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She didn’t know where the sound came from.  A storm that seemed to be everywhere. Not only 

shaking the treetops, but also roaring underneath her feet. The sky went dark and she lost sight. She 

lost touch. Her mother’s hand slipped away. Everything disappeared. Only the sound of the storm 

kept her company when she fell into the abyss.  

 

When she woke up, she felt dizzy. The light hurt in her eyes. Her head was heavy.... slowly slowly she 

turned around and got up, only to bend down again and vomit into the grass. There was a red spot 

on the stone next to her. What she could not see was that her long blonde hair also had a red spot. 

 

She was born into a new world. A world without people, without food, without shelter. She drank 

from a creek and curled up beside it. After days of calling, crying and searching she was too weak 

now to do anything but fading in and out of consciousness.  

 

So weak and light that she seemed to be like a feather leaving the ground and be carried away by the 

wind. Stopping and resting on the ground. Being picked up again by a breeze and floating on. Until at 

one moment two dark eyes were staring at her. Two brown hands were moving in front of her. She 

must be dreaming. The same pair of eyes and hands appeared again and again when she was 

opening her eyes. Since when do you dream with your eyes open?  
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More intrigued she began now to observe the eyes and hands more closely, and it didn’t take long 

until she suddenly understood that this being was friendly. So she dared to be more curious and even 

reached out with her own tiny hands towards that bulky body. One big smile appeared on the face 

and a guttural hoarse sound came out of the big mouth. That scared her for a moment, but she had 

no time to really go into fear because food was already shoved into her mouth. She grew stronger 

from day to day. The meetings with this being were silent. Only when she got up and tried to crawl 

around, a sharp sound put her to a hold. So she started asking questions. But there was no answer. 

Only the hands were moving more wildly than ever. And the stare of the eyes was more intense than 

usual.  

 

Looking back at her early childhood years she doesn’t have a memory of how much time she spent in 

that cave with her Mom-woman. Although she later had learnt how to communicate with her clan of 

dark people as she calls them, her Mom-woman could only tell her a few details of how she had 

found her almost dead close to the river. She just picked her up and took her back home. But the clan 

members threatened to chase her away with this unwelcomed little white bundle in her arms, so she 

fled to a cave further up the valley and took care of her alone until she eventually recovered. 

Teaching her the rituals and habits of the clan and how to communicate with gestures, eyes, mimic 

and postures certainly wasn’t an easy endeavour. The only toy she ever had was a tiny figure of 

mammoth ivory that was as white as she was, but way more chunky. Mom-woman gave it to her one 

night and made it clear to her that it was a precious toy. It came from her spirit and would always 

protect her. She had found it lying next to her in the grass when she was almost dead. It had rescued 

her from starvation, so now she was not supposed to ever leave that figurine alone, but wear it close 

to her body at all times. When she promised that, Mom-woman decided that she was ready to meet 

the clan. They walked down the valley one hot summer morning and found a flock of dark big people 

lingering alongside the river. Their appearance was frightening her. She was not introduced to them 

by Mom-woman, they just hang out with them and in the evening they walked into the forest and 

found a new cave to sleep in. Still frightened, she curled up against the warm and comforting belly of 

Mom-woman. No one really took notice of her in the first days. She stayed close to Mom-woman, 

learned from her all about the plants and roots and berries. Sometimes some eyes met her eyes. 

Sometimes someone would hand her a stick of wood to play or a fish to eat. The years went by and 

as the elder ones died, it got easier and easier. The younger ones had gotten used to having this 

white creature around. Some of them were even interested in playing with her. It didn’t matter that 

she didn’t like the games so much, at least she finally was an acknowledged member of the clan. Also 

the nightmares where she saw her white spirit mother disappearing in the dark abyss had stopped a 

long while ago. Recently being replaced by new nightmares when she again felt the pain in her big 

belly tearing her apart, exploding from the inside. She had had a little baby boy coming out of her 

body last winter. He looked a bit strange to her, but he was smiling. A frozen smile, though.               

No movements, no breath.   

 

One day Mom-woman told her to come with her on a little hike to pick some rare plants. Pack some 

of your stuff, we will be a little while. Bewildered she looked at her, trying to read in her face, in her 

eyes, what really was going on. Dark clouds made her shiver, a cold wind blew through her heart. She 

didn’t want to leave and begged Mom-woman if they could not just stay here, it felt more safe. No, 
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no chance to argue with an old woman. So before sunrise they left and hiked up the hills. Mom-

woman was breathing heavily. The journey went on for several days and nights, always heading west. 

She felt that they would never return to their clan, but didn’t understand why they left their people 

and were exposing themselves to the danger of the wild animals. Several times she pressed Mom-

woman where they are heading and when they would arrive. Soon she said. Soon, when the moon 

will be seen in the blue waters.  

 

Everytime she later would tell the story of Mom-woman’s death, tears of gratitude would stream 

down her face. How wise she was, and how much she loved her, and how much effort and sacrifice 

she underwent to protect her.  

 

For days they had been following the little river upstream. Always carefully hiding in the understory 

of the forests, sleeping in abandoned dens. They noticed an unknown smell in the air. She felt the 

urge to free her throat and lungs from it. Mom-woman hushed her and made it clear to be even 

more cautious now. The next morning they crawled over the top of a hill and peeked down on the 

other side. A sight she will never forget. Bright blue-green water, round like a small lake, gathered in 

a half circle around it were creatures as tall and white and thin like her! Her heart started beating 

fast, she was almost fainting. Shivering with the shock. A look in Mom-woman’s eyes and she 

understood. Mom-woman nodded and explained, you are one of them. You are not safe in the clan, 

not after I have died. Your body is not made to have young ones in the clan. You will die there or they 

will kill you. So better go and be with these white ones.  

