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What’s Love Got to do with it?
Dedication
For all those willing to accept the Truth — To look “over their shoulder” at their life and courageously become their authentic self!
To all the brave Warriors who continue to move forward with hope, faith and unconditional love so Earth Mother can be restored to her original peaceful state!
To all those that honor the Creator/God who designed it all by living their lives as an example of the Divine Eternal Flame from which we all came forth!
To my family and friends who always believed and supported my dreams, and to the love of my life who never gave up — Love is not a big enough word for my gratitude for you all —
From my heart to yours!
Introduction
Once upon a time, not so long ago, an old woman lived among the friends with whom she felt most comfortable — the trees (Standing Ones), squirrels, raccoons, creepy-crawlies, winged ones, those with many legs and no legs — all those who called the Forest home. An orange-striped cat she called “Gracie” and a stray dog she affectionately called “Tom” were among the domesticated creatures.
She lived most of her life in the rural countryside of the Midwest exploring the curves, caves, Forest and hills. Corn, soybeans and wheat blanketed the countryside in symmetrical designs, while farmhouses and silos dotted the terrain. The land she loved so deeply reminded her that just as the crops grew and multiplied, so did everything she thought, said, and did. It was a humbling reminder of the connection between all of life.
Throughout her life these gifts from the land were among her greatest teachers. They taught her to keep her roots firmly planted in the richness of that which nourished her, to rely on that foundation throughout her life, and to keep her eyes upward. She was, indeed, a very strong-willed woman who spoke her truth with conviction and a straightforward approach; and, yet, her tenderness of heart taught her how to have compassion for all of Earth Mother’s habitants — including the humans.
When the old woman was a very young girl she had a dream of writing. She found written words a safe and easy way to express her feelings when the actions of people confused her. She discovered that after writing, she often felt less of the emotion that she’d had when she first sat down. Therefore, she learned early that one of her “gifts” to the world would be shared in written form.
As she developed this skill, she found herself even more fascinated with people and with what made them “tick.” She found humans a most intriguing species, and the warmth she felt in her heart from making them smile, or somehow feel better, became her life’s purpose. Her young heart resounded with a certainty that what she came here to do was to make people happy, even if it was only to put a smile on their faces for a brief moment.
Of course, as life teaches, no person can make another “happy;” however, she did her best to let people know they had gifts within themselves that were of great importance to the world. She had a knack for “seeing” the authentic person buried beneath the veneer of his or her life experiences. For some this was refreshing; for others it was quite disconcerting.
She watched her own children come into the world expecting unconditional love and asking for what they wanted and needed. As they grew and entered the world outside their home, she observed how they, like so many children, learned that in order to “earn” the affection or approval of those outside the family, some sort of behavior or action was generally required on their part.
Her years in education helped her gain even more understanding of how modern day “civilization” trained and, indeed, programmed young souls to abandon their intuitive, divine natures that sought only to give and receive love, and instead, learn to follow the rules so that they might receive “love.” She observed that as children learn these “societal norms,” unconditional love becomes a distant memory. Instead, after numerous attempts and receiving only conditional love, a young soul would eventually turn away from giving love as well. Ultimately, young souls learn that in the process of becoming human they must move from their heart centers and turn to their heads for answers and solutions.
From these observations, the old woman did what she could to teach these “growing souls” that people had a choice as to what they wanted their lives to be. She did her best to help them rummage through the old “tapes” and “recordings,” and retrain their thinking to focus on what they wanted to see more of in life. She offered them the opportunity to see the “flip side” of any situation so they might really “see” what was being taught. To do this, they had to reconnect to their heart centers and listen.
She reminded these students that it takes commitment, time, and energy to make changes, but that the results are well worth the effort. Sometimes the fact that she knew everyone had a choice would make people feel “uncomfortable;” and yet, the old woman held true to her knowing.
You see, the old woman had learned through her own life experiences and those of the thousands of young people and their families she had worked with, that each person is ultimately responsible for his or her own life and what it becomes. For it is in the experience of what we do not want that we find what we do want, and in the sad moments of life we learn what it means to be happy! The old woman would often say, “My best teachers have been nature, my children and my students!”
Some would take these teachings and begin the journey to wholeness; others would discount them as the ranting of an “adult.” However, the old woman knew her only responsibility was to plant the seeds of truth. For just as the farmer cultivates the soil and plants the seeds, nature has the ultimate influence on the overall development of the seeds that have been sown. She knew all too well that environment had a great deal to do with the final product. However, without the truth planted, tended, and cared for, there would be no food to feed the soul of the community!
As the old woman continued to examine her own heart, she allowed nature to teach her the simplicity of doing what is innately natural. She had learned that if she were to be of service to others, she had to stay intimately connected to her own heart.
She found that solitude supported her heart, so she chose to move to the quiet, serenity of the Forest to complete her years on Earth Mother. The wisdom the old woman carried within her heart was, indeed, gleaned from her retreats into nature throughout her entire life. Regardless of the circumstances, whether personal or a concern of a student, the critters, birds, trees, creeks, oceans or mountains always offered her a lesson in every situation.
Some described the old woman as too direct, since she was not one for dancing around situations. She did not accept excuses or explanations. She merely listened to their hearts as they spoke, zeroed in on the “heart” of the issue, then reflected back to them what she heard them say.
Since many people are far removed from their true emotions, hearing them reflected back was not always something they really wanted to hear. Those ready to take responsibility for their lives found her reflections refreshing, for they knew what the old woman said was true. Others who were not as eager to take responsibility for their actions often found themselves thinking she thought she knew it all.
By the time the old woman moved to the Forest, she had learned to not be attached to what others thought. She knew the truth and that was all she needed. You see, the old woman had learned that each person must find the “sacred truth” within, and that searching for that truth from others would delay the path to their heart — to the place where their personal truth resides.
Respect and love: those are the twins needed to be a sacred human being! Without both life will be a constant source of “seeking,” for as the old woman knows all too well, “you cannot give to others what you do not give to yourself!”
Every visitor to her cabin was allowed to ask only one question. It is the old woman’s wish that through the stories that follow you move closer to your heart, to the place where you know exactly who you are, and what you came here to do. Your “head” is the mechanism you learn to rely on to gain the love you seek; and yet, it is also the obstacle that keeps you from the place you yearn most to be: Home in your Heart.
Reflections Pages
His Holiness, the 14th Dalai Lama ended a public talk with, “Perhaps there is something I’ve said you would like to 'think some more about,' if not, well that is OK, too.” That seemed an excellent idea, so here is an option for you!
As we begin our journey with the old woman who, much like the spider, weaves a web, it is wise to pay attention to the Truths woven within each story. Therefore, a “Reflections Page” concludes each Season’s stories. This is a grand opportunity to pause and reflect as you honor both your HEAD and your HEART, and consider what truth lies within each story for you.
Our HEAD is where our Reality is created. For as the Bible (KJV) says in Proverbs 23:9, “For as he thinketh in his heart, so is he...” Or, as James Allen, author of As a Man Thinketh observes, “A person is limited only by the thoughts that he chooses.”
Our HEAD constantly tells us what is going on around us. That is, what someone meant by what they said, why they said it, what we did to “cause it,” who was “right” and who was “wrong.” The stories we tell ourselves are most generally based on assumptions we make about each experience, rather than on the truth. Unfortunately, most of us create these stories before even checking with those directly involved in the situation. No doubt about it, our mind is quite the storyteller!
Our HEART then interprets these thoughts (stories), and then responds to them with emotional reactions we call “feelings.” We respond to life’s many situations based on these “feelings." It is most interesting how we create and react to a story based solely on our thoughts, without even so much as asking the other person(s) for clarification of their words or actions!
So, if we want to change our feelings, we must begin by changing our thoughts! While this sounds simple enough, in reality most of us have no idea about the continual chain of thoughts that roll along the tracks of our minds 24/7.
The “Reflections Pages” are designed to help you begin to pay attention to this internal dialogue, so you can pause and reflect before exhausting yourselves with “what ifs” or “yeah, buts!”
The old woman hopes you will pause after each story and think about the Truths revealed. Then, pause again, and allow the stories to really settle into your heart.
Use whatever method works for you, to hit the pause button in your HEAD, so that your HEART can “hear.” Or, consider this simple technique:
Put your mind in your pocket, place your hands on your heart, and take a few deep breaths. Tell your mind that its job is to simply remember what it hears when your heart “listens” to the teaching in each story.
Here we go! Time for some “HEAD to HEART TALKS!
It has been said that life is like a circle. We start our life as innocent beings, fully present in the moment with little concern for tomorrow. We are just happy to play with our toes, stick our fingers up our noses and explore the world around us. Everything is new and fresh, waiting to be discovered!
Spring is precisely like that! All the plants that have been snuggled within Earth Mother have been waiting within the safety of her womb for the moment when life is ready to receive its beauty! Every plant, blade of grass, leaf, seed and critter, awaits that divine moment of birthing. The warmth of the sun helps the plants to grow, as the clouds, rain, and wind provide the nourishment needed for them to grow strong and sturdy, and add to the beauty of this world. Spring is a time of newness, growth and abundant possibilities!
As we look to the East, we see Grandfather Sun bring light to our darkened world. He heralds in a new day as he teaches us how to take our gifts out into the world, and how to see the next steps in our lives. And, so, the Circle of Life begins in the East, where we are given the opportunity to choose what we want to experience. What marvelous choices we are given to “turn a corner,” “begin anew,” or “open another door,” as we leave behind that which no longer serves us.
