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Tuesday 01 Jan ‘08 

It's the beginning of a new year and one of 
my annual resolutions (for longer than I care to 
admit) has been to start focusing more on my 
D'ni studies and then journaling about them. 
So this year, I'm finally getting started. 

Let’s see, where to begin? There is much to 
chronicle here and I need to order my thoughts… 

Since I first learned of the D’ni presence 
here on Terra, I've been particularly interested 
in their culture and history, what with my 
undergraduate background in anthropology as 
well as my field work as an archeologist. So after 
hearing about the cavern, I became interested in 
(okay, obsessed with) finding the exact location of 
the cleft, the dates of the events with Ti’ana, 
Atrus and the others and how that fit in with 
the general history of that time in New Mexico. 



—2— 

Living in New Mexico myself for more than 30 
years now, I’ve felt particularly driven to ferret 
out such details. It’s very much as if all of this 
is regarding friends or family I’ve only recently 
lost touch with and am trying to relocate. It’s 
kind of hard to describe my sense of intimacy 
with the events of the D’ni and my sense of 
home with the desert lands here. 

Also, since the beginning, I’ve had a private 
theory that it can’t be an accident that the 
names D’ni and Dineh are so similar. That 
there must be an ancient relationship between 
the Navajo and the D’ni. And so I’ve been 
researching the possibility that this is indeed so. 

* * * * 

 I’ve always found Tomahna to be a bit of a 
puzzle. On the one hand, Yeesha said that the 
cleft is located in Tomahna (during her speech 
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where she takes credit for New Mexico’s monsoon 
season, which I find more than a bit weird). On 
the other hand, although the landscape of Yeesha’s 
youth clearly is the New Mexico desert, the 
terrain is dramatically different from the cleft 
area. It resembles some of the craggy 
canyonlands I’ve seen in northern New Mexico. 

And I’ve wondered for quite some time 
exactly what the name Tomahna refers to. For 
the most part, when the D’ni refer to a place, 
they are speaking of a world. So would Tomahna 
refer to all of New Mexico? Or North America? 
Or Terra itself? The pod ages use different world 
names for each continent… 

So the cleft being in Tomahna could mean 
anything from its existence in New Mexico to its 
existence on Terra… Doesn’t narrow things 
down much. 
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* * * * 

Like so many others who found themselves 
called mysteriously to the New Mexico desert so 
long ago now—by Yeesha, as it turned out—I 
found myself wandering and searching for 
something indefinable back in 2003. My friends 
thought it odd, but still I kept searching, driving 
and walking endlessly on the weekends, through 
the familiar and unfamiliar desert places of my 
homeland. 

And then one day it suddenly happened. I 
felt the strange tingling moving up through my 
hand and arm as I touched something. Moments 
earlier I hadn’t even been thinking of where I 
was, what exactly I was doing. I was just walking 
in the desert, wondering if I’d ever find whatever 
I was looking for, trying to plan out my next 
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destination and wondering if I’d grow old and 
grey before this strange urge was satisfied. 

The next thing I knew, I was moving. For a 
brief moment, I had the impression of wind 
blowing through my hair and then found myself 
behind a simple barbed-wire fence near a small 
caldera. I could see I was still somewhere in New 
Mexico, but lost all thought of further details as I 
noticed a “silver bullet” trailer in the distance 
and heard faint strains of music over the breeze. 

And so my adventure began, as it did for so 
many of us. 

* * * * 

After receiving my Relto book, I could access 
the cavern from the comfort of my own home. I 
could travel to Ae’gura or any of the other 
countless worlds, all without needing to find the 
cleft again. And so for a while I forgot about the 
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puzzle of the cleft’s exact location as I drank in 
the wonder of the ancient D’ni and their worlds, 
as I explored Teledahn, Gahreesen, the Eder ages, 
Kadish Tolesa and the D’ni cavern itself. When I 
jumped through the Relto star fissure, I finally 
had a chance to see the cleft once again and the 
old question returned—where exactly am I? I 
tried endlessly to climb over the barbed-wire 
fence; I tried to open the gate. All to no avail. I 
could only assume that Yeesha was up to her old 
tricks.  

And then I heard about the clue GOOGGO 
and finally figured out where Yeesha had made 
the fence penetrable. I wandered for miles in the 
monsoon rains only to discover I was walking in 
circles. I ran into Jeff (Zandi) who was kind 
enough to give me a ride back to the cleft and 
even loaned me a shirt since mine was soaked 
through. He is a kind-hearted soul, albeit more 
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mysterious than I’d like. When I asked him 
exactly where on the New Mexico map we were, he 
just grinned and said “Oh, that’s a question for 
Yeesha!” 

* * * * 

And so I’ve realized that the only way to 
answer that old question is to start where I did 
all those years ago and begin wandering the New 
Mexico desert places all over again. 

The hard part is figuring out exactly where to 
start. When I really think back on the first time 
I landed at the cleft, I realize that no matter 
where I happened to be when I linked there 
seemingly spontaneously, the cleft itself could be 
anywhere. So even if I return to the exact 
location where I first linked from so long ago, the 
chances are it will tell me little to nothing about 
the cleft’s location… 
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But I have to start somewhere. 
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Saturday 05 Jan ‘08 

I spent time earlier today researching online 
the possible locations of the cleft in New Mexico 
and re-reading The Book of Atrus, particularly 
the parts that spoke of the desert caravans. 

I’ve believed for several years now that the 
camels described in the caravan must be a 
simple mis-translation. I can only assume 
that the translator knew the original D’ni word 
meant “beast of burden” and then assumed that 
in the Terran desert it must mean a camel. It 
must have been later after the actual cleft and 
caldera were discovered here in New Mexico that 
the error was recognized. So the caravan would 
have consisted of burros rather than camels. 

The reported location in Eddy county is odd, 
though. Certainly not a mis-translation. Yet I 
see no yucca, no mesquite, no cholla at the cleft. 
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Only the sagebrush and grasses that are more 
typical of the Upper Sonoran Life Zone farther 
to the north. 

* * * * 

I just re-checked the DRC website. The photo 
of the cleft caldera there is tantalizing, to say 
the least. Frustratingly, there are no details 
posted about the photo. The landscape is very flat, 
which in all fairness is quite typical of southern 
New Mexico. Yet again, the vegetation consists 
only of the grasses and scrub one sees up north. 
Certainly, there are flat areas in northern New 
Mexico as well. 

Damn, this is frustrating! All these clues 
and yet I can narrow things down only a tiny 
bit. New Mexico is a very big state and I’ll have 
to do better than this before I start wandering all 
over the place all over again… 
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I printed out a screenshot of the DRC photo for 
future reference. 

* * * * 

I found a few current and historic maps of 
New Mexico online (wikipedia is great!). Looking 
for a trade route that the caravan would have 
used. Of course! The Camino Real. And possibly 
the Jornada del Muerto, that dangerous stretch of 
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the Camino between old Fort Selden and 
Socorro. Hmm, there’s also a shield volcano at 
the northern end of the Jornada—that’s certainly 
suggestive. Perhaps I can find a picture of it, 
though the term itself isn’t promising—it sounds 
flat whereas the cleft caldera is relatively steep 
and tall. 

