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THE

MIST WOLF
Stephan A. Schwartz

WE ARE STANDING IN A PARKING LOT IN
GATHERING TWILIGHT. Maybe twenty
of us, including half a dozen
physicians and several scientists.
Standing there, leaning in, watch-
ing a Shoshone shaman, Rolling
Thunder, attempt to heal the
wound of a teenage boy lying 
on a massage table. It seems a
painful wound, torn into the
muscle of his leg, and the boy is
clearly in discomfort, and just as
obviously medicated. He got this
wound through some kind of
accident, I have heard, and it is
not healing properly. This is what
has brought him to this Virginia
Beach parking lot at the back of
Edgar Cayce’s old hospital. It 
is now the headquarters of the
ARE, the organization founded
in 1931 to preserve Cayce’s read-
ings, discourses given from a state
of nonlocal awareness while
Cayce lay seemingly asleep. It
seems fitting to be standing here,
a generation later, watching for
signs of another nonlocal phe-
nomenon: therapeutic intent
expressed as physical healing. 

A small log fire that I had built
earlier at Rolling Thunder’s
request flickers on the ground at
the boy’s head. I am here as a
journalist, and this ceremony is
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taking place in the middle of my inter-
view with Rolling Thunder. Part of my
income comes from writing for the
VIRGINIAN-PILOT about unusual people
who come to Virginia Beach, which
mostly means to the ARE. 

Hugh Lynn Cayce, executive director
of the ARE, called me late last Monday 

afternoon to say a shaman, a medicine
man, as he explained it, was coming. If I
wanted to interview him I could pick
him up at the Greyhound station and
talk to him that afternoon. Saturday he
would be doing a traditional Native
American healing ritual, which I was wel-
come to attend. That’s how I first heard
about Rolling Thunder. 

Of course I accepted, and he gave 
me the time. Four o’clock. I had to
check the location, it seemed so improb-
able: “The Greyhound…bus station…
in Norfolk?”

“The same,” Hugh Lynn replied. 
Most of the people I have met through

Hugh Lynn put themselves forward as
spiritual teachers and shamans and are
accepted, by at least some people, as
being the genuine article. Having spent
hours talking to these men and women,
listening to their stories, their answers 
to my questions, their affect, how they
dressed, how they stood, their eyes, 
what I can only call their beingness, I
have begun to develop some discern-
ment. It is clear to me that authenticity 
is in part a measure of the continuity
between the public persona and private
personality. To the degree they are not
one and the same, that person seems
diminished.

About a month before, Hugh Lynn
had alerted me to an Indian of another
type, a Hindu priest from India. He
arrived in a Cadillac accompanied by an
entourage. In the trunk of the car was
the food he would eat, and the pans it
would be prepared in, and the dishes
upon which it would be served. 

“The master is so evolved, he is barely
in touch with the physical plane any-
more,” an acolyte explained to me as he
brought out the boxes of the guru’s
portable kitchen. 
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“Wow,” I thought. “This man must be
in a truly exalted state of consciousness.”
I looked forward to hearing him speak
later that night. However, he was quite
disappointing. He had beautiful diction,
but spoke almost nothing but platitudes
and slogans. By the time he was through
I realized I was dealing with shtick,
whether consciously contrived or not I
couldn’t tell. But it taught me a lesson 
I never forgot: If an expert is someone
from more than one hundred miles away
with a briefcase, a holy man may be only
someone from a distant land, practicing
an unfamiliar faith, with a different set of
altar ornaments.

THIS IS STILL VERY MUCH IN MY MIND on a hot
summer afternoon as I drive down to the
Greyhound station. The Norfolk itera-
tion of this cultural institution comes
complete with the usual: sailors fooling
around, Marines playing a game of black
jack, old black ladies sitting patiently,
cooling themselves with paper church
fans, and leaning up against the snack
counter a middle-aged Indian, with an
unblocked cowboy hat, an old tweed
jacket, and a bolo tie with a turquoise
slide. He is eating some cheddar cheese
Nabs, and drinking a coke. He smokes a
pipe, I can see; it is sticking out of the
breast pocket of his jacket.