As the Eagle and the Condor fly high in the sky, so also we are given an example of how to “step back” and see the big picture without getting caught in the details of life! This we do each morning as we face the East and offer our prayers to the Creator — to the great, unknown mystery of Life!
“When you see a new trail, or a footprint you do not know, follow it to the point of knowing.”
— Uncheedah, The Grandmother of Ohiyesa
Morning Song
Her heart stirred as I love you ran through her thoughts and she felt a quickening from within. “Grateful for all of you, for my life and for sweet Mother,” she softly whispered as her eyes opened. She felt her toes wiggle as her body began to stir from a restful night’s sleep. She moved from a fetal position and gently pulled the covers snuggly around her as in a lover’s embrace.
Good morning, my friends. Thank you for a good rest, were her thoughts as she yawned and stretched from her toes to her fingertips. She moved the covers and rolled to the edge of the bed. I am so grateful for this comfy bed. A fluffy cream-colored rug welcomed her feet to the floor. OK, body, let’s see what magic awaits us today. She slipped into a very worn robe and tied the belt snuggly. I love your well-worn feel, my friend. Let’s get the day started.
The old woman moved slowly as she reached for the sage smudge stick, lit it, and then whispered, “To all that is sacred, may my actions show your love.” She then moved from room to room and blessed every inch with divine love. After she finished in the kitchen, she returned the smudge stick to its proper place and went back into the kitchen to prepare the coffee for brewing.
Looking out the kitchen window, she spoke to the morning light. “Grateful for another day to be of service. Thank you for supporting the dreams of all Earth Mother’s habitants.” The sky was a bright orange as Grandfather Sun began his ascent. She took a deep breath and marveled at the contrast of the greens and browns of the trees against the backdrop of orange hues.
A pewter dish filled with water sat by the coffee pot, and the old woman dipped her first finger into the water, then bent, touched the soles of each foot and said, “Where I go in the world.” Then she dipped her second finger into the water, touched the palms of each hand and said, “What I do in the world.” She dipped her third finger into the water, touched her mouth and said, “What I say in the world.” Finally, she dipped her fourth finger into the water, touched her forehead and said, “The Christed One.” She placed her hands to her heart and whispered, “Ah ho, Mitayke Oyasin.” As if on cue, the coffee pot beeped, telling her the coffee was ready, and the old woman smiled.
As the old woman approached the porch swing with her morning coffee in hand, she noticed how exceptionally still it was. “Good Morning,” she softly said to her friends that lived outside the cabin. “You’re mighty quiet this morning.”
She sipped her hot coffee and gave the swing a gentle nudge with her foot. The rhythm of the porch swing seemed to harmonize with the morning’s peaceful stillness. Don’t want to wake anything up, she thought as she held the morning brew between her hands. Better allow my friends the quietness of the morning.
It’s been a good life. Lots of adventures, lots of discoveries and more trouble than I needed. A mischievous smile deepened the lines and creases on her face that reflected a life fully lived. Reckon I’ve lived life exactly as I wanted, regardless of what others thought. I pretty much drove my family crazy; but, what the heck? They needed some adventure too!
The steady movement of the porch swing seemed to pick up speed as she continued reminiscing. I remember starting school and wondering what the heck I was supposed to do in a dress every day! Back then, girls were only allowed to wear skirts or dresses. I remember figuring out that I could wear pants under my skirts without too many complaints from the “adults.”
Heck, I wore dresses to church; wasn’t that enough? With four brothers, pants were the most appropriate attire that would allow me to keep up with their shenanigans.
The hawk greeted her with a “Good Morning” caw. Squirrels began to peek their heads out of tree holes, as rabbits emerged from behind the cabin.
“Well, good morning, sleepy heads! I was beginning to wonder if you were going to sleep all day!”
As the critters began their morning activities, an old, orange-striped cat crept from the side of the woodpile. “Good morning, Gracie. How are you this fine day?”
As if the cat understood human words, Gracie stood still, licked her front paws and stared directly at the old woman. The old woman said, “Doing your morning primping, huh? Well, you look beautiful, as usual, Gracie!” Gracie finished her preening, glanced at the old woman, then turned and headed to the woods.
Hmm, Gracie must have a new boyfriend, she giggled. Reminds me of my younger days! Being a tomboy worked until I hit fourteen, then being a girl became more important. Jackie Smith, an Italian boy, and cute as a button. How smitten I was with that lad. That is, until Dad met him, and then it was all over! “He’s too dark skinned,” Dad had said, “Don’t mean to be prejudiced, but what would it look like to our family, not to mention the church members?” Well, it was just as well; there were lots of boys from which to choose, so I enjoyed pickin’ through them all!
The old woman scanned the Forest display in front of her, picked up the pace on her swing and looked out at the various hues of green bursting from the branches of the awakening trees. My second favorite time of year! she reflected. Watchin’ everything come alive after a long, slumbering winter sure brings hope and newness to my heart, not to mention warmth to these old bones! Taking a very deep breath, she continued, Do believe I’ll have my usual second cup with a biscuit out here this morning so I can enjoy the beauty! Why, you can practically hear things growing!
She rose from the swing, steadied herself a few moments, and then entered the cabin. Think I’ll just heat up a biscuit from yesterday; it doesn’t appear anyone is coming today, she thought, retrieving a biscuit from a brightly painted breadbox.
She wrapped the biscuit carefully in a small piece of aluminum foil and moved toward the stove. After setting the temperature to 325 degrees, she glanced out the kitchen window and noticed something move. She moved closer to the window and saw that it was the stray dog that appeared fairly regularly. She had affectionately named him “Tom” when he first showed up some six months earlier. He was a shorthaired yellow mutt that looked as old as the old woman.
She tapped on the window, and when he looked up she gave ol’ Tom a wave. Tom stared at her for a few moments as if to say, “Yeah, yeah, I see you. Let’s get to the important stuff: got any leftovers?” The old woman turned to her refrigerator, retrieved a small bowl covered with waxed paper and placed it on the counter. She turned to the stove, placed the foil-wrapped biscuit in the stove, then grabbed the bowl and went outside. She leaned over and removed the waxed paper, displaying a plethora of leftovers the old woman had obviously been saving. Tom followed his nose to her gift. “Oh, boy!” he seemed to say, his tail rapidly wagging as he devoured the food.
“You’re a good boy, Tom, and you know I always have a little something for you,” she said as she patted his head. “You have a good day. Now I need to get to my own breakfast.” She turned and entered the cabin, “Mmm, that biscuit smells ready!” she said as her tummy growled in agreement.
She took a saucer from the cupboard, retrieved the butter and a knife, and placed them all on the counter. With a very worn hand-crocheted potholder, she retrieved the delicacy from the oven and gently removed the foil wrapped around the biscuit. Steam rolled out with the delicious aroma of freshly baked biscuits. She split the biscuit in half, smothered it in butter, and then poured another cup of coffee. She placed both on a small tray, placed her hands over them, and thanked Earth Mother for the nourishment provided for both her body and soul.
With tray in hand, the old woman took a seat on the porch swing. She sat down, scanned the Forest and observed, Everything is awake. She savored the warm and tender first bite of her biscuit. There are some things you don’t share in life, and this secret biscuit recipe is one of those things!
Her thoughts were rich and full this morning as she remembered what a great cook her mama had been. She could make meringue pies that stood six inches high. It didn’t matter if the cupboards were bare; Mama always had a meal on the table for all of us. Being raised on a farm, there was always an abundance of eggs and milk, so Mama could create something that filled our bellies and tasted delicious.
She sipped her coffee as she surveyed the spring growth around her. We loved roasting hot dogs and burning marshmallows black for dessert. “We never got tired of that dinner,” she said out loud as a chicken scurried to the front of the cabin.
“Well, what are you doing here?” she asked the chicken. “You’re supposed to be laying eggs!” The chicken looked at her as if to understand what she said, then turned and headed back to the chicken coop.
We’ll have fresh eggs for dinner. Maybe I’ll try making that "eggs a la golden rod" Mama always made.
The old woman finished the biscuit, washed it down with the last of her coffee, and said, “OK, let’s see what needs to be done today.”
Scanning the woodlands in front of her, she could almost hear the trees telling her, “Sit and be with us today.” The old woman sat very still with the tray balanced on her lap. She surveyed the beauty around her, took a few deep breaths and said, “You know, that is a great idea. I have that quilt to finish that David asked me to make. Maybe I’ll just sit right here and work on it.”
Pausing to smell the freshness of spring, she closed her eyes, sniffed the air and felt the moisture of spring caress her body. After a very cold winter, this warms my bones! What a delightful morning!
She listened to the symphony of sounds around her. “That’s a mighty fine idea my friends, mighty fine! I’ll be back directly.” She rose from the swing and carried her tray into the cabin.
The sun peeked through the billowy white clouds that began to take shape in the morning sky. The air was crisp and the wind gently blew a warm breeze through the still bare trees. The old woman walked onto the porch with a brightly colored quilt of various sizes and shapes sewn together. The back of the blanket was a solid green and between the layers was a cotton batting that was certain to bring warmth to the one wrapped within the quilt’s caress.
The old woman’s hair was tied back in the usual braid, and she wore a hint of pink lipstick and a slight peach blush on her cheeks. She wore black wool pants that looked as though they had seen many winters. She had on a soft pink furry turtleneck with tiny flowers dotted around the collar and a burgundy sweater tied snuggly around her waist. On her feet were very worn black suede moccasins. She was a sight to behold on such a cool crisp spring day as she carried her bundle to the porch swing.