Yup, a shield volcano is too flat (thanks 
again, wikipedia)… 

* * * * 

Okay, the caravan route simply must be a 
reference to the Camino Real. The Camino 
follows the Rio Grande valley north, more or less. 
As to exactly where along the Camino 
everything is located… And this would definitely 
rule out Eddy County as the location since it’s 
nearly 200 miles to the east of the Camino. What 
was the DRC thinking in telling everyone this? 
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A deliberate mis-communication? I suppose it 
would prevent any unwanted visitors 
inundating the cavern. Only the dedicated few 
adventurers and mystery-solvers would have a 
hope of finding the true cavern while the rest 
would enjoy a nice visit to Carlsbad Caverns… 

* * * * 

Whoa, I just found a great article online 
about New Mexico volcanoes. It even has a map!  
(L.S. Crumpler, you’re my hero of the day!) I 
can see that the entire Rio Grande valley is 
dotted with volcanic fields, most of them to the 
west. Absolutely nothing near Carlsbad or for 
that matter anywhere in Eddy county. Another 
nail in that coffin. Ok, DRC, what gives here? 

Hmm, I suppose there’s another side to this. 
I would guess that like any non-profit 
organization which depends upon the charity of 
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others to survive, the DRC must exist with a 
constant undercurrent of chaos and drama. 
After all, as visitors to the cavern, we’ve been 
witness to various bubblings and churnings 
within and without the DRC. They certainly 
have their paranoid side, fearing liability for the 
explorers’ safety (and occasional foolishness), 
Sharper’s adversarial mindset… so perhaps 
misinformation is one way they try to mitigate 
these fears… But if so, these things have a way 
of backfiring. 

* * * * 

Boy, it’s going to take a lot of long road trips 
to check all this out. I’ll have to see what kind of 
photos I can find online first. Gas prices are 
just too high right now to do serious road research 
until after I narrow things down a bit. 

* * * * 
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I found a fantastic old map (circa 1895) on 
the internet and printed it out. I’ve drawn on 
the locations of the Camino Real, Carlsbad 
Caverns, Navajo Land, and all the volcanic 
areas. There are tons of volcanic areas near the 
Camino Real! I’ll have to figure out which ones 
have a good view of the Camino (this was pretty 
clear from The Book of Atrus). And the only 
reliable way to do this most likely will involve 
driving there and hiking around. Luckily most of 
them should be accessible from I-25 (I hope!) 
since the highway follows the Rio Grande valley 
(and thus the Camino Real). 
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Annotated map of New Mexico circa 1895 
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Friday 25 Jan ‘08 

I’ve been continuing my online research this 
month with nothing much to report. 

But I just got a call from an old 
anthropology friend who wants to go on a road 
trip tomorrow to Three Rivers and asked if I 
might be interested in helping with the long 
drive. Talk about timing! Three Rivers was one 
of the places I remember searching all those 
years back when I was feeling the call. 

So of course I said yes. Gotta get to bed as it 
will be a very early morning. 
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Saturday 26 Jan ‘08 

Got up before dawn, packed a picnic lunch, 
grabbed my notebook and headed to town to meet 
up with Kenny. I’m having a pleasant trip 
watching the winter early morning landscape 
and reminiscing with Ken. We’ve done similar 
road trips from time to time, sometimes up 
north to places like Chaco Canyon and Bandelier, 
other times going south as we are today. 

* * * * 

We just arrived and it’s a sunny winter 
morning with snow here and there in the 
morning light. I’d forgotten how amazing all the 
petroglyphs are, what a wondrous collection of 
ancient native rock art this place contains. 
Thank goodness I remembered my camera. 

* * * * 
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Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god… I can’t 
believe what I’m seeing here in the petroglyphs. 
I’m taking photos as proof because without them, 
I don’t think anyone would believe me… 

First, I find a couple of Bahro harvesting a 
Teledahn mushroom and some images of 
Shroomie. 

Next, I find a figure that must be Yeesha… 

Then I find several things that look very 
much like the Great Shaft. 

And then some very D’ni-like patterns, 
including some obvious representations of 
Kadish’s symbol with a Riven dagger. The D’ni 
symbols are absolutely everywhere here. It’s 
almost frightening… 
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Two Bahro harvesting a mushroom. 
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Two renditions of Shroomie. 

 



—22— 

 
Although it’s debatable whether this is Yeesha, the 
images of the Bahro and Shroomie seal the 
verdict for me. 
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Even though the Great Shaft is round looking 
down, this glyph seems to be more symbolic than 
literal. Note the steps and then the down-arrows 
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and winding path which leads to a series of 
rooms—perhaps the Tomahn in the shaft or the 
city buildings in the cavern itself. 
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Another rendition of the path to the cavern? 

 
The City beneath within the cavern walls. 
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Some D’ni-like abstract patterns. 

 



—27— 

 
More abstract patterns. 
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Kadish’s symbol with a Riven Moiety dagger 
below. 
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Another version of Kadish’s symbol. 

And then I find something Kenny and I like 
to call a “busy rock”—nearly the entire surface is 
filled with figures. And there at the top, 
partially chipped away with age and almost 
obscured by all the other art—a star fissure. I 
hold my hand near the rock surface, over the 
image. Sure enough, I can feel a familiar faint 
tingling. But I don’t have my Relto book with 
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me today. And besides, Kenny would absolutely 
freak. 

 
The star fissure is roughly diamond-shaped at 
the very top. 
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I know this isn’t where I linked to the cleft 
from so long ago… which would mean that there 
may be many similar linking points throughout 
New Mexico. Or heck, even throughout Terra. I 
have to assume this is thanks to Yeesha… 

So although this is a fantastic find, the 
sobering truth is that I still am no closer to 
understanding exactly where the cleft is located. 
So I still need to start driving the Camino Real 
and see if I can spot the caldera from the road. 

I’ll go ahead and add Three Rivers to the map. 

At the next opportunity, I think I’ll review 
the DRC journals in the cavern. Maybe I’ll find 
more clues there. 
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Sunday 27 January ‘08 

Woke up this morning with a weird feeling I 
just can’t shake from a dream I haven’t had in 
many years now. I suppose this was inspired by 
yesterday’s field trip and my excitement with 
finding the D’ni rock art… 

I saw her again. She just kept looking at me 
with those piercing dark eyes. She looked the same 
as before, with her dark hair tied back in a bundle 
at her neck, her wrinkled face holding a deep 
wisdom that made me afraid to hold her gaze. 

I knew she was trying to tell me something, 
something important. Just like in my dreams so 
long ago, back when I was studying anthropology 
at UNM. So many long years ago…  

I used to be afraid to go to sleep some nights. 
Not that she is nightmarish. But I would always 
wake up sad and frustrated and desperate. Then 
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as now, I would wake up sensing the dream was 
important, that she was important. And 
knowing that I couldn’t remember something 
about it. Knowing if I couldn’t remember in 
time, something tragic would happen… 

I’d forgotten how haunting these dreams are. 
Not sure how the rest of my day will go; need to 
shake this off and keep working on my D’ni 
research. 

I wonder what it really means, though, that 
there are so many D’ni symbols on the surface. 
Perhaps a strong clue that the D’ni and Dineh 
are linked. Or that others of the surface natives 
found their way downward to the cavern and told 
their tales of adventure through the petroglyphs… 
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Friday 08 Feb ‘08 

Thought I’d start my research tonight by 
checking the online forums. Boy, I’m glad I did! I 
ran into something unexpected there, some 
references to the Lara Documents. 

Apparently, some time in the late 1800s a 
Mexican prospector named Domasio Lara 
stumbled upon an entrance to the cavern, 
figured he’d found El Dorado and took some 
random papers back to the surface to prove his 
claims. But no one believed him and so the 
papers became family heirlooms that were passed 
down the generations.  

Somehow, J.D. Barnes (an amateur 
anthropologist and D’ni historian) got his hands 
on them and publicized his need for assistance 
with translation and restoration a few months 
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ago. I note, though, that no one is certain if 
these documents are genuine rather than a hoax. 

But here’s the really interesting part—
according to Lara family tradition, the 
documents themselves were found in northern 
New Mexico just south of the San Luis valley! 
So this is indeed a support to my theory that the 
cavern is not in Eddy County but in northern 
New Mexico! And since this also is located much 
nearer to the Navajo reservation, this also 
supports my theory that the Navajo are an 
offshoot of the ancient D’ni. 

