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      In this fine book, Pam Montgomery generously brings us with her as she steps forward into an entirely new realm of harmony with all our relations. I respect and honor her not only as a longtime close friend and staff member at my Eagle Song Camps, but also as my teacher; here she encourages us to achieve what we may perceive as too difficult or esoteric. Pam stands firmly grounded, with her head in the dawning starlight of a new day for all of us.

      Some deep history of our planet may give perspective on the gifts that Pam offers. We two-leggeds pass through a new sign in the Zodiac approximately every month; Mother Earth passes through a new sign, or age, approximately every 2650 years. Many astrologers acknowledge January 23, 1997, as the beginning of the Aquarian Age on the basis of a specific star formation. History shows us that various kinds of energies and ways of being characterize each different age. The keynote of the Aquarian Age is global unity and communication, which lift us to a new plane of life.

      In passing from the Piscean Age to the Aquarian Age, we pass from the time of the eight-pointed star to the time of the nine-pointed star. The philosophy of some native peoples says that the eight-pointed star is the star of the heart and refers to Venus. Our heart represents our emotional nature, and this nature allows us to bond peacefully with other beings and things.

      During this past Piscean Age on Mother Earth, we have been growing in our ability to create conscious healthy relationship with all in the circle of life. Primary peoples have developed this to a fine and complex art with the surrounding creatures and plants that support their lives. In one way or the other, the vital issues concern the quality of our relationships. We are truly in the time of the heart and will continue to learn lessons about this for many years to come.

      In this book Pam shares a route to healthy relationship with the circle of life. She has learned to respect, honor, and commune in a loving way with those around her, specifically her green-growing neighbors whose gifts offer extraordinary healing possibilities. Since many of us in this culture have not learned—or have forgotten—the importance of acting in this manner, Pam’s lessons to us are of utmost importance if we are to live well (or live at all) with the others that make up this beautiful planet.

      And there is more, for now, in addition to our overdue Piscean homework, we are assigned the lessons of the Aquarian Age, the time of the nine-pointed star in which the focus of energy moves up from the heart to the throat. This understanding corresponds not only to the astrological and native systems but also to the ancient East Indian chakra system.

      The throat center contains creation and manifestation; all things earthly consist of vibration, so the voice represents our own creation center. Whatever vibration we embody with our entire being (not just our words) manifests in the physical realm. During this Aquarian Age, we must become conscious of our actual co-creation of life in concert with all that exists. As we come into this new age, we begin to understand how we create our own reality. This is our task for the next 2650 years.

      Here again, Pam has stepped ahead of us, reminding us that we can no longer think of ourselves as dependent children whose conscientious mother will take care of us no matter how irresponsibly we act. She calls to us from the forefront of new thought, inviting us to begin thinking of ourselves in partnership with the great Lady Gaia, whom we have for so long called Mother. As we understand this next step in the evolution of our consciousness, we become able to put it into action and enthusiastically embrace our powerful ability to create life. In the recent past, we two-leggeds have been unconscious and negligent, if not downright dangerous and greedy. This has worked against what we need and want for our lives and those of our loved ones, as well as all the other beings on the planet.

      Many prophetic texts tell us of our power to dominate all the other species on Lady Gaia. Now we can begin to understand that aspect of ourselves more fully, realizing that along with great power comes great responsibility, not only to ourselves but to seven generations of life to follow us. As we widen our perception, we see that in being dominant, we stand upon the backs of those below us as though at the utmost tip of an enormous tree. If we use our power to treat everything from root to trunk to flower with nourishing love and respect, the tree will be well and our perch secure. We now begin to see the deadly effects of not caring and not nurturing the life under us, as we find ourselves about to fall from the heights of a sick and dying tree.

      Accepting our power and using it well, we can nurture the tree of life and all who live within it. Pam’s pioneering work can make the path easier for all of us who follow. We can, and I believe we will, establish a path of beauty, harmony, and abundance on Gaia, our partner who returns love and nourishment to us in such bounty.