 

They retreated back to where they had set up camp. Mom-woman grew weaker and weaker during 

the day. She could only lay down and rest. Eyes closed. Hands holding each other. Tears shared. 

Silently the moon rose. Go, my child, go now, when you have laughed again five times you will carry 

your child.  

 

Heartbroken and forlorn, she had no other choice than to return to the blue lake with the moon 

reflecting on the surface. All emotions overwhelmed her, for one moment she considered to give in 

to the pull to go into the lake and drown herself, to be reunited with her Mom-woman. At that 

moment something tickled between her breasts. The little figurine. She remembered how Mom-

woman explained that it is her white spirit that would always protect her. Relieved she fell into a 

deep sleep right on the spot at the bank of the lake.  

 

The following weeks ended up in a big blur. The Danube Tribe found a dishevelled woman when they 

went for their morning bath to the lake. On waking her up, she screamed and cried and flailed. She 

couldn’t really utter any words, yet her whole body was kind of dancing, approaching them with 

begging hands, withdrawing with scared eyes. They called for the medicine man to deal with her. He 

sat down next to her humming some sacred sounds of the spirits that seemed to calm her down. It 
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was also him who first spotted her necklace with the Holy Venus. He declared her therefore under 

his personal protection and shared with the Tribe that she probably was a medicine woman from 

another tribe, and her soul had lost orientation while wandering in the lands of the Unbodied. So the 

magical blue pond had been her last possible exit to come back into this world. That is why she was 

born out of the pond over night. Everyone looked at her with awe and wonder. The whole group 

escorted her back to their settlement.  While they were walking, every other minute she had to look 

back over her shoulder to the pond and up the hill. The medicine man observed her behaviour 

closely. He noticed that she collapsed a bit and sunk into an apathy after she saw a crow flying up 

from the forest and heading east. She let her head hang and trudged helplessly beside him the rest of 

the way. 

 

What he did not notice was how her heart felt an unknown peace once they stepped through the 

portal. The settlement of the Danube Tribe began where the stones kissed – as they say. For her it 

was the portal to home. Underneath all grief, shock, horror and desperation the cells in her body 

picked up a subtle sensation of inner silence. She stayed with the medicine man, she quickly learned 

their way of living. The whole tribe treated her well, brought food and wood. Their way of 

communicating, however, was a challenge. They used only the sounds of their mouths. Slowly she 

imitated them, something which gave her goosebumps hearing her voice after using silent body 

communication throughout her whole life. As much as she tried, the memory of her white spirit 

mother kept fading away, had she been using voice communication before she was born to Mom-

woman and  the clan of dark people? Slowly she found more and more interest in learning this way 

of communicating. And obviously she made many mistakes as her new people were bursting out 

laughing regularly. Her apathy was broken, and she came back into life, joining the laughter. In this 

Tribe everyone had something called a “name”. A sound that you uttered when you wanted to 

communicate with that person. They always asked what her name was. She did not know how to 

respond.  

 

Finally she approached the medicine man and described her situation and that she also wanted to 

have a name. He smiled at her, embraced her and said: you are the one who came with the 

moonlight. Your name is Ayla. And she laughed out loud, and danced and whirled around, repeating 

her name over and over, singing it to the fire, singing it to the stars, singing it to the sky, singing it to 

the forest and the stones. To the plants and to her tribe. Singing it to her Mom-woman. And to her 

white spirit mother. Ayla ayla ayla. 

 

In that night she conceived her baby girl. 

 

When she was born next summer, healthy and happy, with blonde hair like her mother, Ayla put the 

necklace with the Holy Venus around her daughter’s neck. She wanted to thank Mom-woman from 

the bottom of her heart. So, with her baby wrapped around her breast, she hiked up the hills, found 

a rock formation to step on and looked if she could see the crow. After waiting in vain for a while she 
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sat down, closed her eyes, and fell into this deep silence she first experienced when coming home to 

her Tribe. In an instant she saw her whole life, she recognized her mother and her family when the 

earthquake killed everyone. She saw how she was lying close at the river, when Mom-woman picked 

her up and rescued her. She saw how she learned all about the healing plants from her, so that she 

could become a medicine woman. How Mom-woman led her to her new tribe with the last energy 

she had. She saw how she had blossomed now in the Tribe’s company and how she would raise her 

child to be the next medicine woman. She saw how her fireplace-man, the medicine man, would go 

to the forest one day and never return. She saw how she would die only a few summers later in a 

cave not so far away from here. She saw how her daughter would grieve for her at her side, how she 

would take off the Holy Venus necklace and placed it on her dead body, to protect her on her journey 

into the next world.  

 

The Holy Venus was found by archaeologists in 2008.   

 

 

 

 

~~~~~~ 

This story was inspired by and adapted from my all-time favourite books, 

the Earth Children Saga from Jean M. Auel. As a child I was very much drawn 

to the life in the Stone Age. Everything about Neanderthal people and the 

Cro-Magnon people fascinated me. From 2012-2014 I lived in Blaubeuren with 

its magical “Blautopf (blue pot) and the Museum for Prehistoric Life. 

Exploring the valley of the river Blau (blue) on my walks I visited many of 

the rock formations in the area, also the “Küssende Sau” (kissing pig) on 

the picture above. On the southern edge of the Swabian Alb there are many 

Paleolithic and Middle Stone Age sites. Six of the caves/sites were listed 

as UNESCO World Heritage Sites in July 2017. Amongst them the cave “Hohle 

Fels” where the Venus figurine was found. This mammoth ivory figure is the 

oldest known figurative work of art of mankind. It is 40,000 years old. 

Woven into my story (which is pure fiction) are some local tales and 

stories.  


