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The Children
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CHAPTER  THIRTEEN
THE CHILDREN

True Education begins with Awakening the Soul 

And seeking each Child’s native genius.

How many Schools accomplish this?

How many Religions?
Reader’s Note:  What follows are 3 stories about children and youths.  The Note after this chapter will give you a wider view of the new children now being birthed on our Earth.  And why we, as a species, must deepen our approach to education.
Michael was different.  His head was misshapen and he dressed oddly.  He also spoke with a strong stutter and had a harelip – easy prey for other students anytime they wanted to have a little fun.  But, Michael was also a genius with numbers and constantly got the highest grades in math.  From basic math, all the way through calculus in high school … in math class, we ate his dust.  

During high school our lunchroom was crowded with kids from all the grade levels.  As sophomores, we had our own little enclave of tables, and Michael usually ate near the end – not too near any of us, but near enough to hear our conversations.  He seldom spoke. 

One day, I noticed some students moving across the lunch hall with Michael in their sights.  He was a sitting duck as he quietly munched what appeared to be a lettuce sandwich.  I seemed to be the only person aware of this group zeroing in on Michael.  They were juniors and seniors and the one thing I knew about them was their reputation for meanness.  It looked like a hunting expedition as they ambled across the room.

Slowly, more and more kids in the room became aware of these guys.  Chairs scraped and tables got bumped as other students made way for whatever was about to happen.  Looking back on it all, I think I saw honest pity in the faces of some students – a few were giggling in fear.  

By this time, Michael had become aware of the three tough guys approaching him.  He hunched his shoulders even further and looked like he was braced to deflect a blow.  Smiles grew on the faces of 
Michael's tormentors.  Not only did they have an audience in the lunchroom, they now knew they had an easy mark, an easy target.  

The leader of the group seemed to feel the timing in all of this.  He glanced about and with dramatic flair said, "I'm looking for Michael Henderson ... I have a message for him!”
For the first time in my life, I really saw Michael.  He had always been in my grade level.  We had been students together for years, sharing teachers in many of the same classes, but we rarely spoke because Michael was different.  And Michael seldom spoke.

Now here he was hunched over his sandwich like an abused child waiting for another beating.  The floodgates of my heart opened – this was not going to happen.  Without thought, I remember my chair scraping as I stood and looked the leader of the group in the eyes.  "My name’s Michael Henderson ... what’s your message?"

Maybe it was my height – at over 6 feet, I was tall for my age.  Maybe it was just that these guys really didn't know the real Michael Henderson.  Whatever the reason, the tough guys began to loose focus.  Their leader’s gaze swept our group and then came to rest on me.

"No, naw – no message ... must'a been a mistake."  He said backing away from the real Michael Henderson and the rest of us.  The frozen tension in the room melted into the hubbub of a school lunch hall once again.  I was stunned by the suddenness of it all.  And then, I heard this soft stutter from the far end of our lunch table, "th...th...thank you, Hib." 
Michael had spoken.

We still live in the ‘Crash & Burn’ era of Education.

You Crash … you Burn … maybe you Learn.

Oh, and good luck!
Here’s another story that speaks to the seldom acknowledged, dark-side of Life and youth.  

People see different things at first.  For me it was the ants – they were so small.  At first, I wasn’t sure what they were.  It was like watching a moving wave undulate over his features.  The body itself lay perfectly still.  All was quiet.  Warm shafts of sun filled with gently floating seeds in the autumn air.  There was no other movement in the forest except for these small things crawling in and out of his mouth and eye sockets.  In the next instant, I saw the bullet hole in his head, and part of my brain numbly registered the undulating wave as crawling ants.

I quickly scanned the near-by trees and forest floor, looking for any sign of recent struggle or murder; this spot was not too far from New York City.  Images raced through my mind of mob hits, followed by limp bodies dumped on forest floors.  And the elimination of any nosey passer-bys, which at the moment would be me.

Then I saw the gun – it lay near his hand where it had fallen as his grip released.  He had blown his brains out.  I couldn’t bring myself much closer.

This seemed to be my time for finding dead bodies.  The first, an older man, had died of drowning in the springtime, his body suspended below the waterline of the rapids that killed him.  The fish and other creatures had taken their fair share by the time summer waters receded and I found his loosely hung skeleton.