      
        Brooke Medicine
Eagle Flathead Valley, Montana
Summer 1997
      

    

  
    
      INTRODUCTION

      
[image: image]

      We are on the verge of a massive leap in evolutionary consciousness on this Planet Earth. Not only the human species but all of life is participating in this leap. We have come to a critical juncture where either we evolve or we no longer remain on this planet as a sentient (conscious) species. Conscious participation—the use of all our awareness as thinking, feeling beings—is of the utmost importance for our current situation. The last century has clearly demonstrated a lack of feeling, and the thinking that has occurred is at best misguided. In this short span of time, we have managed to rape and plunder the resources of this beautiful Earth, leaving our future here in question. We have acted in the most unconscionable way by using our free will to dominate and destroy. We have taken the incredible gift of free will and used it to have power over all of life, thinking that we are in control or that we know what is best for others, both people and other life forms. Now we are faced with the consequences of our actions, and we must change our path of destruction and reenter the realm of sentience in order to continue as an integral part of this interconnected web of life. This is not a doomsday forecast but a deep realization from one soul of our misuse of will and how that misuse has affected all of life.

      In order to fully comprehend the vastness of our task at hand, we must understand that we are not just a being with one little lifetime. We are multidimensional beings with many lifetimes in many realms. All these lifetimes, with all of their thoughts and actions, affect the present, just as thoughts and actions today affect the future. We must also understand that all of life—defined as anything with a molecular structure and carrying a vibratory quality—is also affected by us and the vibrations we emit. We are a vast web of interconnected relationships, where every single thought and action is felt by all of the other pieces of the web. Each of us is a part of the whole, where no act is insignificant. We have a responsibility to the whole, Not only are we in relationship to all of life; we are actually a relative to all life. Everything in physical and nonphysical form that carries a vibratory quality is a relative of ours. Our very cells carry the memory of original creation, as do the cells of every other form of life. We are connected by origin, and that makes us all relatives. In order to be here in a conscious way, we must realize this at the deepest level of our being. Not only do we need to realize this reality but also to participate in it in an active way. To become fully conscious, we need more than just a relationship to all of life. We must become partners with life as we take the next step on our evolutionary spiral. We must develop equality, co-creativeness, co-reliance, trust, microscopic honesty, unconditional love, and communication. We must support all our relatives to be all they can be without jealousy, knowing that their success is our success; without fear, trusting that divine energy is guiding us all; without greed, realizing that this is truly an abundant universe where there is enough for all; and without a “power-over” attitude, understanding that true creativity comes from power within.

      The journey to co-creativity is a process, just as all growth is, with challenges and shadow times. We can choose how to approach these challenges. I have chosen not to wallow in the pain and suffering (we seem to have plenty of that around us today) but instead to share my experience of the light. I do recognize that the shadow side is present and must be acknowledged and then released in order to let us shed more light.

      What I offer is one woman’s experience. It is here for those of you who are ready to hear it and for those who have had similar experiences and are looking for kindred spirits who realize that you’re not alone or crazy. I am acting from my own authority and my partnership with all life. We all have the ability to operate from this place. It is our birthright. I share this experience with you in trust that it will be a homecoming, a resonance that strikes the chord of knowing, a remembering of all your ancestors (human and otherwise), and an evolutionary leap you are willing to take.
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      Living in co-creativity is an ever-changing, ongoing process. It is not an attempt to arrive but instead a conscious engagement in the journey. Many times within the co-creative process we must enter the “dark night of the soul,” which is not a bad state, but the canal through which we birth our creativity. Knowing this place of darkness brings a depth of quality to the light that otherwise might go unrecognized. The co-creative process is about embracing both the dark and the light, trusting each turn on the spiral of life to be a conscious-raising opportunity. I share with you my journey to cocreation, its challenges and its gifts, sensing that my unfolding is not dissimilar from your own.

      One of my earliest memories as a child was lying on the floor of our living room on a Sunday afternoon, with the sun streaming through the window, feeling warm and cozy. I was in that drifting place between waking and sleep where relaxation was so deep I wanted to stay there forever. Dad was reading the paper, and Mom was curled up on the couch with a book. I remember feeling so warm with my two parents, my heroes, near me. Life felt perfect in that moment. These were the two people I had chosen as my primary relationships in this life.

      As a child I didn’t always understand the challenges my parents presented me with. Now I can look at these challenges and see them either as areas of great pain and suffering or as part of a pact made between my parents and me that gave me an opportunity to grow and transform. I see, now, the great gifts that Mom and Dad gave me. I honor my parents and the contract I made with them in another reality. The recognition of this agreement has brought me to a deep commitment to fulfilling our pact for growth together. Some times are difficult, and there is still much healing work to do, but I view these difficulties through a wide-angle lens, taking into account the bigger picture. From this perspective, I accept our challenges together, knowing that they are helping me understand the richness of life.

