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The Earth
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CHAPTER  NINE
THE EARTH & HER CREATURES
Can you Hear the Clouds … and See the Wind?

Can you Feel Us?

We are all Around You.
It was the summer thunderstorm season.  I could tell by the trail of extra blankets and pillows scattered along the track of Nancy’s race to the basement.  “I can’t help it … I get too scared!” she sighed, as I caught up with her on the stairs that led into her thunderstorm bunker.

Originally, this “bunker” had been a spare room off the laundry area in our basement.  I had framed it in, adding foam board insulation – then finished the whole room with cedar.  All the shelves were lined with glass jars of dried herbs, dropper bottles of homeopathic remedies, and flower essences made from our garden.  It was a very quiet and dry room with no windows to the outside world.  To Nancy’s way of thinking, she had found the perfect storm shelter.

And, as the first thunderstorm of the summer season boomed its way towards us, I helped Nancy carry the last of her sleeping gear to the far corner of our small pharmacy.  I bid her goodnight and headed back upstairs.  I love thunderstorms.

We determined the next day that the bolt of lightning struck a few yards from the pharmacy.  It hit the earth in the middle of the night with an ear-splitting ferocity – the kind of blow that leaves you quivering and counting body parts.  I raced to the basement to check on Nancy.  Huddled in the far corner of her storm-proof shelter she sat wide-eyed and shaken, blankets falling all around her.
She said in disbelief, “I was just lying here and thinking to myself that the worst of the storm was over.  The next instant, this lightning bolt exploded next to my ear.  And then, They were laughing at me – my angelic guides were laughing at me. 

“They said in my mind, ‘you can run, but you can’t hide … we’ll always find you!”
Nancy told me later, she felt that one of her greatest fears – explosive violence – had been reflected right back at her, so that she might experience it.  And she wants me to add that it was all done with great love and humor.  

The Earth and Nancy’s angelic guides arranged a little surprise party, just to let her know how intimate all the forces of Nature and deeper Spirit really are.

Thinking is WAY overrated.
It’s your Deeper Feelings that open doors in the Cosmos.
Here are a few more short stories with mini-Missives from Home courtesy of Nancy.  The idea here is a simple one:   animals – or non-humans as we might call them – have an earthly form and a higher, angelic portion somewhat like humans.  See what you think and feel …
Mori-Mori the cat came into our lives in the summer of 1999.  Now, her name wasn’t Mori-Mori at the time.  She didn’t even know she had a human name, because Mori was feral – she had never known human contact.  Part Siamese and part everything else, she had the most beautiful light blue eyes.  
Nancy fell in love immediately, saying, “Hib, honey, my dearest sweet pea, my honey bunny!”  Nancy talks like this when she wants something.  “Can we adopt her … please, please, please!”  

“Um sure, I suppose,” I waffled, and then thought to add, “any ideas on how we might convince her that she wants to come live with us?”

“Oh, it’ll be easy!”  Nancy sniffed.  “People save stray cats all the time (you dolt).  I’ll check the Internet for some good feral cat websites … then we can catch her in a trap!” 

Well, if any of you have ever tried to adopt a feral cat you know it’s not easy.  We now know this too.  The trapping part wasn’t too hard, but then – if they get loose in your home – those little suckers will hide under anything … and you’ll never see them for months.  You might hear them creeping around at night when you’re asleep.  But there again, because you’re asleep, you might not.  The only sure sign they still exist will be some poop and an empty food bowl.

Over time, Mori-Mori did grow to trust and love us – especially Nancy.  Now, Mori often comes and sits with us while we’re meditating.  She also plays endlessly with a ball of yarn that was her first toy.  Nancy will toss it and Mori will pounce, bite, strangle, and mutilate this little ball, while Nancy walks through our home with the yarn dragging behind.

Mori-Mori wants to tell you a few things.  All of Earth’s creatures have voices – the Universe speaks in many languages.  If you wish to hear any creature – listen with your heart and deeper imagination.
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MORI’s Missive from Home    Becoming a domesticated cat was hard.  Sometimes I did not feel I could do it.  But I like my new life now, quite a lot.  My own ‘cat guides’ told me, “Never fear … you can and will become the most domesticated cat ever!”  The newest cats (of which I’m one) can tolerate a lot more spiritual and vibratory energies without having to die or leave our bodies.  
Yet, at the same time, we are able to endure more physical shifts and hardships – we are quite wonderful actually.  
New cats also understand much more about the human world.  Not in the same way that dogs do, but we now ‘get it’ more than ever about humans!  We love being around the Angelic energy that surrounds humans.  We can see it better than you and, once we get used to it, it makes us feel quite secure.

Thank you for listening.  Cats really are your friends.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
We have a lot of crows in our area.  Crows, as birds go, are very intelligent.  

A disciple once asked his spiritual master about crows and their long-standing tradition of being harbingers of ill will and misfortune.  The master thought for a moment, and then said, “Why not look at this from the Crow’s point of view.  How would you like to have millions of people over thousands of years pointing fingers of disgust and hatred at you?”

So, let’s see what the Crows might have to say about any this.
THE CROW Missive from Home    We simply don’t care what humans might think.  Because we know what we are and where our power lies – it lies within us.  So we don’t care; we don’t accept that human projection.  One of our purposes is to reflect back to humans their own arrogance and fears, if they care to listen.  This is one of the purposes of all animal and plant life on your Earth:  to mirror, reflect, and remind you of what you all need to look at in your own Lives.  
We might suggest you learn to listen.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
We lived on the Big Island of Hawaii for a while.  I ached to meet dolphins.  Before swimming in the coral reefs and bays I would sit and meditate with the hope of attracting dolphins.  I would send out my deeper spiritual intent – hop in the water – and land on a sea turtle.  

