Niibii — Water — Sacred Medicine

garly this spring I had the opportunity to travel to Montreal. Beautiful clear
ay.

At the arrival door were several taxis cabs waiting and one came forward to
take me on a journey. Lovely man who talked and drove hands free, meaning,
often his hands were in the air along with his talking, but he missed the potholes.

As we went along, I saw water and asked him what is was. He said, “Madam,
she is the great St. Lawrence”. I asked him if he could get me close to the river.
Oh “oui” and off we bumped along.

My heart cried. I watched a mother muskrat and her babies swim by, ducks
ﬁliding this waz and that, seagulls, garbage float by and the grace of a blue
eron, our teacher of patience.

Although I was in a fenced area, I could see, offer saamaa (tobacco) and prayers
for the water and water life.

Early the next morning I had a dream about Nokomis (Grandmother). She
asked me to look back at Earth Woman and observe her. I could see Nokomis
laying in a fetal position. She showed me the water shape of lungs, Lake
Superior. She showed me the water shape of human body, Lake Huron. She
showed me the water shape of the heart, Lake St. Clair. She showed me the
water shape of bladder, Lake Erie. Showed me the water shape of stomach,
Lake Ontario. Next she showed me the umbilical cord to the Great Waters, the
St. Lawrence. She took me on to the place where the salt water changes to fresh
water, about Matane, Quebec. This special Sacred place of the changing waters
is CREATOR made, it is not man or scientific made.

Nokomis, gifted me with a Sacred healing song for the water life.

It has been awhile since the travel to Montreal and still I cannot find a word
that describes the state of the St. Lawrence River, the life line to fresh water.
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