This day it was a youth in the forest with a bullet hole in his head.  I found myself hiking out to the Appalachian Trail Park Police, glancing nervously over my shoulder every few feet.  With some excitement, the police officer in-charge took my sketchy description of the crime scene and sent a team to investigate.  Several hours later, after finishing the initial investigation, he called me back in.  The dead body had most recently belonged to a college student in New York City:  personal problems … emotional difficulties … a suicide.  

I thanked the Officer for answering my curiosity, then went outside to sit on a bench simply staring into space.  Maybe it was delayed shock, but I kept seeing this body emptied of all life on the forest floor.  A deep sadness ran through me.  During all my years of schooling, no one had ever taken the time to ask how my life was going.  Genuine questions like, “Hib, are you getting along with your parents … how is your home life?  Any problems at school or with friends?  Anything you’d like to share or talk about – anything at all?”

In all those years of schooling, no adult had asked – not once.  Let alone the 10 or 50 or 500 times it might have been helpful to do so.  

It seemed no one had asked this young dead guy in the forest those questions either.

In no other profession on Earth are so many Good people
Accomplishing so little.

Schools – vast Windmills,

Spinning endlessly, connected too little.
Finally, a brief story about younger children and the pre-school experience…
“Oh no, split pea and carrot soup – again!”  I could hear and feel the collective groan of the little tykes.  The teachers were doing their best to ‘cheerlead’ the 3 and 4 years olds, but let’s face it – the teachers had to eat my cooking too.  In my defense, the food was good for them and wholesome fare.  Yet, my entire lunch repertoire consisted of only three meals.  I would rotate and spice them in fiendishly clever ways, but the kids were catching on.  

In an effort to disguise my main dish – split pea and carrot soup – I had taken to grating the carrots instead of chopping them – thus causing carrots to dissolve more fully into the overcooked mass of 
peas and spices.  If only I could find some way to alter the color of ‘pea green’ – perhaps an insurmountable task, but I was working on it.

I was the lunch cook for 28 kids and 5 teachers at an alternative pre-school in Portland, Oregon.  Nancy and I were also the co-directors, collection agents, teacher supervisors, art supply and food procurators, repair people (and spare teachers) as needed.  Stretched a bit thin perhaps, but thank God the teachers were on our side:

“I thought you promised us a raise if we taught here 6 months!  Will we ever get health benefits?  And where exactly are those Art supplies we ordered?  Ooops and eiyuw, just ran out of paper diapers – hey, Hib or Nancy, somebody better run to the store and maybe quickly!  Gee, that’s funny the toilets seem to be backing up.  Story time!  Story time!  We want Hib … he tells the best stories.”

Well, most everyday went something like that. 

One of the bigger flash points, oddly, always came at the teacher’s break-time.  Each teacher got a short morning and afternoon break – any unresolved tensions seemed to spill out then.  It was also like watching racehorses right before the starter’s gun – nobody wanted to miss that break.  
Who can blame them?  It was the teachers’ only chance for a few minutes of freedom in an otherwise low pay, meager benefit, high-stress job.  

We had one teacher who would leave on her breaks and return only when she felt ready.  I would go out to find her and there she would be, wandering aimlessly, a few blocks from the school.  One day I yelled at her, “Why do your break times have this elastic quality!”  
She tested out a lame excuse to see how gullible I was, then grinned sheepishly and said truthfully, “You know, I just get too stressed out.”
We ask much of our Teachers,

And offer them little.

What if …

 Only Teachers and Psychologists ran the Schools.

Only Teachers and Psychologists sat on School Boards.

Only Teachers and Psychologists designed Curriculum.

 The best Teachers and Psychologists set ALL Standards for Graduation;
Including:  Emotional and Relational maturity.
What if.
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SOUL EXERCISE
The Baby Exercise 

I would like you to try something.  Imagine every infant on this Earth as a pure expression of God – their little beings fully open and aware of the Infinite.  Imagine, if you will, this pure window on the Universe gazing at you through bleary, milky, little infant eyes.  They can see you – they can see all of you:  the good, the bad, and the ugly …

The times you lied, stole, or cheated.  The times you gave great Love to another human or animal or particle of God.  The times you fell into utter despair and agony.  And the times you filled yourself with profound joy.  
They can do this (and see this) because they still have the x-ray eyes of the Soul.  And, as an added bonus, they love you unconditionally – and you thought it was the other way around.