      The deep soul-nurturance of my childhood came from my grandparents on my mother’s side of the family. As a young child I would spend time with them during the summer on their farm in the eastern hills of Kentucky. Granny and Grandad were wonderful “salt-of-the-earth” people. They were an extension of the land and knew no other way of life. They lived a simple country life, deriving pleasure from the song of a bird in the big apple tree in the front yard or from a blossoming rose in the side garden.

      I remember that Granny was always in the kitchen, cooking something good. She spent a good portion of her day cooking, canning, or baking. The kitchen was alive with appetizing smells, whistles from the pressure cooker, and the twang of country-and-western music from the radio. When I arrived after long hours in the car, I would run to the kitchen, always to find a freshly baked cake sitting on the sideboard. I would lift the cake lid and take a big fingerful of icing. In midafternoon, after the main meal of dinner had been cleaned up, Granny would go out to her flower gardens. She had a green thumb and could grow anything. For the rest of the afternoon she would putter, prune, and pick. Sometimes I would hear her talking in a low voice as if someone were right in the bush she was working on. I’d ask, “Granny, who are you talking to?” She would simply say,” You know, plants are like people. They need friends, too.” I wondered if her flowers grew with such vigor and beauty because she talked to them.

      In the evening, I would curl up in her soft, round lap. She would kick off her shoes and take her first rest since sunrise. I loved the smell of her feet. To me it was the result of good honest work. On chilly evenings the coal stove would be fired up in the living room, and we’d warm our feet by it. When bedtime came, I’d go to my usual room and Granny and Grandad to theirs. Of course, I always had to get up in the night to go to the bathroom. Instead of having me go all the way downstairs through the living room and dining room to the bathroom, they would let me come to their room, where they had a chamber pot. I would quietly slip into their darkened room and hope that I didn’t miss the pot.

      In the mornings we rose early to the sound of the rooster crowing. Grandad and I would have breakfast together—a spread of eggs and bacon, biscuits and gravy, and fried apples or raspberries in cream. As we finished breakfast we could hear the train whistle in the distance. This was our signal to fetch the mail. In this early morning newness, the mist would roll down off the mountains and hover in the valley, with the shapes of the trees barely visible. We headed down the dirt lane toward the sound of the rumbling train. By the time we reached the train tracks, the mail bags were already being hoisted onto broad shoulders to be carried across the bridge to the general store on the other side of the river, where everyone went for their supplies. There was no car bridge; to get there we had to cross the river on a swinging footbridge. When we arrived, often a neighbor would be getting a haircut in the barber chair, or a young child would be trying on a pair of shoes in the dry goods section. Others were buying groceries or hardware supplies while waiting for mail call. When it was time for mail call, folks gathered around the small window, and the postmaster called out names. I’d wait with anticipation to hear Grandad’s name. Then I would hear “Forest Preston,” and my hand would wave wildly. Someone was writing to us—what news was this today? We then picked up Granny’s baking supplies for the day, a box of BB pellets, and a plug of chewing tobacco for Grandad.

      We often spent our day in the garden or in the fields. It was especially fun when Grandad would take Old Dick, the mule, from his pasture and harness him up to work in the fields. Grandad would let me ride him after putting his muzzle on—Old Dick loved to take bites out of little girls. Harvesting potatoes was another of my favorite jobs. Grandad would turn the soil with his digging fork, and I would unearth the little treasures. In such a short amount of time we’d have a basketful to bring to Granny.

      M-m-m—mashed potatoes and gravy for dinner. After picking a mess of beans we’d make our way to the screened-in porch off the kitchen. Here Grandad would take a plug of Red Mule chewing tobbaco and stuff it in his cheek. Then we’d set ourselves to snapping beans. Once our chores were done we’d get out the BB gun and load it with our store-bought pellets. Grandad would set up a target for me under the big apple tree in the front yard, and I’d plug away at that target until my finger got sore. About then Granny would call us for dinner and we’d spend the next hour enjoying the fruits of our labor. After dinner Grandad would sit in his favorite chair in the living room reading a passage from the Bible. He never read silently to himself but always in a whisper. If I sat very still I could hear what he was reading.

