CHAPTER THREE
THE EARLY YEARS

Grace says she remembers being in her mother’s womb, resting in a warm sunbeam, the world all red
and swimmy, as she and her mother listened to Granny play. She remembers the feelings of immense love
and caring from her mother’s voice, and the shadows of her hands in the sun, as she rubbed her belly. It
was her only memory, but such a good one.
The child's early years were truly charmed, for she had her amazing grandmother to love and mother
her, and to be her teacher. Grace’s school was under the canopy of redwoods and mossy cedar trees,
dripping with beauty, and teeming with life. Granny loved to carry baby Grace into the forest, where they
would study all the plants and animals, listen to the winds and birds, and find plant medicines for sick
people back in the village, learning music all the while. She learned to recognize the call notes and
conversations of the ravens, who were great friends with Granny, and always accompanied them on their
walks. She loved to coo the secret songbird melodies into her grandmother’s ear as they walked along,
and Granny would whistle them back in perfect harmonies. Life was all fun around Granny, for she was
enthusiastic and interested in absolutely everything!
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It was the family duty of the grandmother to impart to the child all the secret ways of the Ancient
Ones, and the music of the Harp. Grace had learned to sit and breathe properly, to experience the core
of her body as it connected to the earth. Then she had mastered the Great Tones of singing her
personal Tune, Granny began her education in earnest. She worked on the basics: breathing, pulling in
the energies of the moment, dancing, singing, drumming, and duplicating in perfect pitch the microtones
of nature. The goal of this vast knowledge was to bring healing to others with music.
The knowledge of the medicine plants was also a main feature of her education. Granny would have
her sit before each different kind of plant, and encourage Grace to listen to it quietly, asking the plant
to help her understand its purpose. It was difficult at first, but soon she began to sense them intuitively.
They played the blindfold game, where she learned to identify sacred healing plants by the sound of
their leaves in the breezes, and the feeling they emitted. For each living thing in creation has its own
distinctive melody of existence, both in health and in weakness. Using this knowledge, the People of the
old days could keep everything healthy with the use of the plants around them, and the sounds of their
voices and instruments.
So, Grace’s early years were all enormously interesting, because there was not a thing that Granny
had to show her that she didn’t want to learn! They spent all their time together, tramping about the
woods. When they were studying plants, it was very quiet, serious moving, but sometimes, when Granny
decided to play clown, they just could not stop laughing! Being sidekick to Granny was like being in
perpetual live theater!
Only a few people in Jesterville really got to know Granny very well. They thought she was a real
oddball, and kept their distance. But they came to see her when they needed a healer, which they were
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shy to talk about, since Granny's medicine was quite different from the pills that were prescribed by the
town doctor. She really enjoyed helping them out.
One time, the folks in Jesterville asked her to play the harp for their Easter service. Well, Granny got
a little carried away, because as she played, her raven friends began to fly in the windows! They were
flapping those big strong wings around and around in the small church, tok-tokking their call notes in
time with the music! Granny got up and started dancing and singing! There were folks who swear they
heard a few notes from the harp, after Granny moved to get up! Afterwards, some people saw bears
walking back towards the woods. They did not ask her to play again.
Then there was the year of the big drought, which brought with it dry lightning and many fires. Granny
invited the town to come and pray with her, to ask Father sky to make some rain for Mother earth.
Granny began to play an old tune which she explained was traditionally played in her country, at times
such as these. It told a tale of a dry and barren desert kingdom which came back to green and abundant
life. Granny felt the harp improvise, and within a few minutes, low clouds gathered in from the north, and
the rain began to fall for a week, slowly and softly, reviving the land. Well, I can tell you that caused quite
a hubbub! A lot of gossip about Gaelic witchery! Oh well, Granny needed to help the forest.
Grace has such wonderful memories of those days………she loved it best when, in the winter, her
Papa would build a good fire, and they would all make music together. Angus had a lovely baritone
voice, and Granny loved to play to him until she could get him to sing a little!
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