She spread the quilt carefully across her lap, fastened a hoop around a section and secured it in place. She then placed a small basket on the table beside her and pilfered through it until she pulled out a large needle, some yarn and a pair of scissors. After setting the items on the table, she closed the lid to the basket and retreated back into the cabin. Within twenty minutes she re-emerged with a large glass of water.
“OK, I think we’re ready to get started,” she told herself. “If we are lucky, we can just about finish this today.”
The old woman looked to the trees that had beckoned her presence and said, “I think we have everything we need. Thank you for making the request; David’s birthday is in a few weeks, so I’d better get this done.”
She turned and took her place on the swing and began tie-knotting the quilt as a melody of songs became softly audible. With the hum of love streaming from within the old woman’s heart, the needle moved down and up through the layers of fabric and batting. The old woman pulled the yarn through, clipped it, and then tied it into several knots. She repeated these steps for nearly an hour until her body told her it was time to move.
With a few deep breaths, the old woman paused her handwork as she placed the quilt beside her on the swing. “My bones need to move!” she said as she slowly steadied herself to her feet. Reaching for the heavens, she stretched upward until the heels of her feet lifted from the ground. “Oh, how grateful I am for this sturdy body!” she continued.
As she settled both feet down onto solid ground, she took several more deep breaths. “There’s nothing like fresh air to clear one’s head.” With a twist to the left, then to the right, she continued limbering up her stiff body from sitting for so long.
“Are we ready to touch Earth Mother?” she asked herself. Without a moment’s hesitation she stepped off the porch onto the ground, closed her eyes and, with her head tilted back, took a big whiff of fresh air. “Good day, sweet Mother. How you bless our lives with such diversity. One day may be warm and sunny, the next cool and cloudy. Thank you for reminding me to be grateful for all the experiences placed in front of me.”
As if to respond to the old woman’s words, a warm breeze blew over her body. “Thank you,” she whispered, “this old body needed that warmth.”
Feeling the blood moving through her body, the old woman turned and moved toward her garden space. Bare from the winter’s rest, a rich brown section of soil seemed to be beckoning to her to take notice.
“I see you, my dear friend. Looks like you made it through another cold winter. From the richness of your color, it appears we’ll have another good year of planting.” She bent down to Earth Mother, touched the soil with leathered hands, lifted some to her nose and took a big whiff. “Oh, you smell so good; so full of life, so ready to be of service. What an amazing teacher you are. Thank you for helping me remember my work here on this planet at this time.”
With that, she closed her eyes and placed her hands to her heart. “May all that I am be an instrument for you to help all my relations on, sweet Mother. Thank you, heavenly Father, for supplying all that we need. Thank you for showing me how to find balance within myself so that I may stay clear.”
The old woman walked the perimeters of the garden space three times, then touched Earth Mother and whispered, “Thank you for showing me how to hold the space for those seeking growth in their lives. You are a faithful servant to the seeds dropped upon you. You never complain, judge or rebuke any of them. You simply offer them a place to plant themselves, provide whatever nourishment they need to grow and mature, then offer them a place to rest when they have completed their cycle. You are a very good teacher for me. Thank you!” She paused for a few moments to allow the connection to deepen.
“Today, Mother, my heart is heavy. There are so many humans conflicted within their hearts, concerned over many things in their lives. They come to me with stirrings within that ask to be noticed. I know it is their ‘root system;’ they have not remembered where their place of strength resides. In our world today we have taught our children to focus on tangible things. They are taught to compare themselves to others, to look outside themselves for direction, to measure their worth by what they can accumulate, attain, achieve. In all of that, they have lost the ability to be content in the silence, to know that their Creator resides within them at all times and that they already have everything they need.”
The old woman closed her eyes for a moment as she sat down on the ground and continued her heart’s song. “What I request, dear Mother, is assistance with staying centered and peaceful, as you do. I know everything unfolds precisely as each person chooses, and that despite the many choices any person makes, they will find their way. For today, Mother, I ask for my heart to reconnect to that place of knowing. For as I have told you before, being in this human body presents opportunities for emotions to take us in many different directions.”
She settled herself solidly on Earth Mother, and then raised her eyes to the heavens. “Father, send down your loving energy so that it might work with Mother to rebalance and re-center my heart.”
Without a moment’s hesitation a ray of light filtered through the Standing Ones that surrounded the cabin. The old woman felt the warmth of Grandfather Sun’s rays embrace her with love as she closed her eyes and allowed the energy to penetrate every cell in her body. As she sat in the warmth of love, knowing her prayers were being answered, her mind began to clear. The ruminating thoughts and concerns that had taken hold in her head began to soften like butter on the warm biscuit she’d eaten that morning. She felt the inflowing of strength and truth permeate her being as she felt a quickening in her heart. Thank you, was all she could say within the silence of her heart.
After a few deep breaths, and what seemed like only moments, she heard her heart speak. For it is only with the heart one can see clearly; what is essential is invisible to the eye. It was a phrase she recalled from “The Little Prince,” by Antoine de Saint-Exupery, that had embedded into her heart and forever changed her connection to life.
Tears fell down her cheeks as a smile spread across her face. Every inch of her body was being fine-tuned, and she welcomed the healing. As the heavens continued to send her healing love, she felt them enter the top of her head and move downward through her body into the ground below. From the soil, she could almost hear the energy piercing upward toward the heavens. It was a circular movement from Heaven to Earth and back to the heavens as the old woman became one with the infinite. The old woman’s heart was being resuscitated and her prayers answered as she sat still in the moment. Thoughts of yesterday and concerns for tomorrow disappeared as she continued to breathe in and breathe out with the rhythm of love.
Within a few short moments, the soft touch of a furry creature brushed across her hand and she slowly opened her eyes. Gracie sat close to her and began to purr as soon as the old woman’s eyes were completely opened. It was a melody of love that harmonized with the old woman’s heart.
“Thank you, Gracie,” the old woman said as she gently stroked the cat’s back. “I see you heard Mother call to you to help me find my heart’s natural rhythm.” With warmth in her heart, she felt restored to her natural rhythm with life. As she continued to stroke Gracie’s fur, she said, “You certainly have great advantage over we humans! Thank you, Gracie, for being such a gentle teacher.”
After a few moments, the old woman pulled a small leather bag from her pocket, opened it, took out some tobacco, kissed it, and then placed it on Earth Mother. “A very small token of thanks for what you have given to me. May my life continue to offer the same for those humans brave enough to make their way here. Thank you for realigning me to the truth so that I may continue to be of service. My heart is full!”
The old woman rose from the ground, returned to the porch, and resumed her position on the swing. “Grateful for the realignment, now I can continue working on this quilt with peace and love, so David can feel that every time he wraps himself in it.” She took her needle threaded with yarn, and, with her hands, began to weave her heart throughout the quilt as part of her Morning Song.
Honoring Our Instincts
As the weather turned from winter to spring, Earth Mother began her great thaw. The winter had been a cold one with an abundance of snow and strong winds. One had to pay very close attention on the path to the old woman’s cabin; the awakening ground left puddles of moisture hidden beneath the branches that covered the path. Roughly three inches of moist soil lay soft and “goosy,” making for a good half inch of mud on a traveler’s boots.
The young man had been told to “follow the trail to the cabin.” However, it was summer when the person who told him had made her visit; what did she know about the muddy path in front of him? There was no question the rich soil smelled of newness, and sprouts of green dotted the trees and bushes along the path. Even with the pull of the mud at his feet, it felt refreshing to the young man to have such a reminder of what “newness” smelled and felt like. I am very ready for something new to be in my life, he thought, as he carefully watched each step along the path. I have been stuck in the past long enough!
As expected, the old woman was working in her yard. She was picking up fallen twigs and branches, which looked like an insurmountable task from the young man’s perspective. She will have quite a stack of kindling once all those twigs are gathered, and she’ll have a sore back in the morning to remind her of the task. The look on the old woman’s face suggested that she seemed quite content with the task at hand, almost to the point of enjoying what she was doing.
He neared the cabin without saying a word; hearing the noise from the crackling of fallen branches under his feet would alert her that someone was approaching. Besides, she is supposed to be intuitive; she should know when someone is on her land. His thoughts were in direct correlation to his doubts about this old woman.
He coughed a few times and cleared his throat, and still the old woman never looked up from the task in front of her. She continued to pick up twigs and stack them in piles, and hummed some familiar tune that he could not quite put his finger on. The young man sat on the top step of the porch for what seemed like thirty minutes (in reality it had only been about five minutes), when the old woman stopped, put an armful of twigs on yet another pile, dusted off her skirt and wiped her hands on her apron. The young man rose from the step and the old woman passed by him, took her place on the porch swing, and picked up the bag that held her handwork.
The young man just stood there and waited for her to acknowledge him. It was a very awkward moment for him since he did not know what he was supposed to do or say. She pulled out her handwork and began “curling thread,” so the young man took a seat in the chair closest to the porch swing. This is the darnedest thing! What am I supposed to say?
About that time the old woman said, “Are you going to ask your question?” Like so many before him, he was very irritated and wondered why he had made this trip, when she began her story:
“Once upon a time, many years ago, there was a family that lived in the city. They were a young family with three children, Fred, Bill and Susie, each two years apart in age. The mother worked at the school caring for the lunches of the students, and the father was a TV repairman.