* * * * 

Did some quick research online and found the 
marriage record mentioned by Barnes, between 
Domasio Lara and Meliana Galindo. They were 
married November 3, 1893 in Eddy County, 
which may explain the roots of the misperception 
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regarding the cavern’s location. I’m guessing 
that at least during Lara’s time, the region was 
filled with stories about the cavern as he tried to 
get folks to believe his tale. So I’m guessing that 
the rumors followed him around as he continued 
prospecting throughout New Mexico. But since he 
married in Eddy County, I’m assuming that he 
settled there to raise his family, so Eddy County 
would likely have remained the hotbed of the 
cavern rumor mill in his time. 

I made a reduced photocopy of the online 
marriage record and am taping it below just in 
case I need to refer to it again. 
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Still, since the Lara Documents are a recent 
re-discovery, they wouldn’t have had a direct 
effect on the DRC. I can only surmise that part 
of their research regarding the cavern and its 
location had to include myths and legends 
regarding such things. It’s an understandable 
point of confusion, with Lara settling in Eddy 
County with his tales of a mysterious lost 
cavern and with Carlsbad Caverns happening to 
be in the neighborhood… 

* * * * 

More online research, this time about the 
San Luis valley. It’s frustratingly difficult to 
find a decent map of the New Mexico portion—
probably about 80-90% of the valley is located in 
southern Colorado. But so far, it seems that the 
New Mexico portion is the wide flat plains area 
northwest of Taos and extending northward—note 
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the potential resemblance to the DRC photo of 
the cleft caldera. I’ll go ahead and add this to the 
map (but will have to use some guesswork). 

If Lara found the cavern entrance south of 
there, then this would place the probable location 
in the general Taos area, relatively near the 
final northern destination of the Camino Real—
San Juan Pueblo. Well, this is narrowing things 
down more and the pieces are beginning to fit 
better. I feel like I’m finally getting somewhere. 

Hmm, there’s an interesting collection of 
alien conspiracy web sites that mention the San 
Luis valley, particularly in relation to cattle 
mutilations. From my days living in northern 
New Mexico, I remember hearing stories about 
the Taos Hum, as well as the occasional 
mutilation story. The hum, conceivably, could be 
the sound of the air shaft pumps when the 
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surface winds are just right. And I remember a 
friend who lived in the Española valley once 
telling me about how upsetting the mutilation 
stories are for the ranchers, so the stories are 
about something real enough, at least for the 
locals. 

You know, it would make a weird kind of 
sense, though… If the cavern really is located 
somewhere in that region, then it extends over a 
vast underground area. And surely there is at 
least one other entrance; surely something must 
have existed before the Great Shaft was built. So 
Lara didn’t necessarily find the Great Shaft 
itself, but perhaps an older, more hidden 
entrance. And there’s no telling where in the 
cavern that entrance might have led him… 

And the cattle mutilation stories might be 
related to the Bahro. Perhaps this means that the 
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Bahro were accustomed to coming and going 
from the cavern even before the Great Shaft was 
built. And perhaps they hunted the beasts on the 
surface. So when the farmers and ranchers 
arrived to the San Luis valley, their livestock 
became new prey… 

* * * * 

Yet more online research. Went to the 
MystLore web site (don’t know why the heck I 
didn’t do this first thing way back in January). 
Looked up the Zandi history and learned that the 
cavern was actually discovered by a John Loftin, 
and was first explored by both Loftin and Elias 
Zandi, Jeff’s father. Elias sounds like he was 
quite the character. They established the D’ni 
Restoration Foundation (DRF) for the specific 
purpose of documenting and restoring the D’ni 
cavern. And the DRF later became the DRC… 
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This is an interesting piece of news… which 
means that there was never any mystery for the 
DRC about the cavern’s location; they never 
were hunting down its location based on old 
stories or found artifacts. Hmm, my 
assumptions about this have been way off, it 
turns out. 

So what does this really mean about my little 
mystery then? I’ll have to think about this for a 
while. In the meanwhile, back to my cleft search. 

* * * * 

I just went online and used Google maps to 
get a satellite map of New Mexico. My, my, 
modern technology is wonderful. It’s much easier 
to see the San Luis valley this way—it’s the 
large grey and green ovoid shape in the center of 
the southern Colorado-northern New Mexico 
border, running north-south. As I’d suspected, 
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Taos is at the very far southern end, perhaps 
even south of the valley proper. I was able to add 
balloon markers for Carlsbad Caverns (purple), 
Santa Ana Pueblo (pink) and Taos (red).  
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Okay, enough speculation and internet 

cruising. I really need to get back to the cavern 
and read those journals. 
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Saturday 09 Feb ‘08 

Road trips and cleft locations are out the 
window for now. I’m all afire about something 
even more important! 

When I was re-reading the DRC journals on 
the Tokotah rooftop earlier, some of the 
information in a couple of the journals struck 
me quite differently. Sam’s journal about 
Ri’neref briefly mentions a group of early 
Terran D’ni disappearing shortly after the great 
air shaft was completed, speculating that they 
had remained on the Terran surface—could this 
be the Dineh? And in Tricia’s journal about 
D'ni Class Systems, when reading the brief 
passage about the lowest class, “The Least”, it hit 
me like a thunderbolt—reminding me of a long-
forgotten passage I'd read years ago in college 
when writing a paper for one of my anthropology 
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classes. At that time, I was researching the 
history of female shamans in New Mexico at the 
UNM libraries. I'd found a lot of information 
about shamans gathered in the past century 
(1800s) as well as the early to mid 1900s, when 
historians and even some missionaries were 
interested in learning more about the native 
peoples here and preserving their history. 
However, there was very little about female 
shamans.  

In the library special collections, I'd found 
one document that had particularly puzzled me, 
a transcription of an elderly Navajo shamaness 
recounting her life, written up in the middle or 
late 1800's. At that time, I'd found myself 
wondering if she was only partially lucid because 
of the oddity of some of the things she spoke of. 
At any rate, I remembered one phrase in 
particular that had struck me back then, when 
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she was talking about a god who was one of the 
"small of stature". When I'd first read this, I 
thought it an odd way to refer to a short god—the 
translator had said quite clearly in his 
introduction that he'd been very careful about 
accuracy and also had been puzzled by this 
term—but I had filed it away on my list of 
interesting but unrelated topics to my paper.  

Today on the Tokotah rooftop I remembered 
that old phrase and realized that perhaps she was 
talking about those the D'ni and Yeesha called 
The Least—the Bahro. Not “small in stature” as 
in height; “small in stature” as in caste. If my 
hunch is right, then this shamaness must have 
known something about the Bahro! A Dineh 
shamaness who knows of the Bahro... 

I simply must look into this, and soon! 
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Sunday 10 Feb ‘08 

She was back in my dreams again. This time 
was different though. Although she was still 
looking at me with those piercing eyes, she was 
smiling. Smiling and nodding. 

I woke up with a sense of hope instead of the 
usual frustration and sadness. Something even 
bigger than I’d realized must be afoot. 

Okay, no more delays, I’ll take tomorrow off 
from work and head to the UNM libraries. I need 
to get started on this now. 
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Monday 11 Feb ‘08 

Took a vacation day so I could travel to 
Albuquerque and I’m spending a long day back 
at UNM trying to find that paper. The staff at 
the Maxwell Museum are being very helpful. 

* * * * 

It took a couple of hours, but we've finally 
found it! It would have gone quicker if I could 
have remembered more about what I'd read all 
those years ago; but I’m unspeakably grateful 
that we were successful. The staff were even kind 
enough to photocopy the entire transcription for 
me (which I intend to have bound up as a book).  