      The warm lazy afternoons found me under the papaw tree behind the smoke house. In the cool shade of the papaw tree I would hide away and let my fantasies abound. In the late afternoon Granny would emerge from the kitchen, bringing out tall glasses of lemonade. Grandad and I would sit under the apple tree sipping lemonade and doing math problems. He would say, “If you had two bushels of apples and on your way to market you picked up three more from your neighbor, but one fell off the cart from a rock in the road, how many would you have to sell?” I would take a stick and calculate the problem in the dirt.

      One evening at dusk, Grandad and I were about to go in for supper when we heard a blood-curdling scream coming from the mountain. I ran and jumped into Grandad’s lap, trembling from the frightful sound. Grandad assured me it was just the bobcats coming down from the high country to mate. I asked him why they screamed so loud, and he said, “Well, when you only have one chance a year to make a baby, you wanna get your partner’s attention right away.”

      For our big outing of the month, we all dressed up in our fine clothes and went to church in a town on the other side of the mountain. Neither Granny or Grandad knew how to drive, so we would be picked up by a friend and driven to church. Church in the South is no ordinary event that lasts only a couple of hours but is an all-day affair. Southern Baptists love to sing and praise the Lord in a very emotional and heartfelt way. I was always amazed that people would get up in the middle of the service and start praying and praising and preaching. It was so different from the very sedate Presbyterian services I was used to. These people were passionate about their faith and not afraid to express it. However, after a few hours the crinoline slip under my dress would begin to poke me everywhere. I couldn’t wait to get that dress off and run and play. After church we would have dinner with Daisy Packard in her white house on the corner, with a picket fence and lace curtains in the window. I loved to go to her house. Something about being at her place stirred a deep memory for me, although I never could pull it to the surface. By the time we got home, everyone felt the fullness of the day. Grandad and I would slip into the kitchen and have a bowl of ice cream before bed.

      Every day was filled with simple country ways, and yet a glorious wonder was infused in all that we did. With a compassion that ran deep, my grandparents instilled in me the knowledge that all living things have their place in the circle of life. Their love for the Earth and her abundance was the foundation for their daily walk. Their influence has directly affected the beauty-way path I’ve chosen. I am touched every day of my life by the teachings of my grandparents. My love and respect for Granny and Grandad is like the night sky—it knows no boundaries.

      Grandad passed away while I was still in high school. I regret not having been able to spend any adult years with them so that cognitive knowledge could have been more embedded; yet I wouldn’t trade the richness of my childhood experiences for anything. It didn’t take long for my desire to be in the country to take hold.

      While living in Baltimore and working every day in the city, I grew more and more anxious about the environmental crisis. It was in the early 1970s, and the Vietnam and Cambodian wars were now being overshadowed by the drastic issues of ozone depletion, cutting of vast tracts of forest, extinction of plant and animal species, environmental illness, and pollution of water and air. I felt an urgency for myself and the planet. I knew I had to learn to take care of myself and lead a saner, more Earth-based life. Friends in the southern part of New York encouraged me to move to this very rural area. I landed in Steuben County during the “back-to-the-land” movement and dove into country life with passion and purpose. I baked my own bread, formed a food co-op to order wholesome organic food at wholesale prices, grew a huge organic garden, and tapped maple trees for sap to make syrup.

      During this time I met my future husband, Scott. He, too, was a lover of the Earth and was particularly interested in learning how to grow food and be self-sufficient. He and I decided to live on a subsistence level. We chose not to work at outside jobs but to live on the food we grew ourselves; the animals we raised for meat, eggs, and milk; and the plants we harvested from the wild. We heated our house with wood that we hauled and cut ourselves. We acquired the little money we needed by selling extra produce. We made a conscious effort to not overuse resources we had to pay for or that were not conducive to a balanced environment. I turned on the hot water heater once a week for family bath time or when Scott’s mother visited. My stepsons, Luke and Nick, would dry themselves by the woodstove. We would all look squeaky clean and rosy like little cherubs.