“This family was very old-fashioned, and they enjoyed doing ‘family’ sorts of things. For example, they liked to visit their church each Sunday, return home to a family dinner, and watch TV and eat popcorn later in the evening. This was their ‘routine,’ and they enjoyed knowing precisely what was going to happen every Sunday.
“On one particular Sunday as they were leaving church, the youngest child, Susie, said she had to go to the bathroom just as they approached their car, and quickly raced back to the church without giving her parents a chance to respond. The other two children took their places in the backseat as Mom and Dad took theirs in the front. They waited and waited for what seemed like twenty minutes. Of course, Mom and Dad took turns looking toward the church to watch for Susie’s return, until finally Mom said, ‘I don’t know why this is taking so long; I’m going to check on Susie,’ and with that she left the car.
“Now, Dad was not one for patience, and he quickly became irritated that things were not ‘on schedule.’ He complained that dinner would be late, and, if they did not hurry, that it would probably also be overcooked. He was so irritated that he began to complain about what the boys were doing in the back seat. They were typical boys and were busy making paper airplanes out of the church bulletins; of course, they knew not to let them ‘fly’ anywhere.
“After what seemed like forever, Dad grumbled something under his breath, opened the car door and told the boys that he was going to see what was taking Mom and Susie so long. So, the two boys sat in the back seat and decided that it was OK to fly their paper airplanes.
“After a few moments and a lot of giggles, the boys began to settle into a quiet space. Bill finally said, ‘What do you suppose is taking so long?’ Fred said to Bill, ‘I have a bad feeling,’ to which Bill blurted back, ‘Nothing is wrong; let’s play. You are always looking for things to be bad.’ Fred immediately became angry and told Bill to ‘stick his head in a toilet,’ and Bill said, ‘Make me.’
“The next thing they knew they were wrestling in the back seat, when someone tapped on the car window. A man in a dark coat and hat was standing by the car window on Fred’s side, and motioned for him to roll down the window. The man’s face was not very clear, since the sun was shining just behind him, but Fred responded, ‘We are fine; our parents are in the church.’ Bill just sat there staring at the man and thought, Something is very wrong, and he clicked the door locks.
“Fred said to the man, ‘What do you want?’ Bill whispered to Fred, ‘Don’t talk to him; he is not a nice man,’ to which Fred responded, ‘Now, who is the scaredy cat?’ Bill snapped, ‘I’m telling you, he is not a nice man,’ as his eyes welled with tears, ‘Please, Fred, tell him to leave.’ Fred turned back to the man and said, ‘Our dad will be back in just a minute, and he can help you if you need something.’
“About that time Fred and Bill’s dad came walking out of the church, and the man who had been talking to the boys seemed to disappear. Their dad arrived at the car and Fred unlocked the doors. Bill began to cry as his dad got into the car. ‘Where is Mom?’ Bill sobbed, ‘I want to go home.’ To which Dad said, ‘Susie has gotten sick; they will be here shortly.’
“Dad then said, ‘I thought I saw some man talking to you all; what did he want?’ Fred said, ‘I don’t know; he felt creepy, so we locked the doors.’ Dad replied, ‘That was good thinking.’ About that time Mom and Susie came walking toward the car, and out of nowhere, the man in the dark coat came running from just behind the family car. He grabbed Susie, turned, and ran toward his car. Mom screamed and Dad jumped out of the car and yelled, ‘Hey! Stop! Let my daughter go!’ and he ran toward the man who was making a mad dash to his car. Susie screamed her lungs out as she kicked her legs and flailed her arms in the air. The man in the dark coat let her go, and ran down the road, leaving his car behind.
“As Susie approached the family car, Mom jumped out and took her daughter into her arms. Dad took down the license number of the man’s car, and looked inside the car to see if the keys were in the ignition. Sure enough, they were, and Dad took the keys and put them into his pocket. As Mom held Susie, Fred and Bill leaned over the front seat to comfort their sister. Dad got in and started the car, and took off as he handed his cell phone to Fred. ‘Dial 911, Fred, and tell them to meet us at our home.’ Fred did as he was asked, and by the time he finished giving them their home address, the family pulled into their drive. Within fifteen minutes the police arrived and the family told their story.
“About two days later the man was captured, and it turned out that he had escaped from a jail just thirty miles away. The family gave thanks to their Creator for the instincts each of them had honored. Susie started it all by having a ‘sick’ stomach; something within her knew something was about to happen, and she could not ‘stomach’ the idea. Mom knew that Susie had taken too long, so she went to assist her. Had she not done so the man may have entered the building instead of approaching the car. Dad sensed that something was up and went to check on his wife and daughter. When he was assured they were fine, he returned to the car, and had he not done so the boys may have been in a very precarious situation.
“Fred and Bill both sensed this man was not someone they could trust, so they let the stranger know their parents were just inside the building, and had the good sense to lock the doors. Susie knew to flail and kick when abducted; Dad knew to take the keys and write down the license number; and finally, they knew to report the whole situation to the police so the man could not harm anyone else.
“We are given a gift that is as instinctive as taking your hand off a hot stove; sometimes we second guess ourselves and kick the old ‘head mind’ into action by explaining, rationalizing and doubting what our ‘gut’ knows. This is a natural gift our Creator built within each of us. It is something many people take for granted, but thank goodness this family honored their instincts and took action.”
The young man looked at the old woman who was busy curlin’ thread and asked, “What does this have to do with me?” To which the old woman, biting the thread in two and tying a knot in the end of the tatted chain, replied, “Perhaps it would be good for you to consider what you are afraid of, and what you know instinctively to be true that you are running from.” She completed the knot and handed the tatted work to the young man, and then said, “It is time for you to quit being afraid. You have good instincts, so stop doing what everyone else wants you to do and trust what you know is for your highest and best good. It is time for you to come out of the shadows of fear that you will make a ‘wrong’ choice, and simply take action.” She paused a few moments, puts her handwork into her bag, and rose from the porch swing.
As she sauntered to the doorway to her cabin, she hesitated and said, “Gathering twigs is good for the soul; it helps one pay attention to the task at hand and not listen to all the chatter in their head that likes to put doubts into one’s mind. You might try it sometime.” And with that she opened the door, turned and said, “These are my words.” Then she entered the cabin and closed the door behind her.
The young man was bewildered. What just happened? He placed the tatted chain in his coat pocket and just sat on the porch looking out toward the Forest. About that time a squirrel scurried up to the porch and climbed the timber rail that ran between the posts along the porch. The squirrel carried something in its mouth, its jaws bulging on both sides. The young man sat as still as possible, hoping to not the scare the squirrel. As he watched the squirrel scamper along the rail, he wondered, What am I afraid of? Why do I always question decisions I make? Could it be that I am afraid of making the wrong choice?
As he sat in the chair, he heard the old woman stirring inside the cabin, and she was humming a tune. That’s the same tune she was humming before ... what is that tune? he wondered, as he noticed the squirrel had disappeared from his view. Well, darn; I never did see where the squirrel was taking that mouthful of goodies.
Suddenly, the young man realized what the old woman was humming; it was the old hymn, "Amazing Grace." That’s it, ran through his head. I am so busy doubting myself and looking to others for guidance that I lose my focus on what is in front of me. Then when things turn out differently than I wanted I blame others rather than spend the time to change what I don’t like. It has always been easier for me to let others make decisions for me and then go about blaming them, rather than trusting my own instincts about what I know is best.
The young man got up from his chair, dug in his pocket for a gift to leave the woman, and placed it in a gifting basket woven from twigs that sat by the steps. “Never again!” he said out loud. “I have missed too many opportunities by not trusting my instincts. That old woman is right; I have good instincts, and it is time for me to Honor my Instincts, and to wake up and know without a doubt that whatever I choose is precisely what I need to experience. Just as that family stayed safe, and did not point fingers at someone else for ‘victimizing’ them, I need to take responsibility for my life right now!”
As he walked toward the path, he stopped in his tracks, closed his eyes and asked Creator to help him trust again. He had lost his “gift” by giving it away. It was not anyone’s fault that he was not doing what he loved; it was his lack of faith and trust in the gifts he knew he had, even back in grade school. He continued along the path, pausing from time to time to watch a critter scurry about the Forest. He said out loud, “It is time for me to play, to have fun, and to enjoy being in this world. There is no reason to fear anything; I have the God-given gift to know what makes my heart sing, and it is my responsibility to share it with others.” And, with that, he made a promise to all who would listen, to pay attention and do what came naturally, without hesitation.
This Moment
Good! I can check that off my list, ran through Lynn's head, as she placed a bright purple check mark next to an item on a very long list. “I love seeing that purple on this page! It means I’ve accomplished something,” she proudly stated. She held up the burgundy leather binder that held the buff-colored writing tablet and continued her thoughts, Rich: that’s the word that describes what the blend of colors create together. A smile widened on her face and she concluded, Rich is good! It brings even more beauty to the world!
Lynn was quite pleased with herself. She had been very diligent throughout her life. Sure, she would definitely make some different choices now; however, she also realized everything she had chosen made her the woman she was today.
She carefully placed the purple pen in the designated space in the binder, and then counted how many items on her list still needed to be completed. “One, two, three, four, five, six, seven.” She curved her lips to one side, Well, seven’s not bad. She straightened her lips, moistened them with her tongue, and nodded her head. Yep, out of twenty-five items, seven is very doable!
