
Rite 6 – Wisdomkeeper 

Description: 

The Wisdomkeeper rite connects you to a lineage of luminous teachers from the past and the 

future. This rite is associated with the snow-capped mountains, perhaps a distant memory of our 

ancestors from the Himalayas. This rite helps you to begin to heal your inner masculine, step 

outside of time, become steeped in the medicine teachings, and taste infinity. 

To Download Rite: 

 Follow instructions on the Fire Ceremony Handout to create sacred space and to perform 

the fire ceremony. 

 For this rite, sweep the fire along the 2nd, 4th and 6th chakras.   

 

Oracle Card (from Mystical Shaman Oracle):   

The Rainmaker is calling on you to harness your masculine energy to co-create with integrity, beauty 

and to the benefit of all.   

 

 

 

https://static1.squarespace.com/static/58c3403103596e9dc4192988/t/5c671129a4222facfc00aa8d/1550258473922/Sacred+Space+%26+Fire+Ceremony.pdf


Exercises:  

1. These are some of the traits of a wounded masculine:  self-centered, egotistical, 

competitive, aggressive, pragmatic, expedient, calculating, controlling, overly 

cautious, distrustful, domineering, greedy, vindictive, inconsiderate, insensitive, 

sarcastic, self-righteous, judgmental, rigid, violent. 

 

Think of a situation in your life right now where you are enacting one or more of 

these traits.  Pick up a pen and a blank sheet of paper and call on your inner 

Rainmaker to suggest ways that you can act with more courage, intelligence and 

compassion.  This is a free writing exercise – don’t censor, don’t stop, don’t edit.   

 

2. Wisdom is kept in many places.  Walk over to your bookshelf and look at what’s 

there with your enhanced Seer’s sight.  Choose the book that shines the brightest – 

whatever catches your eye.  Open to a page and read with an open heart and mind.  

Here’s what I found when I did this exercise.  The book “Navigating the Tides of 

Change” by David La Chapelle shone for me.  It must have been one my husband 

purchased long ago.  I turned to page 104: 

 

“I wish to speak of the desert yucca.  It was that simple plant I remember more than even 

the terrible light of Trinity.  The yucca looked a bit like a menorah, hands upraised toward 

the heavens, as if it were waiting patiently for human foolishness to be at an end.  In the 

middle of its sharpened lances was a lone delicate flower.  I do not practice the religion of 

my people, but I saw the eye of the Creator in that single yucca flower.  I saw in one brief 

moment that the delicate beauty of one flower could outshine the raging power of a sun.” 

 

 


