
The Winged Ones


White Buffalo Woman


Breathing in the sweet smoke from my pipe of resurrection, 

passing the sacred wand of renewal around the circle of 
ceremony new.. 


It is I, White Buffalo Woman here in unity, here in 
communion, here in the blessing that has indeed been 
resurrected from timelines past that wish to be lived, felt, and 
experienced here, now. 


Breathe in deeply Dear Lights as you see your breath turn into 
the golden flame of reckoning, the revival of your soul 
being born into the new era of creation.


It is my gesture of extended hands that wish for your grasp as 
you allow me to pull you up from the density, from the stance of 
shadow into the clouds where there is only the light of clarity of 
knowing to seeing through the kaleidoscope of the rays of the 
great central sun. 


Can you see Dear Lights, from this perspective, within the space 
of your observer eye, the eye of the medicine of the white 



feathered hawk, you see your experience, you see this world 
with eyes afresh. 


The rays of the great central sun provide the clarity to see 
through illusion. They provide the omnipresence of the rays of the 
Shekinah, the light that has no end, the light that has no end, 
the light that has no end.  

The rays of potency that are claimed by the creator Itself are 
imbued within the great central sun’s hearth. Breathe now 
into the warmth of Her womb, feel the warmth of Her light begin 
to tingle throughout your physicality. See the tingling nudging 
now as stars of illuminate light. You see these trillions of stars 
that are glistening and moving within the concentric circles of 
golden silver light are your remembering of who you are. You 
are the light of the stars within form, you are the light of the sun 
within form, you are the creator Itself experiencing the 
nuances of this world. 


It was my desire to step forwards at this time within the opening 
of Book 2. It is my offering for you to feel my blessing as I sit in 
witness to the allowance of your hearts to receive the blessing 
that is inherently yours. 


As I sit I offer you to see within your heart the diamond 
faceted orifice that is home to the rays of creation. See 
now, and feel my offering as you breathe in the breath of the 
shekinah. As you breathe out with each and every rhythmic 
breath, I offer you the winged ones of transformation, 
the winged ones that are released into this world to birth the 
resurrection of the one light. 


It is here and now that you bring your focus inward into the 
hearth of your sacred heart womb where the winged ones 
live and breathe their harmonic of salvation. As you breathe 
into the Seven Rays of ethereal light, I offer for you to see 



the masters opening the door of your heart to see and feel the 
winged ones take flight into this world Anew. 


Your winged ones are your gift of inheritance. Once they are 
unleashed they encircle your crown moving in and out of your 
physical and  light form. They are your sacred winged ones. 
They never leave you and are released into this world by your 
consecration of choice to send the breath of wholeness to beings 
who are in need of remembering. 


Your winged ones always return home. Home within your 
heart womb where they rest and nurture your divine soul and 
sacred heart. 


Breathe in. Breathe out. 


It is with great awareness now that I offer your perception to be 
drawn inward. It is with great awareness now that offer you to 
open the door to unleash the winged ones to be seen, felt, and 
known here and now; as the Masters stand in witness within their 
Ray of ethereal light.




Unleashing the winged ones


Repeat after me…  

It is with the light of my breath and the Divine Ray of Will  that 
the winged Falcon takes flight. 

It is with the light of my breath and the Divine Ray of 
Fortitude  that the winged pheonix takes flight. 

It is with the light of my breath and the Divine Ray of 
Illumination that the winged Owl takes flight. 

It is with the light of my breath and the Divine ray of Karma 
and Causality that the winged hawk takes flight. 

It is with the light of my breath and the Divine Ray of Freedom 
that winged eagle takes flight.


It is with the light of my breath and the divine ray of Alchemy 
and Potential that the winged Raven takes flight.  

It is with the light of my breath and the Divine Ray of Creation 
that winged dove takes flight. 

And it is So.  
And it is Good.  
And It is Holy. 
And it is Now. 

I see you. 
I hear you.  
It is white buffalo woman. 