Feeling a sense of accomplishment, Lynn folded the binder and carefully placed it neatly into her metallic gold tote bag, next to a buttercup yellow clutch bag and matching umbrella. She glanced at her wristwatch and thought, Better get on the road so I’m not late. GPS or not, I want to make certain I’m on time. I’m really not perfectly clear where this cabin is located. Better get the lead out and get on the road. Lynn grabbed her jacket, keys, and slipped a shiny blue foil-wrapped package adorned with a bright red bow into her tote bag.
It was an unusually warm day for early March in the Midwest. People were busy working in their yards collecting twigs that had fallen from winter’s wrath. It was apparent that everyone was most grateful to be working in the sunshine as they scurried about like ants about an anthill.
Lynn enjoyed the drive along the back roads as the warm air stimulated her skin, awakening it from the long winter’s freeze. She took a big whiff of fresh air, thinking, I can smell the fresh dirt. This is why people live in the North; the change of season brings a sense of newness to life. “How I love the aliveness of spring!”
She admired the bursts of green hues springing forth on the bushes and trees, as critters scampered around plant growth like kids frolicking on a playground. They must be as excited as we humans to be out in the fresh air warming their bones! No doubt they are exercising their bodies in preparation for a busy gathering season for next winter.
Deep in her thoughts, Lynn was brought back to the road in front of her by the voice from her GPS. “Turn right in fifteen feet,” the voice said. Wow, that was a quick drive. She glanced at the clock on her dashboard and said, “Well, I guess it hasn’t been that quick; I’ve been on the road nearly forty-five minutes.” She continued, “That GPS devise estimated it was fifty minutes from my house to the cabin.” As she made the turn she wondered, How do they know that?
She wheeled her car onto the clearing per the GPS instructions, placed the gearshift in park, got out of the car and clicked the key lock. Then she carefully placed the keys in their assigned spot in the gold tote bag. Well, here we are! And, we’re fifteen minutes early; that’s good!
Lynn started out at a brisk pace, and then slowed herself as she caught a glimpse of the cabin. I still have ten minutes, so I guess I can slow down; don’t want to interrupt what she’s doing. I don’t like being interrupted, and I don’t imagine she does either. A blue jay caught her eye, and she paused for a moment, readjusted her tote bag, smoothed her hair and took a deep breath. “You are a pretty one,” she told the blue jay. “Bet you’re getting ready for ‘baby’ season!” As if the blue jay understood her words, he hopped to the next branch where a gray-colored blue jay sat on a nest.
“Well, I’ll be darned,” Lynn, said, “You already have ‘em ‘cookin!’” What a sweet sight. A mama and papa waiting for their babies! She felt warmth in her heart, while butterflies took flight in her belly. I sure hope Tom plans to be involved with our babies, she continued. He says he will, but we’ll have to see; guess time will tell!
Lynn stepped onto the porch as the front door of the cabin opened. The first thing she noticed was a bright orange cloth covering a tray that was held by two tiny, leathered hands. Within a split second deep purple sleeves appeared, and the old woman stepped fully onto the porch. She was wearing a pair of very worn blue jeans, a bright yellow tee under a purple shirt, and black suede moccasins that appeared to have seen many a mile. Lynn stopped to give the old woman plenty of room to carry the tray and offered, “May I help you with that?”
The old woman mumbled, “No, thank you,” as she carefully placed the tray on the small table between the swing and willow branch chair. “You may have a seat,” she told Lynn, as she removed the orange cover, folded it neatly and placed it on the side of the tray.
Lynn waited for the old woman to take a seat before she sat down, and then placed her gold tote bag on the porch beside her chair. “I appreciate you taking the time to see me today; you didn’t need to go to any trouble,” she said as she smoothed her hair, settled into the chair and accepted the lemonade the old woman offered.
“Thank you very much; this will be quite refreshing on a warm day like today,” she said as she took a sip. Wow, this is the best tasting lemonade I’ve ever had; and it’s so cold. Just what I needed! She looked over at the old woman and noticed her snow white hair. Her hair’s so shiny. I wonder what she uses to make it shine like that?
The old woman sipped the lemonade and stared out at the Forest in front of the porch and said, “It was no trouble; all I had to do was pick up another glass.” Her hair was tied behind her head and a long braid hung off her left shoulder. She appeared to be in her early to mid seventies and was quite attractive for her age. Lynn noticed her fingernails were neatly groomed, and she wondered how they could look so good considering all the yard work to which she apparently tended. Maybe she has someone who does the manual labor? Then she quickly corrected herself. No, she seems the type to do that sort of work herself.
As the two sat sipping lemonade in silence, Lynn felt an awkwardness about when to ask her question. Being a thoughtful person, she didn’t want to interrupt the old woman’s thoughts, but she also didn’t want to take up too much of her time. As if the old woman could hear her thoughts, she said, “Now would be a good time to ask your question.” The old woman placed her glass on the tray, picked up a black velvet bag and began her handwork.
Without a moment’s hesitation Lynn asked, “How does one know if one is doing the right thing in life?” She squirmed in her chair, clearly aware of her discomfort with the question. Did I ask that correctly? “Is that question clear?” she asked the old woman. “It sounds rather vague now that I’ve said it.”
Without a moment’s hesitation the old woman began her story:
“Once upon a time, very long ago, there lived a community of horses that wandered the lands to the West of here. Legend has it there were hundreds of wild horses that traveled together. They lived deep in the high mountains during the warm months and headed for the valleys during the cold winters. Each season brought new adventures for the community as the weather brought a variety of challenges and opportunities. The warmer seasons provided the community ample time to play, graze, birth new colts and teach the young ones the ways of survival. The role of the elders in the community was to lead by example, so the skills necessary to sustain the community were taught and carried on to the next generation.
“As in all communities, there were leaders who were naturally groomed for such a role. They earned their positions by diligently paying attention to those already overseeing the well-being of the community and honoring the ways they were taught. As in all communities, there were those who wished to hold such a position of authority, and so they would sometimes create situations that brought focus to their physical strength, hoping to overshadow the strengths of the one being groomed for leadership.
“Among that particular community such behaviors were viewed as disrespectful, so the one acting in such a way would be taken aside by some of the other elders and placed away from the community. After a day or two had passed, the elders would fetch the separated one and bring him or her back into the community for a feast. The one returning was allowed to eat until his or her belly was full, and then the other members would once again begin playing and showing affection for the one that returned.
“Our actions reflect the character we hold within. If someone is held accountable for their actions, they will realign to what is for the best of the community because they are loved and accepted as a valuable member of the family in which they live. Forgiveness is a vital component to the overall peace and harmony in a community.”
The old woman lifted up the chain, looked at its length, and then resumed her tatting. “We could learn much from the horses. They carry the medicine for learning how to develop one’s personal power. They are extremely resourceful and willing to do whatever it takes to serve others — and not just of their own kind. The horse has offered much to the human race that has made our lives much easier. Can you imagine how the work would have been done had we not had horses to carry our necessities as well as us?
“The trouble with our current civilization is, many forget the support we are given by the Creator of the universe. Many are so focused on the future they have forgotten who helped them get where they are today.”
The old woman took a deep sigh, looked at the beauty of the landscape in front of her, then continued, “If our communities are to work together in a peaceful way, there must be respect for all living things; humans and non-humans. Respect is the key that brings harmony to all of life. With respect, every rough spot can be made smooth and all of the community will feel safe. When every being feels valued and loved it feels a part of something greater than itself — it realizes its ‘gifts’ as unique and, therefore, adding value to the community.”
The old woman bit the end of the thread, tied a knot in the end, and placed the chain in her lap as she neatly placed the handwork materials back into the black velvet bag. After placing the bag on the edge of the porch swing, the old woman held the chain between both of her hands and looked straight ahead. The moment of silence that followed seemed to extend beyond current time and space as Lynn sat very still and watched her.
“All we have is this moment,” the old woman continued. “If we choose to be part of a community that is peaceful, we will honor the ways of those that walked before us — our ancestors. We will listen to the stories told with an open heart, willing to really hear what the elders are saying beyond just their words. There is much in an elder’s heart that needs to be heard and respected as part of his or her unique story, and from that place we can learn 'why' such ways were created and imbedded in the community. As the elders leave this world and become the ancestors, the next generation of members can discern what ways need to be changed in order to accommodate the new ways unfolding on the planet, and adapt those changes so that the community will continue to grow in peace and harmony.”
The old woman rose from the porch swing and stood in front of Lynn. “If we can stay connected to our hearts, we will choose ways that enrich the community; if we find our actions are not adding to the peace and overall well being of the community, then we simply choose another action.” She leaned over and handed Lynn the chain as she concluded, “Every action that is taken from a heart that lives in the moment, is always for the highest and best for the community. We are not responsible for how someone accepts that; we are responsible only for the way in which we choose to deliver the action. Remember, ‘it is not what you do, it is the energy with which you do it that matters.’”
With that, the old woman wrapped her hands around Lynn’s and said, “These are my words.” Then she gathered the items on the tray, covered them with the orange fabric and carried them back into the cabin.
Lynn sat clutching the chain in her hands for what seemed like half an hour. With tenderness in her heart she thought, I love you, Tom. Thank you for being so patient with all my fretting! Tears ran down her face as she felt her heart pounding in her chest. Sobbing with joy, she placed the hand holding the tatted chain on her belly. Everything will be good, little one. I promise you, no matter what happens, you will be loved and cherished. And, when the time comes that you choose to exercise your individuality, we will love and respect you so you can stay connected to your heart.