      Of course, these days had their challenges. “Living the good life,” as Helen and Scott Nearing called it in their book by that name, also included hauling water from the creek after first breaking the ice with a sledge hammer. This was necessary because the water pump had cracked in two from the thirty-degrees-below-zero temperatures, and there were diapers to wash (we would never use disposable diapers). Then there was the time we closed off the whole house except the kitchen and dining room, where the woodstove was, because the wood supply was low and we couldn’t get across the creek to haul more wood. The good times were great, and the hard times were—let’s say—character-building.

      The Steuben County days were very rich—I learned how to take care of my basic needs. I know that I will never starve. However, there is more to being nourished than just eating good food. My soul was crying for a deeper understanding of myself and my connection to the vast web of life. In answer to this plea, I became lifelong friends with another soul seeking the truth. Darryll opened the door wide for me to view the expansiveness of my being. I began to see the places in myself that were split and needed healing. I began to quiet myself and listen to the deep inner guidance. I began to know myself as a multidimensional being with more than one reality to explore. This shift in consciousness awakened my desire to know on an intimate level the very fabric of life, spirit, and all its manifestations.

      Again, the universe heard my desire and gave me the gift of an amazing light being, who has become one of my greatest teachers. My daughter, Cara, was born in May 1981, on a clear spring day at the break of dawn. A symphony of birds welcomed her to this Earth walk. She is a very old soul, who has come to this Earth walk as a light worker to help humans move into this new age. I knew she had much to teach me the day she asked, “Mom, are there infinity grandmas?” I responded that I thought there were many grandmas. She asked, “But who was the first grandma?” I wished I could answer her questions but somehow never knew quite what to say. I told her I wasn’t really sure who the first grandma was. There was a long pause, and then, with great conviction, she said, “I know who the first grandma was. Mother Earth.” In that moment, I knew we had come together this time to do deep healing work with the Earth and all her beings. Cara continues to be an inspiration to me every day of my life.

      There came a time when Scott and I realized we needed more in our lives than the daily hard work that came with subsistence-level living. We were grateful for the rich abundance of the land, but our souls were ready for a deepening of spirit. Scott has a gift of touch that I was always keenly aware of. I suggested to him that he take a massage class. He had to drive an hour and a half to Ithaca to class, but it was worth it. His creative center blossomed through massage. It was a vehicle for him to open to spirit and his knowing self. Once he had a taste of being in touch with his core being, there was no turning back. He decided to go to massage school. We sold farm equipment and scraped together the money for him to go to the Florida School of Massage. We spent the winter in Gainesville while he went to school. It was a deeply nourishing time for me. We had gotten together enough money so that I didn’t have to work. I spent my days with two-year-old Cara, doing my own personal herb study and delving within. I knew that our days on the farm were over and it was time to move on.

      After we returned from Gainesville, it was clear that Steuben County was not the place where either of us could pursue our heart’s desire. We moved to Ithaca and found there an aliveness that nourished us. Then our time of growth together ended. Scott’s heart went to another, leaving me like an empty vessel to be filled up. I filled myself with my love for the green world and my deep desire to participate in Partner Earth’s healing.

      My studies intensified when I enrolled in Empire State College, a school without walls where most work is independent study. I created my own curriculum, focused on holistic health education. My course work revolved around the study of energy and its movement through the body, artistic expression as a healing modality, discovery of self, and herbs. During this time I met Susun Weed, one of my mentors through Empire State, who has greatly influenced my life. She helped open my eyes to the different personalities of plants and the spirit that flows through them all. I spent hours talking with plants and getting to know them in an intimate way. This was the beginning of my love affair with the wild weeds.

      I had taught myself much about herbs in the past, but now I plunged full force into learning everything I could. I became Susun’s first live-in apprentice at her rocky Catskill Mountain homestead. My learning at Susun’s homestead went far beyond becoming knowledgeable about plants. I spiraled into a world of the deep feminine—a world I had been only vaguely familiar with. Together Susun and I created the Wise Woman Center, a place for women to come and discover themselves. We invited notable teachers like Vicki Noble, Merlin Stone, Dhyani Ywahoo, and Brooke Medicine Eagle. It was a time of amazingly accelerated growth for me, when I discovered parts of myself I hadn’t known existed. In our society, the feminine has been repressed; yet here I was in an environment where I could completely express myself as a woman in a woman’s world. We were wild and passionate, strong and independent, sensitive and intuitive, emotionally expressive and accepting of our inner knowing. We created ritual to acknowledge the sacredness of all life, we danced in the light of the full moon, and we honored our grandmothers who had walked before us. Earth, plants, animals, rocks, water, and moon came alive with our attention and desire to know them intimately. I came to know women as my sisters who walk a path of beauty supporting each other. During this time I met Amy.

