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Bring on

Thirty years ago, on Thanksgiving Weekend* 
in October 1980, Mrs Takata travelled into 
the wilds of British Columbia to teach a 

Reiki class at Gray Creek.  It was the last time 
she taught in Canada, for by December 1980 
she had passed away. This year, in October 
2010, thirty years on, Wanja and Anneli Twan 
held a celebration of Mrs Takata’s life and 
teachings with a Thanksgiving Weekend 
Gathering in Kaslo and Gray Creek.  

It was a very special gathering, with Wanja’s 
own Reiki students, now Masters themselves, 
travelling from all over the world to be there.  
There was, of course, a staunch Canadian 
contingent, but added to the mix were five 
Swedes, two Danes, two Americans, Wayne 

from Australia and six of us 
from the UK. The English were 
being awkward as usual.  This 
was a gathering for Wanja’s 
Masters, invitation only, and at 
the beginning only  
three of us qualified…

Even today, reaching Kaslo 
is something of a pilgrimage.  
First there is the flight to 
Vancouver, and then a 10 
hour drive up through the 
mountains, seeing lakes and 

bears along the way.  Gill and I were blessed.  
We were met at the airport by Ian and Celia 
Spiers, who had already spent a week on 
Vancouver Island, had the hire car ready and 
were happy to drive while we slept off the 
jet-lag in the back.   
 
On the first day we stopped in Hope, where 
Wanja lived for a while and ran her Sasquatch 
Museum.  On the second day we stopped in 

Cherryville, where Wanja brought up a family 
and taught her first classes with Mrs Takata.  
Cherryville holds echoes.  There is the recent 
past, the barns where Wanja taught weaving, 
and the house which was home for the Twan 
family, but there are also more distant echoes 
in the green plain which sweeps down to  
the river, and was once a meeting ground for 
First Nation People. 

The Gathering itself was a Gathering of 
friends and family, brought together to honour 
Mrs Takata but also honouring our own 
Master, Wanja Twan.   First we met in the 
Methodist Hall in Kaslo.  The wealth of Reiki 
experience in the room was immense.  Not 
just Wanja herself, but many of her Masters 
who have themselves been teaching for over 
twenty years, including Inger Droog, Krishni 
Borang and Wanja’s daughter, Anneli. Rick 
Bockner was there too, honouring Wanja 
as a friend and teacher and celebrating his 
own special 30 year Anniversary because 
he became the youngest and last of Mrs 
Takata’s Masters at Gray Creek Hall.  There 
was a Native American Ceremony to open 
the meeting in honour of our Elder, and once 
the drums and prayers had left all our scalps 
tingling, we embarked on the traditional 
activity that enriches any meeting with  
Wanja – story-telling. 

We left early on the second day to take a 
beautiful boat journey across the Kootenay 
Lake to Gray Creek Hall.  Gray Creek Hall is 
an old log cabin nestling on the shores of the 
lake.  Someone had arrived early to light fires 
for us, so it was welcoming when we walked 
in out of the cold.   Once again we had a day 
of memories, but this time focused on Mrs 
Takata.  Rick Bockner told us how he had 
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dreamt of a bear with a human face, turning 
on him with upraised paws, and how after 
his first Reiki class Mrs Takata had taken the 
self-same pose, raising her hands and saying, 

“Reiki strong medicine”, so that dream and 
reality became one.  Wanja showed us the 
hand positions once again, echoing Mrs 
Takata’s words, “Watch my hands!”  Anneli 
remembered how, as a little girl, she had 
watched the adults in her life doing precisely 
what was required of them by a fierce, 
diminutive Japanese lady.

Kootenay Lake is vast, stretching further 
than the eye can see and going as deep as 
the mountains are high, so it was with some 
trepidation that I slipped down to its shores 
for a swim.  It was cold, but astonishingly 
clear.  Swimming is for me a way of being 
properly in touch with a place, and a way, in 
the rush and chaos of my life, of allowing my 
soul to catch up.  I swam in Kaslo, where I 
could see the stones on the lake bed, crystal 
clear although so far below that to touch them 
was impossible.  And I swam at Gray Creek, 
choosing a moment to slip in quietly at lunch-
time when everyone was engaged elsewhere.  
Entering that water was a sudden, almost 
shocking cleansing, and it became so deep so 
fast that it was black below.  I wasn’t in long, 
but by the time I came out the most senior 
Reiki Masters in my Lineage were talking on 
the beach, and everyone else had spotted the 
photo opportunity…

On the way home – and already Kaslo felt like 
home – we stopped at the Hot Springs, and 
Inger Droog remembered how they used to 
come and chant in the caverns, up to their 
necks in steaming hot water, with the milky 
striations of the natural stone curving around 
them, until the management suggested they 
desist on the grounds that they were scaring 
the tourists.

On the third and final day of the meeting 
we were again in Kaslo, and again the locals 
cherished the visitors.  Wanja’s daughter 
Kristina showed us over the old steamship, 
lovingly restored, that once transported 
people across the lake.  Wanja gathered her 
Masters together to examine the initiation 
process and address knotty issues, and then 
we all came together to share a splendid 
Thanksgiving meal.  Finally we had a closing 
Thanksgiving circle back in the Methodist 
Hall.  By now the meeting had become a 
family gathering, not just Wanja’s extended 

Reiki family, but her sister, children and 
grandchildren too.   When Gill said in circle 
that she’s always thought of Wanja as a Bear, 
and how good it was to meet so many of the 
Bear Family, many of us could feel the Bear 
Energy all around us. “Reiki strong medicine”.  
Sometimes Reiki is with us in tough places, 
where we need the strength and loyalty of 
the bear to get us through.  That evening was 
no exception.  Wanja made it clear that she 
would be handing over to Anneli, who has 
been with her on her Reiki journey since she 
was a child in Cherryville, and who has been 
a Master since she was 16.  After so many 
years of travelling far and wide across the 
world, sharing Reiki and enriching our lives,  
it is time for Wanja to rest, read and  
write books.  

Up at the Red House the next day, Martin 
made us hoola-hoops and Michelle reminded 
us how to use them.  Kiki and Alea made 
stacks of pancakes to feed an endless stream 
of visitors.  And Wanja, was she resting?  
Well, sometimes.  Once a Reiki Master, 
always a Reiki Master.  She just happened, 
with Ian and Anneli, to spend a little time 
making Celia a Reiki Master too. 

Louisa Booth, December 2010

* Thanksgiving in the US is in November.   
It happens earlier in Canada.
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