She took a couple of deep breaths, wiped her eyes and whispered, “This moment. Not tomorrow, not yesterday, but this moment is all we need to stay in our hearts.”
Lynn gathered her gold tote bag, pulled out the shiny foil box with the bright red bow, and dropped it in the twig basket sitting at the edge of the porch. A very small token for a very large gift you’ve given me. She murmured “Thank you, thank you,” as she touched her heart and began her walk back to her car.
I don’t want to think about this, Lynn told herself. I want to remember this, right here, she said as she kept her hand on her heart. Always, I want to always remember my heart.
She arrived at her car and, once inside, removed her cell phone from her clutch bag. She retrieved a name from her contact list, pushed the call button, and when the lady answered the phone, Lynn said, “Hey, Grandma, it’s Lynn. How would you and Grandpa like to come to dinner one day this week?”
Grandma quickly answered, “It is good to hear from you! We’d be delighted. We could do Thursday evening if that works for you. But you don’t have to go to any trouble, Lynn; we know you’re a busy lady. Is everything OK?”
Lynn replied, “Thursday sounds great, Grandma, and things have never been better! I do have a lot of questions for you and Grandpa, though.”
As Lynn drove the road toward home, she noticed the beautiful gold tote bag that held the colorful assortment of items she needed to keep her life in some semblance of order. I am grateful for an organized mind and for having a great appreciation for beauty. She kept her eyes on the road ahead of her, and the colors of the landscape seemed to have intensified since she had last seen them. I wonder if the colors are brighter, or if I’m just seeing them more clearly? Or, did I even notice the landscape on the drive here? As quickly as the thought appeared, it was replaced with the flutter in her belly. OK, I haven’t forgotten about you! She patted her belly as her heart seemed to beat with the rhythm of the baby growing inside her.
Lynn took a few deep breaths, ever so grateful for the moment, and for the realization that this little one was already teaching her how to stay in the moment. My organization has kept me in my mind, which takes me back and forth from the past to the future. Guess you are going to teach me how to come from my heart and be in the moment, she silently told her little one within.
A smile widened on Lynn’s face as she felt the love and partnership with both Heaven and Earth. I promise to teach you how to be in the world, if you will remind me how to bring the gifts of heaven here. Together, she thought, patting her belly, we’ll find the balance needed to have peace and harmony inside and out. And, maybe, just maybe, we can help others in our community do the same!
Lynn glanced at her burgundy notebook and said, “OK, we can mark one more thing off our list!” She looked back at the road, then glanced quickly at the gold tote bag and said, “But, we have a couple of others things to add to it! One of them is to breathe and notice This Moment!”
Shadows
“Really? You are going to follow me to the old woman’s cabin?” Ralph spoke out loud. With his lips pursed tightly, he shook his head from side to side as he watched for the turnoff to her cabin. “I mean, what the heck do you want from me? Why do you always show up everywhere I go?”
Ralph took a deep sigh to calm his already anxious stomach. As he spotted the turnoff his tummy growled, reminding him that he had not taken care of feeding it. "There it is," he said as he flipped on his turn signal — and slowed his truck as he took a quick glance in his rearview and side mirrors. All was clear, so Ralph pulled over at the clearing into the parking space.
Well, here we are, he murmured within. Guess we are ready to find out what to do with you all! And with that, he felt a strange stirring within his belly. “Hmm,” he spoke out loud. “This is strange!”
Then he immediately felt a settling in his belly. What? No anxiousness, no concern for what’s about to happen? It was an “odd” feeling for him since most of his life he had felt “anticipation” in his belly, Hmm, this is very odd.
He grabbed a bag and his cell phone, locked the truck door and stepped toward a downtrodden path. “This must be the clearing to her cabin,” he speculated. “Here goes nothing.” And “nothing” it was for Ralph. He had spent most of his life with an “unsettled” feeling in his belly, and for some strange reason it was no longer present.
Thoughts ruminated through his head as he meandered along the trail enjoying the new growth on the path. Nothing like spring, he mused, and watching everything come alive after being so dormant over the winter! How I love it!
The day was cloudy, and Ralph buttoned his jacket and lifted the collar to protect his neck, as the cool morning winds blew from the North. Then he plunged his hands into the soft flannel pockets. Good ol’ Mom, leave it to her to purchase the perfect jacket to keep me warm! Whatever would the world do without moms?
As he entered the clearing of the old woman’s yard, he was mindful to carefully stay on the stone steps that had been strategically placed so as to keep the yard well groomed. He glanced on either side of the front porch and admired the burst of color from the budding bushes that adorned the perimeters of the cabin. As an environmentally conscious man, he noticed the care and tending of such beautiful plants and trees.
A large oak tree stood tall to the right of the cabin. That tree must be 200 years old or better. He strained to get a clearer view, and noticed some sort of “knot hole” with a unique shape. What is that shape? Hmm, from here it looks like a heart? Then he quickly pooh-poohed that notion. Nah, that can’t be what it is.
He turned his eyes toward the porch, where he spotted the old woman sitting on the porch swing doing something with her hands. As he approached the porch, he took off his hat, made the step up onto the wooden floor and said, “Good day! You have a lovely place.”
The old woman glanced up at the gentleman and said, “Thank you. Please have a seat.” She placed her handwork to her left, then carefully lifted a purple towel from the top of a tray that sat on a table between the porch swing and the chair where the gentleman was to be seated.
The smell of coffee filled the air as a coffee pot, two cups and saucers, and an orange basket were revealed. The old woman poured coffee into each cup, handed the gentleman a colorful cloth napkin, pointed to a set of silver dishes and said, “Help yourself to cream and sugar, if you would like.” She then removed the cover to the orange basket and the most exquisite fragrance of freshly baked biscuits filled the air.
Ralph’s stomach let out a growl as he sniffed the air and said, “Oh, my goodness! What a decadent smell!”
The old woman handed him a saucer and said, “Help yourself to butter and jam if you wish,” as she pointed to a small yellow ceramic container to the left of the orange basket.
Without hesitation, Ralph helped himself to the sugar and cream and took a big gulp of coffee. He then promptly retrieved a biscuit and smothered it in butter, placed it on the saucer, and sat back in the chair to enjoy his morning treat.
The two sipped coffee and munched on hot biscuits for a bit until the old woman placed her saucer and cup back on the tray and retrieved her handwork. Ralph helped himself to a second biscuit, this time smothering it with strawberry jam before leaning back to enjoy his second helping.
“My goodness, this is quite a surprise,” he said. “I had no idea I’d have my belly filled with such goodness this morning.” He leaned back in his chair to savor every delicious bite as he glanced over at the old woman. This is a pretty interesting place. And, you know, my belly has felt fabulous since I arrived. Now, what do you suppose that’s all about? And, with that he quickly dismissed the question.
The sun was well above the top of the trees to the East as critters scampered about the Forest. The faint sound of a rooster could be heard in the distance, and Ralph thought, Well, you certainly are a sleepy head this morning!
He could not believe how peaceful he felt. It was a very “odd” feeling, as it had been years, if ever, since his belly had felt so calm. He had struggled almost his entire life with an impending sense of doom, or that something “unpleasant” was about to happen. Why he felt that was a mystery to him. His friends referred to him as a “worry wart,” and often told him that all his worrying would one day materialize into a “real” situation if he did not change his ways. While Ralph heard what they said, he simply could not understand why he fretted as he did.
The old woman examined the tatted chain, then returned to moving her fingers as she began her story:
“There are mysteries in life that cannot be explained. Try as a person may, the mind cannot comprehend all the influences that surround us each day. Human beings seem to think everything in the world can be understood if they spend enough time thinking about it. But the truth is, what a person ‘thinks’ about is precisely what will show up in their life.
“I knew a man who constantly lived in fear of what ‘might’ happen next. He spent most of his life concerned that something tragic or sad was just around the corner. This man we will call ‘Larry,’ was constantly plagued with feelings of impending doom.
“If you were to ask him why he fretted, he would only reply, ‘It’s just something I feel in my gut.’ It seemed the more he tried to not think about negative things, the fear that something would happen intensified.
“One day, Larry was working behind his house cleaning debris, when he felt as though someone was watching him. He turned to see if his neighbor had come to ask a favor, but when he looked no one was there. It was at that time he came to visit me.
“Let me tell you what I told Larry.” The old woman paused her handwork, took a few deep breaths and looked straight ahead toward the Forest. She sat perfectly still for about five minutes, as though she was waiting for something. Ralph began to feel a bit uncomfortable. And, yet, unlike his normal routine, it was not his belly that felt “uneasy;” rather, it was something within his heart that felt a quickening.
Hmm, Ralph observed, my gut feels quite calm. What is this feeling I have in my chest? He took a few deep breaths, felt his feet beneath him, and noticed that his heart seemed to be pounding. Hmm, most peculiar ... I don’t feel anxious, nor unsettled, but just a sort of curious ‘quickening.’ He gently readjusted himself in his chair as he consciously chose to be as quiet as possible in order to not disturb whatever the old woman was doing.
The five minutes had now stretched into about fifteen, and Ralph realized his heart had found a steady, even beat. As he sat in the stillness, with only the sound of the birds moving from branch to branch in the trees, he noticed a humming in his ears. It was a soft, steady sound that seemed to harmonize with the beat of his heart.
