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My Lakota friends say that all of our ancestors line up
behind us to extend through us. If we come into this world
with an appropriate alignment of genetics and heritage, we

might be honored to carry “the medicine.”
Ho, mitakuye oyds’n!

One

”My God! Follow that car!” I shouted, pointing
emphatically beyond the gravel parking lot to the road
ahead.

My friend Debbi shook herhead. “Uh, excuse me. You're
the only one who can see it,” she said with a bemused
smile as she turned the car onto the deserted road.

It was October, 1989,

I'd been asked by Debbi, who worked with a local
search and rescue team, to assist with the search for a little
boy who had been abducted. Debbi and I had been friends
since grade school. Our history together had familiarized
her with my special way of seeing the unseeable. Having
never worked on a missing person case before, I was
reluctant but willing to give it a try.

The little boy, four-year-old Lee Iseli, disappeared from
a southeast Portland playground after walking to the store
with his older brother. As Debbi presented me with the
facts of the case, I saw the boy in a blue house. I felt certain
he was still alive. At this point I remained hopeful because
it felt like whoever had him loved him. On the third day of
my involvement, I awoke with a heavy heart and phoned
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Debbi. I knew Lee was dead. A day later the news report-
ed that his body had been found near a parking lot at Van-
couver Lake in Vancouver, Washington. Shortly after she
heard the news, Debbi called and asked if I'd accompany
her to the crime scene. The FBI hadn’t yet concluded its in-
vestigation and she had obtained permission to bring me
to the “dump site,” as the search and rescue team referred
to it, before the park was reopened to the public.

“The FBI? You've got to be kidding. They don’t work
with psychics,” I protested, feeling more than just a little
intimidated.

“Who cares?” was her glib response. “They said you
could come. Let’s go.” She was eager for the opportunity.
I was not.

Later, as we pulled into the lake’s parking lot, continu-
ing past the yellow crime-scene tape, I saw close to the
tree line a parked car which appeared to me to be made of
Plexiglas. I suspected Debbi couldn’t see it, but I pointed
anyway and excitedly asked if she saw it too.

“No,” she confirmed.

I told her I needed to walk over to the car alone and
asked her not to be concerned about what she might see
me doing. Getting out of her car, we were approached
by two men wearing hats and jackets emblazoned with
FBI insignia. We introduced ourselves; they seemed more
amused than impressed. I excused myself and approached
this mysterious vehicle.

I soon identified the phantom car as either a Vega or
Pinto, possibly blue, with wood-paneled sides. It was a
hatchback. Stepping around to the back of the car, I found
myself lifting the hatchback.

I looked down and noticed I seemed to be wearing steel toe
work boots. I heard the word “Freightliner.” I lifted a large gar-






