And they helped me to look for any further 
information about this shamaness, known as 
Hard Flint Woman. But there’s nothing else 
here. So I’m now devouring every word of the 
transcription, taking notes as I read.  
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* * * * 

I was mistaken in my earlier recollection 
that this was a recounting of her life. I see that 
Hard Flint Woman was trying to pass on her 
knowledge of the sacred history and ways of the 
Dineh. All those passages that had seemed odd 
in my youth should make a whole new sense for 
me in the context of the D'ni.  

* * * * 

First World. Hmm, it kind of reminds me of 
the Genesis creation story, with its darkness and 
light. But other than that, it just sounds odd. 

A seed coming forth from the darkness. 
Perhaps another reference to creation? The first 
life forms (other than First Male and First 
Female)? First Female giving birth? 

* * * * 
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Second World. This one also reminds me of 
the Genesis creation story with its talk of a great 
void. 

But Insect People? Inside the seed? This is 
different from the Judeo-Christian creation 
myth; insects weren’t the first creation there. 

Now wait a minute, this is getting just too 
weird! The Insect People are talking to each other 
inside the seed?? They’re living there for 
generations? If I didn’t know any better, I’d say 
it sounds like a space ship stuck somewhere… 

I don’t know if it would be cool or just crazy 
bizarre to bring aliens into this! 

Blue mist… If I remember my Navajo 
creation mythology (and yes, it’s been a few 
years), there was something about a blue cloud 
(or was it blue people?) in one of their early 
worlds. And come to think of it, there were a 
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variety of insect-type people in their early 
worlds too. 

A short reference to the Insect People having 
made a world. Well, this sounds familiar! 

* * * * 

Third World. Okay, now we’re cooking with gas! 

This one sounds much more like a real place. 
And the Insect People sound like refugees, 
looking for a place to call home… 

A wide variety of 0ther people already there—
sounds familiar from the D’ni perspective (I’m 
remembering all their written worlds that 
already had sentient beings living there).  

Another reference to making worlds. But 
that’s it? Nothing else about the Art? Surely 
they did something with it! 
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Okay, now this is interesting! The Locust 
People befriending the Tree People; and the Tree 
People eventually learning the Art from them. 
So this would mean… that the Locust People are 
the Bahro and the Tree People are the D’ni? 

Of course! It makes perfect sense. Tree 
People as in worshipers of the Great Tree, the 
Ronay. And now that I think about it, the 
Bahro I’ve seen do look insect-like so I can 
easily imagine them being called locusts. 

 So this is where they first met, in Third 
World. And all the Insect People, apparently, 
already knew the Art. And the Ronay didn’t—
hah! 

Here we go, a pretty clear reference to 
linking away from Third World and wandering 
from world to world for a long time trying to 
find their way back. 
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But what the heck does that really mean? This 
banishment and wandering from world to world 
is all within the context of Third World, not a 
fourth world. So there must be something 
profoundly different between some of these 
worlds. Or does it mean that the transition from 
the first and second worlds was by some unique 
means? Another puzzle. 

Okay, keep reading. 

Uh oh, trouble in paradise. A pretty clear 
account of how the Bahro fell from grace with the 
Ronay and became The Least. 

Well, this all says pretty clearly that the 
Bahro are the masters of the Art, perhaps even 
the inventors, rather than the D’ni. And it 
explains the D’ni hostility and low regard for 
them. Exacting revenge on the Bahro for their 
mutual exile in Third World. An attempt to 
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hide the “shameful” truth, that the D’ni learned 
the Art from “mere animals” (which the Bahro 
clearly are not!). And why they enslaved the 
Bahro with the tablet. Why they feared the Bahro. 

And here’s another reference to a made 
world, yet it is treated as Fourth World. So what 
would the profound difference be here? If we’re 
talking space aliens, then maybe it means worlds 
in a different galaxy… If it’s something along 
these lines, then I may have to brush up on my 
astrophysics to figure this out better. 

* * * * 

Fourth World. No doubt about it, this is 
describing the cavern. And the task of 
constructing the Great Shaft, ordered by 
Ri’neref. 

Okay, no more references to the Locust 
People, but instead talk about an individual 
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Bahro, Locust Being. There’s that formerly 
mysterious phrase “small of stature”; and he’s 
considered a god. Interesting. 

So apparently this Bahro traveled to Fourth 
World along with the D’ni refugees from 
Garternay. It doesn’t really say whether the 
Bahro in general emigrated too, but from what 
we know of the cavern today, the Bahro certainly 
live there now. 

And the workers called the lowly ones must be 
the ancient Navajo, the Dineh. Which means 
that somewhere in the latter days of Third World, 
they had become lower class citizens and were 
thus denied knowledge of the Art. So it would 
make sense that they’d see the Bahro as a god, 
having the power of the D’ni Writers yet also 
able to come and go at will without the need for 
the books. 
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* * * * 

Fifth World. Okay, I really don’t get the 
distinction between Worlds here. The Bahro has 
obviously led the Dineh out of the shaft onto the 
surface. No linking. No alternate galaxy. Grrr, 
this is frustrating!  

The Bahro teaching them the ways of the 
surface world—so this Bahro had obviously been 
on the surface already. In fact he was familiar 
enough with it to know it pretty intimately. 
And it says that he sent for other Bahro but 
they did not come, so this must mean that more 
Bahro were living in the cavern then. But since 
they didn’t come, it might mean that Locust 
Being had become something of an outcast from 
his own people, perhaps because of his friendship 
with the D’ni workers. 
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So it seems clear that this one Bahro had 
explored the surface. But were the other Bahro 
also familiar with Terra? Perhaps they’d already 
traveled here before the D’ni immigration? 
Could they even have made this world themselves 
(rather than Ri’neref)? I’m giving myself a 
headache here. Let’s move on. 

This god later teaches them about making 
worlds, a sacred and hidden knowledge only given 
to a few. Still the D’ni secrecy… Hmm, the 
Dineh didn't have a written language until 
relatively recent times; but the Bahro don't use 
the Art of Writing to access their worlds... In 
fact, I’m not sure I know exactly how they 
practice the Art—does anyone? Esher seems to 
have known a great deal about them, yet he was 
more interested in them as animals. I suppose 
Yeesha must know more about them as a 
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culture; she says she learned from them about 
the Art during her pilgrimage to the cavern. 

Hmm, now that I think more about it, I 
recall that Esher linked in and out by touching 
something on his shoulder that certainly looked 
like a Bahro symbol… (yes, he was quite the 
hypocrite)… and so Yeesha may have developed 
the Relto book using the same Bahro principles. 

So the Bahro use symbols to link? Or perhaps 
that’s only one method of several that they use. 
When I observe them linking in and out, they 
don’t seem to really do anything, they just… 
disappear. Okay, enough circular speculation, 
back to reading the transcription. 

This is interesting. The Bahro philosophy 
about the use of the Art seems to be quite 
different from that of the traditional D'ni. The 
Dineh are instructed to use the Art purely as a 
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spiritual practice, as part of a sacred ceremony 
that acknowledges the limitless reach of the 
multiverse as well as their place within it as 
both creators and the created. They do not speak 
of Yahvo, but instead seem to see the entirety of 
the multiverse as a living and breathing being, 
layers upon layers of worlds and consciousness 
and creation and creator. 