As he sat very still, his head asked him, What about your belly? So, Ralph did a quick “check-in,” only to discover that it was still very calm and peaceful. He was baffled by the situation. How come my belly feels calm?
As quickly as he asked the question, he felt the beat of his heart intensity. So, Ralph asked his heart, What’s up? Without a moment’s hesitation he heard, I’m here, waiting for you!
What the heck? Am I making up this stuff?
The old woman returned to her story as if on cue. “Everything in life has two sides. There is dark and there is light, there is good and there is bad, there is up and there is down. Every creation requires both a male and a female to bring it forth.
“Dualities are equal partners in life, and each adds something unique to our understanding. The problem with humans lies in the interpretation of such dualities. Unlike nature, humans wish to control what happens by making the situation something that can be explained — they seek the ‘black’ and ‘white’ of all situations.
“The truth is, it is all the same stuff! Everything in life offers us an opportunity to grow, expand, contract, and settle in. The problem with dualities comes when we try to categorize, label, and judge something that ultimately separates us from the experience. Imagine, if you will, what the world would look like if we simply observed each unique experience and looked for the gift it offers.”
The old woman returned to her tatting, and continued, “Life was not meant to be controlled; it is simply an opportunity to, well, experience it! To observe our feelings, we can take flight with the hawk and soar above the situation so we can get a better view of the big picture, in order to not get caught up in the details.
“There is a shadow side to all of us; it is the great mystery, the powerful unknown, that can make humans run for cover. Truth be told, the shadows that linger in our belly are often the thing we need to love the most.”
Ralph sat forward in his chair and said, “May I ask a question?” To which the old woman nodded her head.
“I know all about that foreboding feeling in your gut that can make you think something bad is about to happen. I have lived most of my life with that feeling. While I do think I am an optimistic person, I do feel my gut helps me stay alert to the possibility that something may happen. So, how can that be something I need to love?”
The old woman bit the thread in two, tied a knot at the end of the chain and said, “Most of the ‘what ifs’ in our life are based on our fear of not being loved. We can call it insecurity, we can blame it on our parents, the world situation, or a dozen other descriptive words; but the simple truth is, we either feel loved or unloved. Anything that takes us away from love makes us feel afraid, for the only real fear we have is of being unloved.
“Those knots in your belly, or voices in your head that say, ‘Yeah, but ... ’ or ‘What if ... ?’ are only there to keep you separated from your authentic self.” She turned to Ralph and looked him straight in the eyes. “Your belly has felt calm and peaceful since you stepped onto this land because love is what is firmly planted on this sacred place. While I respect the teachings the ‘shadow side’ offers, I have chosen to look the darkness straight in the face and firmly proclaim, ‘Love is all there is.’ In the light of these words, darkness is illuminated.”
The old woman handed Ralph the tatted chain, placed her hands over his and said, “Choose wisely and with clear intent, so there will be no separation within you. Your belly will be at peace, as your heart beats with the light of love. That ‘voice’ you heard awhile ago was your heart ... the place where love resides. The darkness keeps you from your heart.
“Just as the perimeters of this home are adorned with beautiful shrubbery and flowers, so our hearts must be protected with the light of our Creator. Each day you choose what you will bring into your life. It is time to wake up and make that choice a conscious one.” She released his hands, gathered the dishes, returned the purple towel over the top of them, carried the tray to the door and concluded as she entered the cabin, “These are my words.”
The winds now blew a warm breeze from the South as the sun moved toward the West. Rabbits scurried about the edge of the Forest as squirrels emerged from the trees in search of fallen ‘goodies’ from winter’s fury.
Ralph observed the movement of the early budding branches as the warmth of the sun seemed to awaken new growth from within the trees. Daffodil blades emerged from the ground, and spotted areas of grass began to surface. It is a time of great awakenings! He unbuttoned his jacket. And I am certainly one of those ‘blades of growth!’
He stood and stretched his arms toward the heavens as he stepped toward the twig gifting basket, and set the bag he had brought beside it. For a moment all Ralph could do was breathe deeply as he popped and twisted his body in preparation for the walk back to his truck. I wonder if everyone feels so peaceful when they leave here? He answered his own question with a wide grin. Of course they do, or they wouldn’t keep telling other people about this place.
When he arrived back at his truck, he observed the colors that seemed to have burst forth in the couple of hours he had been gone. It is simply amazing how, once the decision to grow is made, everything bursts forth! Oh, let that be true for me!
Ralph unlocked his truck door, and as he opened it he caught sight of a dark object. At first he felt a flitter in his belly, to which he quickly responded, Oh, no! I am not going there! Then he felt his heart beating in his chest. Good! I like that much better, thank you! I guess I have made each of you separate entities from me — that is no longer true. He stood up straight. “We are in this together, and I am determined to be whole and unified!”
He stepped into the truck and, just before sitting down on the seat, he noticed a single feather. Hmm, and where did you come from? To which he quickly replied, “Where do you think? It is Creator letting me know he hears my heart!” He lifted the feather and carefully examined the bluish, black color. “What do you want to bet this is a raven or crow feather?”
As he carefully examined the darkness of the feather he remembered hearing that raven represented magic. At least, that is what I heard was the Native American teachings of the raven. I believe they called it the "medicine" of the raven. And, crow medicine had something to do with seeing both worlds — the spirit world and the physical world. Hmm, I like that! Black means magic, and magic is what I feel here!
Ralph took a couple of deep sighs, and then said out loud, “What I really like is the blending of both worlds! Oh, that brings my heart such a good feeling — such a solid, unified feeling!”
As he settled into his seat, he placed the feather on the console beside him and said, “Thank you! There is no need to be frightened by the Shadows any longer. What did the old woman say ‘Light always illuminates darkness?’ Or, something like that.” A smile widened on his face as he shook his head in amazement. “How does she do that? Well, makes no matter to me; what is important is that I do my part. And, I’ll do my best to add to the magic of life!”
The Wooden Box
The morning was rich with stirrings; critters scurried to prepare for the day’s activities. Birds flittered about in anticipation of Grandfather Sun’s ascent as the Standing Ones waved goodbye to Grandmother Moon. The balance of life was in full view as winds stirred the stillness of night and the movement of morning activities began. Nocturnal beings settled in for the day’s rest as the daytime creatures yawned and stretched from their slumbering state. It was a time when the movement of life was gentle, not yet filled with the busyness of the day. Each activity was intentional as the natural ebb and flow of morning life heralded in another day. There was no one being “in charge;” rather, the community came together to contribute their gifts to the Earth’s early morning activities.
The old woman watched from her favorite position, the front porch swing, as all her friends in the Forest set about their morning tasks. She watched the squirrels scamper about in search of walnuts, hickory nuts, acorns, and other precious morsels gifted by the Standing Ones to those that needed “fruits” to sustain their existence. A raccoon lumbered clumsily through the securely held recycling bin in search of morsels of leftovers. The old woman spoke to him in her mind. You know I keep that closed tightly; there’ll be a few goodies left by evening, especially for you. As though he heard her thoughts, the raccoon looked in her direction and scurried back into the woods.
The corn plants had emerged from the soil and were nearly a foot high, and a solitary pumpkin vine meandered among the rows. Volunteers, I see you have returned, the old woman observed. I guess you want to be among the sweet corn this year. As she looked a bit further, she noticed a single cornstalk that stood among the bush beans, and a tomato plant emerged from the cucumber vines. It’s a succotash garden we have this year!
She sipped her morning coffee and closed her eyes for a moment as she breathed in the fresh air. How she loved the rich smell of Earth Mother, of morning dew, and the feeling of everything coming alive! Her tired bones needed the stillness of the morning to wake up so she could move about her garden this beautiful spring day. Guess I have become as routine as the morning songbirds; I do love the calmness of morning that awakens this old body.
She opened her eyes, scanned the yard and said, “Thank you, my friends, for being a part of me. You have taught me how to be peaceful, and to move with the ebb and flow of life. And, most importantly, you have shown me how to honor every moment for the sacred gift that it is; I am honored to be your sister.” With that, she touched the shawl wrapped around her shoulders and said, “Thank you for keeping the morning chill from my bones! My heart is full.”
She moved her hand to her hair and pushed it out of her face as a hawk sounded a cry that moved her eyes to the heavens. “Thank you, great messenger, for allowing me to assist those that walk the trail here to find their path home; home, to their hearts. For those that seek truth, whether in the form of prayer, tears, or by actually walking the trail here, I pray for your continued guidance as I witness their heartsongs.”
She opened her eyes, stood up, walked to the porch steps and opened her arms. “May all that I am be a hollow bone for your truth to touch their lives. Thank you for your unending love, patience and compassion.” She raised her arms to the sky and said, “As above,” and, pausing a moment to bend down, she touched the ground with both her hands and said, “so below.” She bowed her head in reverence to all that is divine. “Ah ho, Mitayke Oyasin” (which means “Blessings to All My Relations”).
And so, another day had begun in this old woman’s life as she returned to her cabin. Once inside, she moved about with fluidity and purpose as she prepared for her day’s work. Slipping from her bedclothes into work clothes, she hummed a tune that seemed to call to the birds perched on the windowsill just outside the kitchen. The hummingbirds danced around the feeder, adding a soft melody to the old woman’s tune as they harmonized together to greet the new day.