Now, imagine this little bundle of God-hood stuck within the functional level of a five month-old, baby body … and they are trying like hell to express ALL of the above to you!  The Soul is fully grown and titanic – always.  Only the physical form and personality is undeveloped.
You are now ‘on the in’ and got the whatzuhp of the main reason babies cry.
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How does this work … Nancy has worked with many children and youths through the years.  The central theme from God, again and again, is that parents need to keep growing, psychologically and spiritually.  As an ancient Chinese medical dictum goes, “Treat the parent if you want to heal the child.”  

Maybe all of this is summed up best in the following insight:
The greatest gift you can give a child:  Honesty.

This doesn’t require a college degree,

Only you not hiding from them.

The second greatest gift:  Consistency & Discipline.

This doesn’t require a lot of child psychology,

Only your own emotional stability.

The third greatest gift: your Time.

This does not require external stuff like toys.
Just patience…& your physical presence.
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MISSIVE from HOME     The children have only just begun to handle their own awareness and Divinities.  They must be led along a path of very distinct opportunity for Change.  They must be guided very clearly to their truest nature.  

This is the responsibility of the adults now in physical form.  You all must somehow let go of your pre-conceived notions of how things should be.  

The children need guidance, but they need to learn to channel and accept their own inner guidance.  And you, as the adults of this World, must take the responsibility to teach them this – not only thru words, but also thru access to your own Truth or Truths.

The children of today are very different from children only a few decades ago.  And they cry out for a new type of guidance; new types of parameters that will allow them to banish the Old and accept their truest Divine Nature.  Now, for the parents (and adults) who are responsible for the guidance of these newest children, you have a grave responsibility ahead of you.  You cannot be superficial in your implementation of this responsibility.  
In order to assist these new children to change the World, you must – I repeat – you must find your own Divinity, hold it, and BE with these children from this new level of guidance.  It is not about telling – it is about being.  You all must BE!  
This will be a great challenge for those of you who wish your God Self, but still cling to the external trappings of Divinity.

In order for anyone to create new guidance for these children, they must do their best to re-create themselves in their own Divine Image.  
This is the message I give to all humans at this time … God
We live in a World of window dressing,
And wonder why something is missing.

NOTES
To Young Adults reading this Note
You see, correctly, that many parents and adults don’t understand you.  Also, your sense of self-worth and ability to see-to-the-heart of things is far greater than what most adults (and the culture) are comfortable with.

Two things still can trip you up. 

1) Addictions – learn to draw energy from inside yourself as much as possible, rather than sucking or manipulating it from external stimuli, things, and the people around you.  Try to learn the different feelings you have from:  Being Energy versus Running & Projecting Energy. 

2) Anti-sentiment – building your personality in opposition to the emptiness you see in the adult world.  Go deeper and find out who you really are.  Not what you don’t like (or who you don’t like) – but rather, what fills you with joy and touches your heart.

To the Adult reader  

In this chapter I was at a loss in framing the tsunami-like shift these new kids represent.  The children born over the past three decades are very different.  How so?

Billions of us on this Earth live in poverty and emotional misery … billions more humans have no assurance that their homes, jobs, retirement funds, or health are insured and guaranteed.  Who would want to live like this?  
And yet, we do.

As a species, we have been unable to make the collective shifts needed to allow the abundance of our Earth to flow to all people on the planet.  Until now.  The children being born at this time have taken a vow at the Soul level, in-between lives.  And it goes something like this …

“We will break Stagnancy!

Whatever it takes … we will break the Old!”
These children are The Tool we have fashioned as a species (at the higher dimensional levels) in order to end our “Business as Usual’ approach to Life.  The Life force of these newer kids is greater than kids of the past … their self-esteem and consciousness is greater … their determination is greater.  
About the only thing that isn’t greater is their emotional stability.

And we can help them gain that maturity and emotional stability – or we can attempt to bludgeon them into submission, while cramming them into old, ill-fitting educational, economic, and socio-political structures.

Very few things in Life are black and white.  This is one of them.

Our Children and Youths are the canaries that Coal Miners carried with them,

To warn of toxic gases deep in the Mines.

Children offer perfect signals, when we listen.
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