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     ave you ever studied the complexity of a fiddlehead? its sinuous 
reminder that mathematical symmetry is inherently sexy? its grace 
adorning bubbling-brook banks an image of Bambi romping in the 
woods without harm? its short life a notice that we should also be 
free to romp in our own complexity?  
	 Fern is mesmerizing. Fern is also a therapeutical hypnotist 
by trade and a modern-day shaman. Fern has led me frond by frond 
by frond, by suggestion, through the adventures of serendipitous past 
lives, from a WWII nightmare to a noble Mayan reign to Imperial 
China, possibly more than 2000 years ago. Mesmerizing. 
	 I know deep inside I am Mayan.  On my first visit to 
Huamantla, in the gorgeous altiplano state of Tlaxcala, Mexico, 
where one can find beauty in pre-Columbian ruins, Spanish
colonial haciendas, and the majestic, dormant volcano La
Malinche, I was treated to a tour of the region, including the 
Mayan-designed palace of Cacaxtla, dating to 400 AD. The
well preserved room murals are well-known in the country,
intact by hibernating under dirt and soil until the 1970s.
Strange. I knew I had been there. Walking about the
palace site, a guide pointed out one room and said that it
was where sacrifices took place. I blurted out, in my usual
fashion, “No, it was where women gave birth, menstruated,
and blood-letting took place.” What did I know? I learned
later that the Mayan peoples would draw their own blood
for ceremonies and to maintain vigor. 
 	 On a subsequent return, on a visit to Puebla, I
ended up at an AirBnB in the next town over, Cholula, the
oldest active city in Mexico, founded in the 2nd century BC.
The booking was quite by mistake, but not
necessarily a coincidence. Cholula hosts the largest
pyramid in the world, named Tlachihualtepetl, and
it was right outside my window in the distance. I
knew I was home, and perhaps I will move there.
	 Before I had ever seen Cholula, I was under
a pleasant hypnosis. I was garbed in princely attire,
many feathers and colorful textiles. Hurled flying down
a corridor and up the side of a...tall and stately pyramid, The Great 
One, I had to choose to live and serve my country or sacrifice
my blood to the gods. In this life, I often sacrifice myself as
second fiddlehead or sidekick, to serve as grand vizier or
spinster uncle. Did I die? Or have I died?  I don’t know
what happened at the top. A glorious garden followed.
	 I love cherry blossom trees. Probably,
everyone does. I remember being in a royal enclave,
surrounded by high walls, certainly during the Imperial
era, circa 300 BC. I was staring at a stunning young
woman surrounded by cherry blossoms.  Those who follow
the migration of seed (-ists of some kind) say that cherry blossom 
trees traveled from the Himalayas east and were first cultivated 
in China, then on to Japan. Was I an imprisoned Gongzhu or a 
concubine, kept from the world outside?
	 I’ll not really know. I do know my current Mayan 
astrological hieroglyph is Storm, and perhaps I’m weathering my 
great affinity for the regions of classic Mesoamerican cultures, 
where I feel quite at home. There, the daily late afternoon rains 
don’t bother me, and there, I was introduced to the blue agave, 
source of tequila, a warming allergy, hauntingly familiar. Odd.
 	 I have not stepped foot in China except in a past dreamscape. 
However, I have unbearably tiny feet, crunched into a high instep. 
I will die again, and with death, what will remain to travel on with 

�+ my soul and what will only be retained in an intriguing continuum 
of memories made human? The complexity of a fiddlehead. Fern is 
mesmerizing.
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by Ted Killmer
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