Wait a minute! Surely not… 

I’ve always wondered why Katran and Yeesha 
had such a different talent for writing worlds. 
Could it be that they learned the Art not only 
from the traditional D’ni ways but also from the 
Bahro? We know that Yeesha was born during 
Hard Flint Woman’s time. And we know that 
Yeesha learned from the Bahro when she made 
her pilgrimage to the cavern as an adult. But 
what if that’s not where it started? It’s possible 
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that anyone living at the cleft would have known 
of Locust Being… or even known Locust Being… 
and that Ti’ana could have learned from him 
and passed that knowledge on… I keep picturing 
Ti’ana following not a white rabbit but a Bahro 
down the rabbit hole of the Great Shaft. If this is 
true, it would certainly add a whole new 
dimension to what we know of Atrus and his 
clan… and to the pure hatred the Veovis and 
Gehn had for Ti’ana. 

Oh wow, and now that I think about it, I’ve 
always wondered about that Bahro cave under the 
tree in the cleft. I suppose Yeesha might have 
built it sometime during her pilgrimage, long 
after the cleft had been abandoned. Or it could be 
connected to Locust Being—perhaps he was 
actually living there back in Ti’ana’s time? But 
there is no mention of this in The Book of 
Atrus… yet another puzzle. 
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And here it talks about the god's death and 
burial, that there were important sacred relics 
buried with him. It sounds as though Hard Flint 
Woman knew him and buried him, she speaks so 
personally—“I have buried him in the cliffs along 
with the sacred things of his kind." What cliffs? 
This is maddening—this burial has got to be 
somewhere here in New Mexico.  

Although the transcription was done at 
Jemez Pueblo, I’m sure Hard Flint Woman 
spent most of her life in Navajo land. And 
surely it's still undiscovered—finding Bahro 
remains would be groundbreaking news indeed 
and not likely to remain quiet for long. I just 
have to find this burial! 

Fortunately, the transcriber wrote a fairly 
lengthy introduction which gives me enough 
information about Hard Flint Woman to begin 
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looking for her descendants. Although I realize 
it’s a long shot, I’m hoping that there is further 
history or oral traditions that can illuminate 
this god and his burial.  

Okay, I think I’ll quit here. The rest of the 
transcription appears to be about other worlds, so 
they can wait until later. The great Bahro hunt 
is now on in this world! 

* * * * 

I just asked the staff at the museum if they 
had any suggestions about where to start looking 
for this woman's family. They gave me the 
names of several professors whose specialties are 
the Navajo peoples, Native American history or 
genealogy of native tribes. 

I have a lot of phone calls to make. 
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Saturday 03 May ‘08 

It’s been a few months since I’ve written. 

My spare time has been overtaken with all the 
endless phone calls and emails and visits to the 
contacts and their contacts and their contacts. 
A seemingly endless chain of names and 
possibilities that quickly became worthless to 
record here, so much of it petering out to 
nothing. 

But last week I finally had a truly promising 
name and a phone number. And today I found 
myself driving out to Gallup to meet with Many 
Rivers, the great-great-great-great 
granddaughter (whew!) of Hard Flint Woman.  

Her granddaughter, Natalie, met me at the 
McDonald's and drove me many miles out to her 
grandmother's home and hogan. As we drove, I 
told Natalie that I was so very grateful that they 
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were willing to talk to me, a stranger, about 
their family and history. Natalie looked at me 
with a grin and said that she'd actually cautioned 
her grandmother about telling family matters to 
outsiders and that her grandmother had been 
adamant that Natalie go get me and bring me to 
her. I was very surprised and said so; Natalie 
replied that she was just as surprised. I sat 
quietly thinking on this. 

After a bumpy ride on a long and winding 
dirt road, we came to the top of a narrow mesa 
with a spectacular view. Natalie parked the old 
pickup and told me that she lived with her 
grandmother so it was okay to just get out and go 
to the house. I found myself both excited and 
nervous; and then as I reached the doorway, I 
found myself very peaceful and calm. I looked at 
Natalie and said "Your grandmother is a 
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shamaness too, just like Hard Flint Woman, 
isn't she?" Natalie looked surprised and said yes. 

Many Rivers sat on a weathered chair in the 
tiny living room just inside the door. She was 
dressed in traditional garb, a very elderly woman 
with grey hair tied at the nape of her neck and 
piercing black eyes. I found myself almost afraid 
to hold her gaze, shivering involuntarily at the 
unexpected reminder of my dreams. She spoke 
in English with a strong Navajo accent and 
smiled. “Sit.” I sat on the old overstuffed couch; 
Natalie sat on a simple wooden chair.  

"You took your time coming here my 
daughter.” At first I thought she must be 
chiding her granddaughter about the long drive; 
but I realized she was looking right at me, right 
through me. She was saying this to me. 
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I said "I only just now found you after 
many long weeks and months of searching.” 

"But you knew of our Many Greats long 
years ago and did not look then. You have seen 
her many times in the shadow world, for she has 
told me so herself.” Still smiling, she said "No 
matter; you are here now. But you are running 
out of time.” 

I was startled and confused; which made me 
tongue-tied. Fortunately, as it turned out. My 
mind was racing trying to understand what she'd 
just said to me, speaking to me as though she 
knew all about me, knew all about how I'd read of 
Hard Flint Woman so long ago, knew about the 
dreams I’d had years ago and had begun having 
once again. I finally realized that she did. As 
impossible as it might seem, she did know me 
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and knew of my past somehow. I suppose that's 
what being a shamaness means. 

"It is good that you are not so full of words as 
so many women and white folk. You know how to 
listen. You know that words in the end are 
empty. So you will understand the ways of the 
ancient god, where words are as nothing. And 
yet, you are indeed here to receive words.” She 
paused and smiled. “Do not worry, in the end 
you will understand this.” 

I continued to sit quietly and listen. I found 
myself listening to the silence of the room and 
feeling pulled into those sharp eyes of hers. 

"Yes, you are the one indeed. You are ready.” 

Many Rivers got up, went to another room of 
the house and brought back an old book. She gave 
it to me gravely and said "These are the words of 
my ancestress Singing Flowers. She was the 
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granddaughter of our Many Greats, Hard Flint 
Woman. She tells of her grandmother in this book 
and said to her granddaughter that this book would 
be given one day to a seeker, a white woman who 
was hearing the call of Many Greats, that this 
book would guide the seeker. So each 
granddaughter has kept the book carefully and 
passed on the message. And so here you finally 
are. The book is yours to keep.” 

Many Rivers turned, walked back to the far 
room and gently closed the door. I sat stunned.  

After a few moments I realized that our 
meeting was over, that Many Rivers would not 
emerge from her room until I was long gone 
from her home. I looked at Natalie. She looked 
sober and almost sad. "I'll take you back to your 
car.” 
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We both sat quietly for most of the drive back. 
I realized that I hadn't even thanked Many 
Rivers; that she hadn't given me the chance to 
say anything further to her. 

"Please tell your grandmother that there are 
no words to thank her for her hospitality, 
kindness and trust. I will honor and care for this 
book just as she has.” 

Natalie said "You know, I'd never really 
known much about that book, just that it was 
important. I never would have guessed that it 
was destined to leave our family.” 

I got out of the pickup. "Thank-you Natalie. 
I'm honored to have met you and your 
grandmother. I wish you the best in your life.” 

Natalie nodded and backed the pickup, turned 
and drove out of the parking lot. It was late and 
I was alone. I got into my car and began the long 
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drive back to Albuquerque and then to home. I 
spent the entire drive lost in thought and found 
myself in my driveway and then in my garage 
wondering how I'd gotten there. I'd only been 
partially aware of the drive itself. 

* * * * 

In spite of the long day, late hour and my 
exhaustion, I needed to sit up and chronicle my 
day. It is just too important to wait until 
tomorrow and after sleeping, I might forget 
some important details. It just kills me to wait 
until later to read Singing Flowers’ book, but 
I’m too exhausted to keep my eyes open. I’m 
having trouble reading my own writing… 



—72— 

Sunday 04 May ‘08 

And so begins the next chapter of my 
journey. 