We introduce ourselves, he picks up a
small bag, and we walk out to the car.
Twenty minutes later we are driving
down Shore Drive, which parallels the
coast, and he asks me to stop at a super-
market. Would I go in and buy two
steaks? Sure. In those days I was a vege-
tarian, really a vegan, and buying steaks
for a powerful shaman seems very odd.
Hospitality demands his request be hon-
ored, so I go into the market and buy
him two of the best Porterhouse cuts

they have. A mile farther Shore Drive
cuts through a state park, and suddenly
we are in beach wilderness such as six-
teenth-century colonists would have
seen, and it runs on for several miles. 
We are about midway through when
Rolling Thunder asks me to pull over.
Reaching for his bag, he opens the door
and gets out of the car, asking me when
he is supposed to be at the ARE. I think
he wants to relieve himself in the woods.
But no. He clearly intends to leave me.
About seven p.m., I say. He thanks me,
asks me to build a small fire where he is
to work, and turns and walks down the
bank and into the woods. “Don’t forget
the steaks,” he calls out as he walks away. 
He is completely natural in all of this. 
It is not being done for effect and, as 
it is happening, it seems the most obvi-
ous and appropriate thing for him to 
be doing. Only as I watch him vanish
into the trees does it become clear how
unusual this is. Presumably he is going 
to sleep in the woods? Rolling Thunder
reminds me of a Polish sergeant I had
when I was in the Army. So thoroughly
secure in his esoteric skillset, that what
seemed improbable to me he did with
effortless competence. I realize he and
the sergeant are just different kinds 
of warriors. 

THE NEXT AFTERNOON I go up to the ARE
with the steaks in a cooler. Someone has
moved a massage table out into the park-
ing lot. Not quite sure where the fire
should be, I gather wood from the forest
that borders the back of the parking lot
and set it up near the table, then leave for
an early dinner. When I get back just
before seven a crowd has gathered. I get
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the cooler out of the car, and go over
and light the fire. Hugh Lynn comes
over, wearing an ironed white shirt,
without a tie, and a windbreaker. He
always reminds me of a prosperous small
town banker, not the youngest son of
one of the most famous clairvoyants in
history. In fact he has the mind of a
Medici, and is the most interesting per-
son I have met doing these interviews.
He introduces me to a couple of the doc-
tors, then goes over to the vans parked
nearby, and talks with two women. They
are the mothers, who have accompanied
their sons. Inside each van one of the
boys to be healed lies quietly in the back.
It is twilight now and I can see them
framed in the overhead light in the vans.
Another physician almost in silhouette
moves between them.

Precisely at seven Rolling Thunder,
looking just as he had the day before,
walks out of the woods holding his small
bag. He goes up to Hugh Lynn who,
seeing him coming, calls everyone
together. He says a few words of intro-
duction, and while he does this Rolling
Thunder kneels down and pulls out from
the bag what I can see, from maybe three
feet away, is the breast and extended
wing of a crow or raven. The pinion
feathers are spread. Seeing me he thanks
me for the fire, and asks if I have brought
the steaks. I go over to the cooler and
bring them over. He takes one, and tears
off the plastic wrap, and the paper tray,
handing this back to me. He walks the
few feet to the fire and drops the steak
into the gravel and dirt, next to the little
fire ring of stones I have made. It is the
strangest thing he has done yet, but like
walking into the woods, it just seems the
thing to do. 

He gestures to Hugh Lynn, who goes
over to one of the vans, and the boy

within is brought out on a stretcher and
placed on the massage table. As Rolling
Thunder talks quietly to him, the boy
seems to be having trouble at first focus-
ing on what is being said, probably
because the move has caused him addi-
tional pain. But gradually he calms, and
lies still, his eyes closed. His mother
comes over and stands to one side. While
this is going on, by unspoken consensus
we observers have been slowly shuffling
forward until we reach an acceptable
compromise between intruding and
being able to observe closely. It turns out
this is an arc about eight feet away from
the boy on the table.