Every time I asked for dolphins, I got sea turtles.


SEA TURTLE Missive from Home    Why us?  As a sea turtle I will tell you why we came when Hib called.  He is trustworthy.  We love those who are trustworthy to the deepest core of their beings.  We know it – we love it – and we are attracted to it.  We hear very clearly and can see to the heart of all beings.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
This next story also comes from our time in Hawaii.  Nancy loves whales.  The last gray whales of the season were rounding the eastern point of the Big Island of Hawaii.  We had missed them.  In great disappointment, Nancy sat to meditate and voice her quiet hope.  “Could one of you return and breach for me?”  Silently we waited.  A minute … five minutes … nothing.  
Nancy returned to her deeper meditation.  Eyes closed, she was lost in her inner world when I yelled, “There!”  

A single gray whale had returned from the direction of the group that had just passed.  In a flash the whale breached and blew, amid huge spumes of water and spray.  Nancy caught the end of this, and then we both watched in silent awe as the whale slowly turned and headed north to rejoin its pod.


THE WHALE Missive from Home    It’s not for everyone to have communion with us.  We communicate through consciousness and deeper feeling.  We sensed the contact (in the above story), and it was a simple request for us to honor by returning one individual whale.
Have you ever noticed how powerful our eyes are?  Our consciousness and depth can be felt through our eyes – look and you will see.  We are also much sounder – and not as fragile – as you might think.  However, we are very sensitive.

We wish that humans would see us for what we are, rather than for what you think we are.  You may do whatever it is you feel you need to do in your human dance around us.  But the true way to contact us is through your deeper feelings.  

You ask, “Which land animal do we have the nearest kinship with?”  It is humans.

As a General Rule of Thumb,
There are no more rules of thumb.
Nancy is able to feel and hear the Soul of any person – or entity – anywhere in the Universe.  That has to be worth something, you would think.  Nancy’s gift has led to some interesting visitations and conversations through the years.

The Earth is not deaf, dumb, and blind; she has been here for a long time.  And the Earth is now hearing our human determination as a species to change the darker patterns of our History.  Here are a few final thoughts from the Earth herself.  If you have some skepticism about any of this, I ask you again to listen with your heart and deeper feelings.


THE EARTH Missive from Home    Terror is a thing of your own making.  War is the great cleanser you have used as a species to create new balances, but you will discover that War is no longer appropriate.  Resolving the issues of this Earth … takes more than beating each other up. It takes the commitment to a new level of resolution – one that you are even now reaching for and creating in conjunction with other humans.
In your march to War to end terror, have you considered Africa?  

How much weight do you give to the terror in the heart of a child who is experiencing her or his own starvation and death?  Light as a small bundle of sticks, this child weighs almost nothing.  And yet, as the Earth, I feel the weight of his or her helplessness and terror – like the beating of moth wings against a windowpane, rapidly fluttering, then fading as the candlelight of Life burns out.

You Are God!

Of course,

So is the Terrorist and Rapist …

The Earthworm and Squirrel …

Fence Post and Sofa …

Clump of Grass …
and Angels.
This Earth has never had a Planetary Human Society:
A Humane Society that weighs the Divine in all Life;
And sees – with clear eyes – the good, bad, and ugly in each human. 
Are you ready?

NOTES
We all have aboriginal names.  You may not know yours and that’s okay.  Still, there isn’t a single soul born on this planet without a deep love and affection for the Earth.

During a past-life regression, I found myself standing in the heart of a great forest.  My skin was a light chocolate brown – I was an aboriginal human in that lifetime.  As I listened intently, I could feel the great forest being cut down in the distance.  White men were raping the Land with a blind hunger – waves of pain and despair rippled through the forest canopy and forest floor. 

I stood in a large tree and felt all of this.  Tears ran down my cheeks, and in near wordless agony I cried out from the depth of my Soul, “Why?”
For twenty years in this lifetime, I lived in a logging community near the heart of one of the largest remaining forests in North America.  I worked on U.S. Forest Service crews and became friends with many of the people who earn their livelihood as loggers and foresters in the woods.  Finally, I found my answer to the question, “Why?” from that distant past.

Forgiveness means, Letting-go … and Moving-on.
Does this sound too odd?  As we let go our emotional pains, it becomes unnecessary to heal or change others.  We break the bonds of “Why?” and enter our own ability to deepen and grow.  And, if we end the despair, hurt, and incomprehension inside ourselves (this might only take a few hours in the newest energies on our Earth), then deeper understanding can flood our beings … along with any worldly actions that might be needed or effective.  
The time for “Eye for an Eye” justice is long gone.  When we expect to get resolution, retribution, or justice from outside our selves – it seldom happens.  No one heals.  The cords that bind us to our wounds and emotional pains are very strong.
You see this on the News and TV all the time:  A family in extreme pain at the loss of a child to murder, drunken driving, drugs, or institutional neglect.  Friends, who mourn the loss of friends, then seek somewhere to place both blame and despair.
Our endless fascination with lawsuits and so-called legal justice that never satisfies – never heals.
The Universe provides each of us with an infinite source of aggravations for our unhealed despair and anger.  The cycle of violence spins endlessly, until we end it within ourselves.  The Who be you.
My aboriginal name is Many Suns – one who takes many times each day to go inward and deeper to the Soul.  Nancy’s name, Laughter Weeping, is a gentle honoring and reminder of her deeply empathic bond with nearly every human on the Planet … and with Nature herself.
Criminals – we put them to death,
Lock them away,
Spit on them.

Yet, we create them.

The dirt and hatred we ignore in ourselves,
Becomes them – 

Generation after generation.

Very few infants begin Life as Criminals.

We create them.
40