I’ve spent all day reading the book. It’s 
actually a journal dictated by Singing Flowers to 
her granddaughter Ruth, chronicling Hard Flint 
Woman’s life. An incredible treasure trove of 
information about Hard Flint Woman. I 
learned more about how Singing Flowers had 
come to marry a Jemez man; and that Hard 
Flint Woman had gone to live with them there in 
early 1862 nearly two years before the Long 
Walk. That she was still living there when she 
suddenly demanded that her granddaughter go 
find a stranger who would write down everything 
that Hard Flint Woman said to him.  

There are some pretty strong hints that the 
Bahro was still alive when Hard Flint Woman 
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went to the Jemez valley and that he died at 
some point while she was still there. And it 
seems pretty likely that she spent the rest of her 
days living there. So perhaps the death of the 
Bahro might have spurred her to preserve her 
knowledge in writing. If I’m right about all that, 
then the Bahro is most likely buried somewhere 
in or near the Jemez river valley and 
mountains. At least this narrows things down. 

I’ve got to get out my calendar and see about 
getting up north to the canyonlands to hike on 
the upcoming weekends and holidays. Lucky for 
me that I already like the great outdoors! Pretty 
tough duty, enjoying the fresh air and scenic 
wonders of northern New Mexico! I hope the 
weather holds. 

I redid the Google satellite map to show Jemez 
Pueblo too (marked with an orange “A” balloon). 
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And I’m adding a rough timeline of the probable 
dates of various events, hoping it will help me 
get my head around the history and inter-
relationships between everything here. 

• 1694 Anna/Ti’ana is born 
• 1712 Ti’ana finds the D’ni cavern 
• 1736 Gehn is born 
• 1745 D’ni falls 
• 1755 Atrus is born 
• 1785 Ti’ana dies 
• 1802 Hard Flint Woman is born 
• 1815 Hard Flint Woman tells Narbona to 

beware the coming storm; Yeesha is born 
• 1818 Pistol Bullet is born 
• 1820 Hard Flint Woman’s husband is killed; 

her daughter Happy Tears is born 
• 1823 Spanish treaty with Navajos 
• 1828 Gold discovered in Ortiz Mountains 
• ~1830 Yeesha begins her pilgrimage 
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• 1841 Texas attempts to seize New Mexico 
from Mexico 

• 1842 Hard Flint Woman’s granddaughter 
Singing Flowers is born 

• 1846 Mexican-American War begins; 
General Kearney enters New Mexico; New 
Mexico is declared a US Territory 

• 1849 Narbona is killed 
• 1851 Fort Defiance is built 
• 1853 Diego is captured and sold into slavery 
• 1855 Diego escapes and stays with Hard 

Flint Woman; Singing Flowers sees the 
hidden god for the first time 

• 1856 Diego and Singing Flowers are 
married; horse race disaster at Fort 
Defiance; Diego and Singing Flowers travel 
to Fort Defiance 

• 1858 Singing Flowers is pregnant and 
returns with Diego to Hard Flint Woman 
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• 1859 Morning Snow is born; Singing 
Flowers and Diego return to Walatowa 

• 1861 Civil War comes to New Mexico 
• 1862 Hard Flint Woman travels to 

Walatowa 
• 1863 Boston College founded (third 

founding) 
• 1864 Hard Flint Woman’s nightmares 

begin; Happy Tears and Autumn Snow 
travel to Walatowa; the Long Walk begins 

• 1865 John Phillips Esq. travels to New 
Mexico 

• 1867 Two-headed lamb is born in Walatowa; 
John Phillips Esq. records Hard Flint 
Woman’s memoirs and returns to Boston 
with the manuscript; Singing Flowers is 
pregnant 

• 1868 Hard Flint Woman dies (?) 
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• 1876 Hard Flint Woman’s memoirs 
delivered to Fr. Sargasso in Santa Fe 

• 1879 Railroad arrives in New Mexico 
• 1888 Fr. Sargasso prints copy of Hard 

Flint Woman’s memoirs 
• 1893 Pistol Bullet dies 
• 1898 Spanish-American War 
• 1910 Ruth Atcittie records Singing 

Flowers’ memoirs 
• 1935 Navajo writing system developed 
• 1977 Ainia first reads about Hard Flint 

Woman 
• 1987 John Loftin rediscovers the D’ni  
• ~1990 DRF is formed by Zandi and Loftin 
• 1997 Dr. Watson reforms the DRF into the 

DRC 
• 2003 Explorers begin arriving in the cavern 

from the surface 
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Saturday 10 May ‘08 

I went hiking in the Jemez Mountains today. 
The weather was perfect. But yikes, there are 
countless cliff faces to search. I’m going to have 
to get a really good survey map and work a grid 
system here. I found an old cabin, probably from 
the early 1900’s, and got some lovely photos of 
the great outdoors. But no Bahro. Yet… 

 
One of the many cliffs near Walatowa and 
Jemez Springs. 
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I really liked the tree in this one. But ho boy, 
there are sooooo many cliff faces around here! 
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Saturday 24 May ‘08 

Didn’t have time last weekend to go hiking, so 
tried to make up for lost time today. Bad idea. 
I’m really worn out—at least I have the Monday 
holiday to recuperate. And now I know better. 

The grid system is working nicely. At least I 
have the illusion of orderly progress! But nothing 
to report. Yet. 

 
Just had to go by the Valles Caldera.  
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It’s hard to comprehend the size of that thing—if 
you squint just right, you can see a tiny box 
that is actually someone’s house! 



—82— 

Saturday 07 Jun ‘08 

Had to skip last weekend as well. In spite of 
the holiday, it was crazy busy at work (I keep 
forgetting that these short holiday weeks work like 
that). So I spent all week dragging my butt and 
realized that I couldn’t afford to risk a weekend 
hiking without some proper rest. After all, it’s 
rugged enough in the mountains without a 
stupid-weary hiker stumbling and breaking her 
neck in the middle of nowhere and nobody within 
earshot. 

But today I was able to cover enough 
territory to mark off another part of the grid. No 
joy. Yet. 
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Saturday 14 Jun ‘08 

Another long day hiking. And another bust. 
Oh well, I’m trying to stay motivated and 
hopeful. I keep reminding myself of Many 
Rivers saying I’m running out of time. And I 
keep hoping that these shamanesses know what 
they’re talking about with their stories of a white 
woman keeping their legacy. 

Oh crap, but they actually don’t say whether 
this white woman will succeed… No pressure 
there… Think positive… 
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I stopped by Soda Dam to cheer myself up! I 
keep wondering how different it might have looked 
in Hard Flint Woman’s time. I’m sure it was 
used by the Jemez natives back then for its 
medicinal properties. But there was no mention 
of it in Singing Flowers’ journal. 
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A close-up of a couple of the smaller mineral 
water pools—maybe they’re actually old foot-holds 
in the stone? 
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Saturday 21 Jun ‘08 

Okay, I’ll start right off by saying I didn’t 
find the Bahro today either. I’ve decided that I 
need to start focusing on just enjoying myself 
no matter what happens here. The natural 
beauty of these mountains really is hard to 
describe. Spectacular. Awe-inspiring. Magical. 
And I keep missing all that by being so obsessed 
with the Bahro and Hard Flint Woman.  

I’m getting lots of nice photos. Maybe I’ll sell 
them as postcards. It would be a great second 
career! 
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A nice little waterfall I ran into earlier today. 

Below, a close-up shot of a little rivulet and 
some new fungus near the waterfall. 
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Saturday 28 Jun ‘08 

Today’s hike was a bit more crowded than 
usual. It must be the beginning of the 
Independence Day crowd. I’d forgotten how 
popular these mountains are on the summer 
holidays. I’ll have to think about whether I want 
to bother hiking next weekend when things are 
sure to be even busier out here. 