The old woman surveyed her food supply. Better make some biscuits; I have a feeling someone’s coming this morning. With that, she pulled a large mixing bowl off the shelf, gathered the necessary ingredients and placed them all on the kitchen table. With waxed paper in hand, she tore off a couple of sheets, placed them on the table and dusted the top with flour. She then moved to the large mixing bowl where she placed flour, baking powder, and salt, then cut in shortening to make a coarse texture. Finally, she added rich buttermilk to the mix. As she stirred the mixture to soft dough, she pondered, Wonder how many buttermilk biscuits I have had in my life? Granny taught me how to make these when I had to stand on a chair to see what she was doing.
As she rolled the dough onto a floured sheet of waxed paper, she sprinkled extra flour sparingly on the dough so that it would be pliable to the touch and not stick. The old woman then took an old glass jelly jar and dipped it in the extra flour piled on the edge of the waxed paper, then placed it firmly down on the dough. She carefully lifted the cut-out rounds of dough and placed each gently on a lightly greased baking sheet. She dipped a table knife into some melted butter and carefully buttered the top of each biscuit.
“Granny, your secret is safe with me,” she said as she completed the task in front of her. Using a potholder that looked like it had baked hundreds of biscuits, she carefully placed the baking sheet into a hot, 425-degree oven. She glanced at the clock and mentally noted the time. No need for a timer; my great sense of smell will let me know when these are done.
About fifteen minutes later she removed the hot baking sheet that displayed the golden brown biscuits and placed them on the wooden table in front of the kitchen window. As she set down the sheet, placed the potholder back near the stove and wiped off her hands, she noticed movement just outside the kitchen window. Sure enough, here comes someone! Guess I am not the only one with a keen sense of smell! She placed the coffeepot on the stove in preparation for her “guest.” “We have us an early bird!” she said to the robin just outside the kitchen window.
The young man who meandered his way toward the opening to the old woman’s cabin carried something in his left hand. Not sure why I brought this thing, thought the young man, but we will see if this woman really is as wise as they say. If she can tell a good story about this, I will be a believer! He made his way to the cabin porch in long strides.
Just shy of the last few steps, he stopped in his tracks and noticed a big buck staring at him just behind a flowering lilac tree. He sniffed the air and thought, Wow, this smell certainly takes me back many years; and would you look at the rack on that buck! You can tell you have outwitted many a hunter, look at that sag in your back and the width of that girth. Standing very still and staring directly into the buck’s eyes, he stood his ground, Well, you have met your match, my friend; we will see who moves first. He took shallow breaths so as to appear motionless. OK, Grandfather, let’s see if I still have the “gift” you taught me!
The two locked their eyes for what seemed like five minutes. A faint sound could be heard to the left of the young man’s view. He tried not to move his eyes as he listened with his keen ears to discern precisely from where the sound was coming. Within two seconds the deer pointed his ears straight up, lifted his neck, then turned on a dime and shot straight back into the dense Forest.
“Aha! I knew I could out-stare you! My grandfather taught me well,” the young man said, as he turned to his left to see from where the sound was coming. Then he looked back toward where the deer went and said, “That creature has a great sense of hearing, and certainly knew how to ‘disappear!’”
The young man turned toward the cabin, stepped up onto the porch and, as he approached the front door, it opened ever so slowly. The first thing he saw was a wooden serving tray covered with a dishtowel moving toward him. He pushed the door open to help the old woman manage the tray through the door onto the front porch.
“Need any help carrying that?” he asked the old woman. She shook her head and made her way to a wooden table that sat between the porch swing and the willow branch chair. She balanced the tray filled with “goodies” ever so gingerly, and set them on the table. The smell of freshly baked biscuits filled the air like an intoxicating whiff of something magical. The young man closed the door behind the old woman, moved the item he carried to the side of the willow branch chair and again asked the old woman, “Do you need help with anything?”
The old woman just pointed to the willow branch chair, then took a mug from the tray, filled it with coffee and offered it to the young man. “Thank you, Ma’am,” he said as he accepted the hot cup of brew.
The old woman then removed the colorful dishtowel, revealing the piping hot, golden brown, three-inch-high biscuits. The young man’s mouth watered as his stomach growled with gratitude for the delicious smelling morsels in front of him. He graciously accepted a biscuit smothered in butter that was presented to him on a blue willow saucer. “My grandmother had dishes just like this. Thank you so much for this treat.” With that, he quickly took his first bite.
“These melt in your mouth; just like my grandmother’s. No matter how much biscuit companies try to copy these old-fashioned biscuits, there is nothing quite like homemade ones. Again, thank you so much,” he said through a muffled mouthful of biscuit.
The old woman took her place on the porch swing, ate the last of her biscuit covered with grape jelly, drank down her coffee and wiped her mouth with a beautiful purple napkin. She placed her napkin, mug and saucer on the wooden table, then dusted off her hands and grabbed her black velvet bag to begin her handwork. As she began tatting away with the thread and shuttle a chain began to emerge.
After he finished his second biscuit, the young man wiped his mouth with his shirtsleeve and leaned back in his chair. Savoring the remains of the rich biscuit that lingered in his mouth, he looked down at the item he had carried to her cabin. “Guess it is time I get to the question,” he said as he lifted the cloth from the item and revealed a small wooden box.
It was a simple, unadorned box, about the size of a small cigar box. One could tell from the way in which the young man had covered the box with fabric that it was not just any old box. There was some sort of etching across the top of the box that was not clearly visible. The careful cleaning and polishing of the box over the years had worn down the rudimentary carving; and, yet it carried a richness of warmth.
The young man sat in silence for a few moments admiring the box before he spoke. “I am curious what you can tell me about this box.” He held it toward the old woman who never took her eyes from her handwork.
She just continued to gently swing and move her hands with a rhythm that could almost be heard, and without taking her eyes from her work, she began her story:
“There are places in the heart that only silence can describe. People try to attach words to these feelings and emotions. They write songs, poems, and even stories to explain events that bring about stirrings within the heart. There are paintings and movies that attempt to depict situations that contribute to this mysterious occurrence. Try as they may, there are no words to describe what the heart knows to be true.”
She slowed the pace with which she was tatting until she completely stopped. Looking out toward the Forest, she seemed to be lost in the silence that hung in the air. She gazed toward a large oak tree just to the left of the cabin where two cardinals were perched on the same branch. One of the cardinals was a beautiful bright red, with a spot of black around the beak and white at the tip of his head. The other was a grayish color with black and white markings very much like the brilliantly colored one. As the old woman stared at the pair, the young man took his eyes from her mature face and looked in the direction she was staring. As he, too, looked at the pair, he noticed that each took turns flying away, and each time returned with a new twig, leaf or piece of dry grass from the yard. One would go, returning only to have the other repeat the process.
They are building a nest, the young man realized. It is time for babies to come into the world. Without saying a word, the old woman and the young man watched the pair diligently carry out a natural spring occurrence. “It is nesting time,” the young man said. The old woman never moved a muscle. She seemed to be lost in the event directly in front of her.
As the old woman and young man continued to watch the “couple,” the two cardinals seemed oblivious to the “observers.” Instead, they busied themselves with creating a perfectly woven nest. As one would return with an item in its beak, the other seemed to be sharing comments about how things were going by making chirping sounds to the other. It was a picture of cooperative team effort and what can be accomplished when a task at hand is allowed to just “happen.”
The nest was near completion; both birds now stayed on the branch and picked and pulled at the “finds” they had brought to the branch. As they carefully placed the pieces of twig, leaves and grass, one could see an occasional piece of string being woven into the nest as both cardinals chirped and picked at the details of their new babies’ “home.” It was a magical experience to behold.
The old woman took her eyes from the tree as she began moving her fingers once again. “It is in the dance of life that we find our dreams, our passion, our purpose. It is in the simple acts of love that what is important is revealed. When we discover the truth of life, we treasure the memories that are not easily explained with words. It is through our actions that we show what is in our hearts; and, when that truth is fully expressed, one’s heart feels complete.”
She bit the string, tied a knot in the end and placed the shuttle back in her black velvet bag. Placing the bag to the left of her on the porch swing, she handed the tatted chain to the young man and said, “Allow your heart to guide you to what you seek. You will know it when you listen with your heart. These are my words.”
She rose from the porch swing and moved to her garden, leaving the young man to ponder what he had experienced. The young man sat perfectly still as he considered what he had witnessed, in actions, in words, and in the silence.
He looked down at tatted chain he held in his left hand, lifted the lid of the box, placed the chain inside and closed the lid. As he looked to the far right of the porch he saw the old woman walking among her flowers. She seemed to be humming; or, perhaps the birds were singing to her. It did not matter; what he knew for sure was that something very magical had just happened, and there were no words for what he had experienced.
Being a very thoughtful man, he wrapped the box in the fabric and placed it on the willow branch chair, then moved toward the wooden table. He carefully gathered the used mugs, saucers and napkins, placed them neatly on the tray, then covered them with the dishtowel. He moved the table that held all the items to the right of the front door. That should make it easy for her to take them inside, rambled through his head. What an experience!
He returned to the willow branch chair to gather the fabric-covered box and moved toward the steps of the porch. He dug into his pants pocket and pulled out an item that he placed securely in the twig basket by the steps. A very small token for what I received today ... thank you! Then he moved toward the path to his truck.
He could hear his heart as he walked to his truck in silence. It was a strange feeling to actually “hear” his heart; and yet, he knew that was what he was hearing. Something inside him said, “Yes, you will find the love you desire. Stop ‘thinking’ about it; throw away the mental list, and just ‘be’ with the person.”
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