      Amy is one of the most unique individuals I’ve ever met. She has the biggest heart in the world and boundless energy to express her love of life. Being a double Pisces, she feels everything to the core of her being—which is sometimes a blessing and sometimes a burden. She not only feels within herself but takes on others’ feelings. Because she is dedicated to experiencing joy in life, she wants others to experience it too. Amy spreads joy and good humor wherever she goes. She can talk and relate to anyone from anywhere, regardless of race, religion, or economic standing. She is also an Earth goddess, loving the Earth to a depth that most people don’t even realize is possible. Being a seventh-generation farmer has enhanced her understanding and experience with the earth. She has gone from being a Cornell graduate in pomology, with relatives who encouraged the use of chemicals in farming, to an avid organic grower who has worked diligently to bring an understanding of sustainable agriculture to the traditional farming community. This incredible woman took me by surprise. I had just come out of a ten-year relationship and was very intent on pursuing my herbal studies. The last thing I expected was to fall in love, especially with a woman.

      Being in co-creative partnership with another human being is far more challenging to me than being in relationship to a plant. My relationship with Amy has been a true test of my ability to live cocreatively. I have found that the biggest weakness of humans (including myself ) is the inability to communicate honestly. How ironic, since our level of communication is a distinguishing feature of our species. For the past eleven years, Amy and I have struggled to move away from defense into communication where true relating can happen. We have learned through our process that the arena of co-creativity has infinite possibilities. However, placing ourselves in co-creativity instead of co-dependence has been like opening a door to the unknown. At times, it is quite frightening. The familiar is comforting even when it isn’t healthy. Our relationship continues to grow, sometimes we take steps through the door of the unknown, allowing profound growth; other times we let the fear take over, causing immobility.

      One thing has always been clear: our sincere commitment to Partner Earth. We have a mutual respect for each other’s deep relationship to Partner Earth, even though our individual expressions of it have been very different. My spiritual connection has seemed rather far out to Amy, and yet her keen sensitivities feel what I’m talking about. When we first began our experiment with Devas on our seven-acre piece of land, Amy was full of questions: How were we going to work the land with beings we couldn’t see?

      My knowledge of Devas began when I read the Findhorn books and Dorothy Maclean’s To Hear the Angels Sing. At that time I was rather young in my spiritual experience and didn’t trust my own inner knowing. It seemed to me that I needed some kind of special psychic ability in order to communicate with Devas. Unfortunately, I did not possess this ability, so I left the communicating to more qualified individuals. Still, I had a burning desire to know more about these beings and their connection to humans. When I began my mentorship with Susun while at Empire State, she encouraged me to open lines of communication to these beings. She taught me to think and act in a nonlinear fashion, and that helped me expand my awareness of other realities. She also suggested that I get to know the individual personalities of the plants I was working with. I began by using close observation techniques and my five senses to experience the plants and relate to them as living unique beings. A journal entry from my experiences with Red Clover reads:

      While meditating with Red Clover, I had intense flashes from a previous lifetime. The whole feel of the morning was very familiar to me. I felt that I had done this exact same thing many times before. I remembered a time as an Indian when I was very familiar with the plants. A feeling of intense peace and calm was with me. I knew that this is where I find true peace and happiness—being intimately close with nature. I asked Clover to be my friend and to please tell me about herself. I held my hands over Clover in order to feel her life force. I focused on my chakras to see where her life force traveled to. I felt a heaviness between my third eye and crown chakras. I tried to tune into my body to see where I felt Clover would be beneficial. My whole body tingled (meaning Clover is good all over or as a tonic, perhaps). What really is becoming apparent to me in working closely with plants is that each one has some very distinct feature that makes it different from any other plant. In looking at Red Clover what seems distinctive to me is the white patch in the middle of each leaf. It makes a chevron pattern. I’m not sure what this means. The flower buds are just beginning to come out. They are very hairy. They’re almost like little paint brushes or brushes of some kind—cleansers? The back side of the leaf also has tiny little hairs on it. Red Clover has a very chlorophyll smell—lots of green. The taste of the leaf is not quite bitter, almost a little sour. There is a slight numbing effect on my tongue. My tongue also feels smooth and slippery. It seems that the leaf would be good for soothing raw areas by slightly numbing and smoothing and soothing. I got a very good feeling from Red Clover and felt that she was and continues to be an old and good friend . . .