Other hikers are a mixed bag. On the one 
hand, it makes things safer if something tragic 
should happen and I get injured. On the other 
hand, if a minor miracle should occur and I 
discover the Bahro, I’m not sure I’d want my 
fellow hikers to know. Now that I think about it, I 
see that Hard Flint Woman and Many Rivers 
have placed an enormous trust in me to protect 
and respect their ancient ways. Anglo holiday 
hikers are not exactly a good security risk. 
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I don’t think I’ll hike next weekend after all. 
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Saturday 12 Jul ‘08 

The holiday and its hikers have officially come 
and gone and the annual monsoon season has 
begun. Damn, I’d been harboring a small hope 
that I’d find the Bahro before the rains began. Oh 
well… 

I spent part of the hike just trying to stay 
out of the floods from the heavens, trying to stay 
dry. In the mountains, this can be a tricky 
business as it’s hazardous to hang out under the 
trees during a thunderstorm. I met someone 
once who had been struck by lightning while doing 
just that and he’d never been the same again… 

So the going went a lot slower today. Man, 
it’s going to take a lot longer to cover the grids at 
this rate. 
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Saturday 19 Jul ‘08 

One more weekend hike shot. I got rained on 
plenty today, but I’d brought a waterproof so I 
could keep hiking in the rain. The mud was 
awful, though, and slowed me down considerably. I 
must have knocked off at least ten pounds of 
that wet muck per boot when I stopped for a 
breather. Hiking with mud-laden boots reminds 
me of trying to run in waist-deep water. 
Exhausting and slow progress to boot (har). 

I think I’ll head to the other side of the 
mountain range next trip. Although it’s much 
less likely that Hard Flint Woman went that far 
afield from Jemez Pueblo, I need something 
different here. 



—93— 

Sunday 20 Jul ‘08 

During a quick trip to town today, I saw this 
car and had to snap a quick picture with my 
iPhone camera. I wonder if Yeesha might have 
been driving… 

 
I blew up the license plate with Gimp (too bad it 
came out so fuzzy). 



—94— 

 
Although I don’t like to think of myself as 

superstitious, I do hope that this is a good sign 
and that I’m on the right track here! 
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Saturday 02 Aug ‘08 

Had to skip hiking last week—a friend 
visiting from out of town. It was good to see 
Harold again, but I was sorry to miss the hike. I 
debated about telling him of my little project but 
decided against it. No need to worry others with 
this until I know it’s not a wild goose chase! 

So today was the first day hiking on the other 
side of the mountain. I had to be careful of the 
laboratory property there—I’ve heard more than 
one tale of wayward hikers being hauled off by 
security guards. I sure hope they have their 
boundaries well marked. 

I didn’t find the Bahro but have realized that 
this part of the mountains has great potential. 
Many of the cliff faces are relatively soft 
volcanic ash which was readily carved by the 
ancient native peoples into cave dwellings. I 
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could definitely see a Bahro carving himself out 
a nice little niche here. Or helping himself to an 
old abandoned cave.  

I’m looking forward to next weekend! 
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An example of the countless volcanic ash cliffs 
in the Jemez Mountains 
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Saturday 09 Aug ‘08 

In a word—Eureka! I’ve struck gold.  

Steady girl, you haven’t actually hiked up 
there yet to look. But I just know in my bones 
that this is it. 

We had a typical monsoon rain late yesterday 
and just after dawn today I was hiking up a 
narrow canyon, picking my way around the 
muddy spots and so going more slowly and 
carefully than I liked (but remembering those 
heavy muddy boots). I was admiring the deep 
reds, yellows, and oranges of the layered canyon 
walls, their colors even more intense from the 
dampness of the rain.  

I rounded a bend and noticed a gash high up 
in the cliff face colors—a patch of duller color 
amid the rest. At the foot of the cliff was a pile 
of rubble—part of the cliff face had broken away 
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shortly after the rain. Most likely, it had eroded 
gradually over the years until finally things 
gave way. I squinted at the paler patch up on the 
cliff face—could it really be? It looked like there 
was an opening or depression in the wall…  

I just have to find a way up there now! I’ll 
have to be cautious. It’s a steep climb and 
there’s no telling if there are other areas of the 
cliff that are ready to come tumbling down. 

* * * * 

Success! I’ve scaled the cliff face and find 
myself at a narrow opening. It appears that the 
opening normally was hidden by an outcropping, 
which had fallen away in the recent rock slide. 
Before today, if you didn't know this cave was 
here, you'd never find it. Luckily I've brought a 
flashlight. 

* * * * 
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I shone light into the opening and began 
making my way in slowly. It was just a short 
passageway, no more than a few feet. At the 
end is a small carved cave, apparently a home 
at one time, with a few implements, a carved 
table of sorts at the far wall... and a set of bones 
on a straw pallet in the corner, draped in a very 
beautiful and extremely old Navajo rug. The 
skull is clearly not human. 

I was right. I have found it. 

I need to make a quick inventory of 
everything in the small room. Pallet, body, 
blanket. Two complete simple pots, a broken one 
and several shards on the floor. No other 
openings or windows. A niche in one of the 
bottom corners that has some ash markings. 
Near the carved table, other niches in the wall 
that appear to have small bowls in them. And 
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on the walls some amazing carved art and 
symbols. 

* * * * 

I pulled out my camera and photographed 
everything I could, hoping that the flash would 
compensate for the dimness of the cave. 

What to do next? I realize that I shouldn't 
actually touch anything until I can come back 
better prepared. And with my Relto book. 
Considering that this was a world-making 
Bahro, that there are sacred relics of his kind 
somewhere here, I know it would be the height of 
foolishness to do anything further without my 
own linking book. 

But how to protect the cave and its contents 
in the meanwhile? How quickly can I leave and 
come back with my book? Even though I’ve hiked 
in more than a mile from the dirt road where I 
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parked, this whole area is especially popular with 
hikers in the summertime.  

* * * * 

I just poked my head outside the passageway 
and could see that the sun is passing over the 
far end of the canyon. Where has the time gone? 
Has it really been twelve hours since I got here? 
In just a short while it will be getting dark. So I 
need to start the hike back to my car now if I 
don’t want to get caught in the pitch black of 
night in the middle of the wilderness.  

If I can get an early start tomorrow 
morning, get back here with everything I need by 
sunup, then the cave should be fine. In the dark, 
it is enormously unlikely that anything bigger 
than a lizard or a bird will find its way inside 
before then. 
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Approaching the Bahro’s stronghold (near the 
top of the cliffs ahead). 
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Looking up toward the steep cliff faces that make 
up the Bahro’s cave area. 
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Climbing up toward the cliffs, approaching the 
Bahro’s cave. 
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The view from the Bahro’s cave opening—wow!! 
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Sunday 10 Aug ‘08 

I’m back at the cave. As expected, things 
remain undisturbed and undiscovered by the 
other humans of New Mexico. I hope that Many 
Rivers and Hard Flint Woman are pleased. I 
have found him as they knew I would. 

I need to figure out what and where those 
sacred relics are. The ones Hard Flint Woman 
mentioned in her story. 

 * * * * 

Ah, this must be them. Under the Navajo 
blanket, next to the body. But I have no idea 
what they are. Or if it’s safe to touch them. I 
have my Relto book handy. 

* * * * 
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Whew. Nothing happened when I picked 
everything up. I’ll go ahead and keep them on the 
carved table until I figure them out.  

I suppose the smart approach is to be 
methodical. If this is Bahro technology, then 
perhaps I have to draw a symbol somewhere. 
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Monday 11 Aug ‘08 

Well, I’m not sure exactly how I did what I 
did, but all I can say is thank goodness I brought 
my Relto book!  The hard part was inventing a 
plausible explanation to tell Kenny while he 
drove me all the way back here to retrieve my 
car! 