Rolling Thunder begins a soft slow
chant. I cannot make out the words, just
the rhythm of the rising and falling
sound. He begins making slow passes
over the boy’s form using the wing and
breast of the raven, moving it just an
inch or two above his body. I can see the
feathers spread slightly against the air
pressure as his arm sweeps along. Long
graceful strokes. Every second or third
stroke he flicks the wing tip down
towards the steak on the ground. As it
grows darker the fire becomes more
prominent, and the boy and the man
drift into shadow. 

THIS GOES ON MONOTONOUSLY. Everything else
is silent. Suddenly, I notice that there is a
white mist-like form taking shape around
and in front of Rolling Thunder’s body.
Sometimes I can see it, sometimes not.
But it becomes stronger, steadier, until it
is continuously present. It is almost dark
now, but the fire gives enough light to
see. Then it takes form, slowly at first,
but as if gathering energy into itself it
takes form. I can clearly see the smoke-
like shape is that of a wolf. Rolling
Thunder moves as rhythmically as a
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clock. Sweep. Sweep. Flick. Sweep.
Sweep. Flick.

After about thirty minutes the form
begins to fade, first losing shape, then
becoming increasingly insubstantial.
Finally, it is nothing more than a
chimera, there and not there. Then 
it is gone. Rolling Thunder straightens
up  and stops. He makes a kind of ges-
ture  and somehow we are released to
come forward. The boy is very peaceful.
His mother steps up to him and leans
over him, kissing his forehead. The
wound is completely healed. It looks 
like your skin does when a scab falls 
off, leaving smooth unlined pink skin,
shiny in its newness. I am astonished.
Clearly, so is everyone else. I go over 
to Hugh Lynn, who is in animated con-
versation with a British scientist, Douglas
Dean, who has come down from New
Jersey to see this. Hugh Lynn asks me,
“What did you see?” “Yes, what…?”
Dean says. I tell them, and when I say
the mist took form, they exchange a
look, and Hugh Lynn asks, “What
shape?” When I tell them I saw a wolf,
another look passes between them, and
they tell me that they have seen the 
same thing. 

There is a kind of break. People go to
the bathroom, get a drink of water. Half
an hour later we gather again. The sec-
ond boy is brought out. I cannot see
anything wrong with him. His mother,
however, is very attentive, so something
is wrong. Hugh Lynn says it is a broken
bone that will not heal. Rolling Thunder
asks for the second steak, and I go back
to the cooler to get it. This one he also
drops to the ground. He says nothing to
me, and I know better than to say any-
thing to him.

The chanting begins, and all appears to
be headed towards what it once was. The

mist which seems about two-inches thick
begins to form. It grows stronger, stops
flickering, but, just as it begins to take
form, it stalls. It happens once. A second
time. A third. This time I look around
and my eyes are drawn to the mother. 
I have no idea how I know this, but I
know it is the boy’s mother. She is block-
ing this.

As Rolling Thunder is beginning a
fourth attempt he suddenly stops. He
straightens up, turns and walks over to
Hugh Lynn. He says, “I cannot do this.
The mother will not permit it. She has a
mother’s love, and it is very powerful.”

“Yes. I noticed. I’ll talk to them.”
Hugh Lynn goes over and talks to the

doctor for a while, then the mother and
the son. I can’t hear them. Then he
comes over to where Dean and I are
standing and says, “He was drifting a
way from her, now he is dependent once
again. She is conflicted about giving 
that up.”

Rolling Thunder goes over and sits on
the cooler that held the steaks. The
evening is clearly over. People start drift-
ing away. I can hear cars starting and, in
the glare of their headlights, I go over to
kick out the fire. Rolling Thunder is
there before me. He reaches down and I
can see the steaks. Both are withered and
gray. One of them hardly looks like meat
at all. 

“You put whatever is wrong into the
steak?”

“That’s right. The fire will purify and
release it.” 

He throws the steaks into the hot
coals. The fat crackles and catches fire.
The two of us stand there in silence. It
doesn’t take long, and they are gone.
During those minutes I don’t know what
Rolling Thunder is thinking. I am recon-
sidering how the world works.
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