      I’ve been all consumed by Red Clover. I’ve been doing a painting for a long time that is inspired by taking Red Clover flower essence. I took the essence and two other people also took it. The main thing that came up for everyone was a feeling of balance, clarity, and added energy. For me, my heart chakra, which is the balance point in the body, totally opened. Today I sat with Clover and thanked her for the incredible opening she brought to me through my heart chakra. I asked her about her ability to heal cancer. She said that her ability to balance the body had a lot to do with it. I noticed the triune quality of her leaf. Perhaps this is another indication of her balancing affect. The trinity—body, mind, spirit; sun, moon, earth; maiden, mother, crone. Her flower is beginning to turn brown. She is definitely past her prime. Her flower has lost its subtle sweet taste, and her leaf looks a little mildewy. Ah, but she is by far still the sweetest most lovely flower of the meadow.

      I then encountered an eye-opening book by Machaelle Small Wright, entitled Behaving As If the God in All Life Mattered. This book took all the mysteriousness out of Devic communication. Machaelle places Devas in the realm of everyday life and gives instruction on how to communicate with them easily and effectively. She offers a technique that uses kinesiology to communicate. No deep trances or pronounced psychic abilities are needed, or even a belief in kinesiology. What a deal! Finally I had found a way to access the Devic realm without a lot of instruction and years of spiritual practice. I committed myself to having a garden that was a cocreation with the Devic realm.
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      On the spring equinox in 1989, Amy, Cara, and I dedicated ourselves to working in co-creative partnership with the Devas of our recently acquired land, where we intended to build our home and gardens. Our intention was to live as close to the land as possible and to infuse all of our actions and manifestations with spirit. We ceremoniously asked the Devas and nature spirits of the land to join us in this experiment. Shortly after this ceremony, a strange thing (or so I thought at the time) began to happen. In my peripheral vision I saw darting movement. This happened frequently, and often I would jump, thinking that someone was behind me. After about two weeks of this somewhat unnerving activity, I began to wonder whether it had anything to do with our ceremony asking the Devas to be in a partnership with us. I went back to our land, where I quieted myself and asked to be connected to the Deva of the land. Using the kinesiology techniques I had learned, I checked to make sure I was connected. Yes, I was. I asked whether the darting movement I’d been experiencing had anything to do with our forthcoming experiment. Before I could even begin to determine the answer through kinesiology, a rush of very excited energy surged through my body. I heard within my being a high trill of a voice that said, “Well, you said you wanted to do a garden and here we are. Where are you? Let’s get started.” It was such a resounding affirmation that I knew without a doubt that the Devas and nature spirits were there and wanted us to work and play together. I also realized from this first encounter that our connection was about action and manifestation, not idle information gathering. We were going to create together. After our equinox ceremony I was still sitting with my feet propped by the fire, waiting for the snows to melt, while the Devas were raring to go.

      We planned the garden while it was still cold, then began our creation when the warm weather came. That spring we put up a tipi, which served as a home for three years until our house was built. It sat on a high bank, overlooking the Hudson River, where the rising sun greeted us every morning. The spiral garden, which we planted next to the tipi, became a constant companion. The outdoor kitchen that Amy built around an apple tree made me feel like the Swiss Family Robinson. I look back on those days of outdoor living and admit they were some of the best times of my life. There’s nothing quite like waking to a symphony of birds, seeing the shimmer of the rising sun on water, and sipping early morning dew from the petals of flowers. The intimacy that we experienced with Partner Earth created a bond so unconditional that we know no separation between ourselves and her.

      Since those early days, my partnership with the Devas has grown and expanded in ways that I couldn’t begin to dream of on that snowy day in March. I have developed my own unique way of communicating that bypasses the more cumbersome and time-consuming kinesiology method. I have also moved beyond the garden arena and have incorporated Devas into every aspect of my life. They have guided me into an evolutionary spiral that is inspiring and enlightening and that holds promise for the future of this planet and all her beings. For this, I am eternally grateful.
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