shed some light on why I felt compelled to write this story, and 

my relationship with Madonna's music, which I thought was very interesting. Then she said 

something even more fascinating. She said, "They're telling me to tell you to keep dancing!" 

When she asked if I was a dancer, I told her that dance had been a huge part of my life and my 

story. She smiled and said, "Well, they're telling me to tell you to keep dancing." I laughed. 

Perga filled me in on all sorts of things during my reading. After my piano soul reading and 

my reading with Perga, I walked away feeling different about a lot of things.


	