* * * * 

Disaster! I just arrived back at the cave and 
see that we’ve had not only another monsoon 
rain, but another rock slide. Now the cavern 
opening is completely covered in rubble. 

This has been a short day after all. 
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Saturday 16 Aug ‘08 

I’ve been trying not to be depressed all week. 
I’d thought I’d succeeded but now most likely have 
failed. I’m debating what to do next here. 

On the one hand, I could return and try to dig 
out the cave entrance. But the same problem 
remains about keeping the Bahro and his relics 
safe from unwelcome eyes. So perhaps the rock 
slide is fortuitous. At least it is keeping him 
safe again. I haven’t failed in that respect. 

Another option is to write a linking book to 
the cave. I can't tell if it's even possible 
(technically) to write a linking book to a location 
on my current home world, especially since the 
Terran descriptive book is unavailable (and I 
suppose it's debatable that it even exists). Yet I 
can't sit back and just do nothing about 
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regaining access to the Bahro's cave... so it's 
worth a shot.  

If Yeesha can figure out how to do age-
writing and age-linking miracles, I suppose the 
rest of us can figure it out too. Though there's 
no telling if I have that kind of talent or if it 
will bloom in my lifetime... After all, I’ve 
never fancied myself as a writer of worlds. Other 
students of D’ni have tried their hands at it but 
I’ve always assumed it was beyond my own 
talents. I guess I’m going to have to try and 
learn. I simply can’t stop here.  

Hard Flint Woman and Many Rivers are 
counting on me. But it will take time. 
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Saturday 25 Oct ‘08 

I’ve been doing some studying of the Art and 
several practice runs with some plain notebooks. 
So earlier this month, I finally felt ready to 
start writing my first real linking book. And 
now it’s time to see if it works. 

I’ve got my Relto book, cell phone, camera, 
journal, food, water, matches, cash and first aid 
kit. Oh yes, and a flashlight. And just in case 
something goes wrong, I emailed Kenny to watch 
my cats for me. 

* * * * 

Aargh! Nothing happened. I wonder what I 
did wrong… I guess it’s back to the drawing board. 

Oh well, I guess this keeps me humble. If 
nothing else, the D’ni were practiced with 
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patience (I think). I suppose it’s easier when 
you have a longer lifespan, though. 
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Saturday 22 Nov ‘08 

It’s been several more weeks and I’ve tried 
and failed miserably five whole times now. I 
really can’t justify continuing to waste ink and 
paper on this when things aren’t working even a 
little. I think I’m going to have to give up on 
this approach and acknowledge that either I’m 
not going to master this or it simply isn’t 
possible to solve the problem this way. 

I’ve researched the forums about the latter 
and know that you can’t use a linking book to 
link to another location within the same age. 
But I figured if I used the linking book from my 
Relto, that obstacle would be resolved. 

Maybe it’s because I couldn’t actually write 
the linking book from inside the Bahro’s cave? Or 
because I don’t have access to the original 
descriptive book for Terra—after all, one really 
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must exist in order for our Nexus links into the 
cavern to work, right? These are the best 
explanations I can come up with just now (aside 
from my lack of talent as a Writer). 
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Wednesday 26 Nov ‘08 

Well, this is unexpected! When I got home 
from work today, as usual, the cats did their 
welcome-home happy dance, hoping that I’d feed 
them some treats. While I was putting my stuff 
away, one of them climbed up on the bookshelf 
and knocked over Singing Flowers’ journal. 

The journal made a weird klunky sound when 
it hit the floor and lay oddly askew with the back 
panel hanging open at a funny angle. I barked 
at the cats without thinking, worried that they’d 
seriously damaged the most precious thing I now 
own. I’ll have to look at it more carefully in a 
few minutes and see if I can repair it. 

But I wonder if this is another timely sign 
from Yeesha (or Hard Flint Woman or Many 
Rivers). I’m remembering that GOOGGO license 
plate and how in the end, it seemed to be telling 
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me I was on the right track in finding the 
Bahro… 

* * * * 

Well I’ll be #!@*… Excuse me while I go 
bang my forehead bloody against the nearest brick 
wall… 

* * * * 

Okay, I’ve had a rant and feel a little better. 

The good news is that the cats didn’t really 
damage the journal. The bad news is that I’ve 
found a miniature version of one of the relics I 
found in Locust Being’s cave, hidden carefully 
behind the paper lining of the journal’s back 
panel. When I hold the lining just right in the 
light, I can see a faint symbol drawn on the 
paper, near one of the corners; the corner that 
had come a bit loose when the book hit the floor. 
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The relic is surprisingly thin yet 
extraordinarily strong, so it doesn’t seem to have 
been damaged in the least by the tumble the 
journal took. 

But if I’m right about what this means, then 
I’ve had the means all along to get to the Bahro’s 
cave (kinda like Dorothy and her ruby slippers). 
So all that hiking and worry and frustration all 
last summer was pointless. 

Of course, assuming I’d found this relic and 
had figured it out, I likely would have linked to a 
rubble-enclosed cave then and still not known 
exactly where I was. So perhaps it wasn’t a 
complete waste of time; after all, I do know 
exactly where in New Mexico the Bahro is buried. 
Which is more than I can say regarding the cleft, 
which ironically enough started me on this whole 
expedition. 
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Okay, I guess I don’t have to be quite so hard 
on myself for missing the relatively obvious. So 
it’s really good news after all. 

Now for the challenge of figuring out how to 
use the darned thing. I still don’t really know 
what exactly I did that day in the Bahro’s cave 
when I activated the relics there. I guess I’ll just 
have to assume that I have everything I need 
right here and be methodical once again. 



—120— 

Saturday 06 Dec ‘08 

I’ve been studying the symbols on the relic for 
a couple of weeks now. It’s been somewhat 
frustrating but I know I just have to figure this 
out. They remind me of the Noloben bahroglyphs 
and the petroglyph symbols found at some of the 
ancient sites here in New Mexico… 
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Saturday 13 Dec ‘08 

Okay, I think I understand the symbols drawn 
all around the edges of the relic. They seem to be 
numerical or incremental. But there are 
countless possible combinations of them. In the 
Bahro’s cave that day, I remember touching 
several of them just before I linked out. So let’s 
review all the photos I took of the Bahro’s cave 
and see if there are any clues about this. 

* * * * 

Ah, it’s starting to come back now. Why the 
heck didn’t I think of doing this sooner?? I 
remember noticing all the wall symbols and 
wondering if they had a connection to the relic 
and its symbols, and so began to experiment with 
that in mind. 

In the photos, I see that there are several 
areas on the cave walls with groups of symbols. 
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So I’ll assume for now that the groups are 
meaningful, that the grouped symbols go together 
in some way. 
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Sunday 28 Dec ‘08 

I’ve been using the methodical approach again 
with all the symbol groups over the past month 
and think I finally have narrowed things down. 
I’m going to try my best guess at the right 
combination in a few moments, hoping that 
something will actually work. 

* * * * 

Thanks be to Yeesha and The Maker! I’m back 
in the cave! Woo hoo!!! 

I’ll need to head back home for now, though, so 
I can return better prepared and with plenty of 
time to continue exploring that world I linked to 
from here back in August—nearly five months 
ago now. 

And it also turns out that it wasn’t a 
complete waste of time searching for the Bahro 
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last summer. Without the photos, I would have 
spent countless years trying random 
combinations of the symbols before finding 
something that actually worked. 

Altogether, it’s been quite the year! And 
quite fitting that I’m about to embark on 
another leg of this journey at year’s end… 

 



 

 

  



 

 

  



 

  



 

 


