A Vision of Spiritual Community

Somewhere there are people to whom we can speak

without having the words catch in our throats.

Somewhere a circle of hands will open to receive us,
eyes will light up as we enter,
voices will celebrate us 
whenever we come into our own power.

Community means strength that joins our strength

to do the work that needs to be done.

Arms to hold us when we falter.

A circle of healing.

A circle of friends.

Some place where we can be free.

–Starhawk
From the Hopi Elders
You have been telling the people that this is the Eleventh Hour.
Now you must go back and tell the people that this is The Hour.
And there are things to be considered:

· Where are you living?

· What are you doing?

· What are your relationships?

· Are you in right relation?

· Where is your water?

· Know your garden.

· It is time to speak your Truth.

· Create your community. Be good to each other. And do not look outside yourself for the leader. 

This could be a good time!

There is a river flowing now very fast. It is so great and swift that there are those who will be afraid. They will try to hold on to the shore. They will feel they are being torn apart, and they will suffer greatly.

Know the river has its destination. The elders say we must let go of the shore, push off into the middle of the river, keep our eyes open, and our heads above the water. See who is in there with you and celebrate.

At this time in history, we are to take nothing personally. Least of all, ourselves. For the moment that we do, our spiritual growth and journey comes to a halt.

The time of the lone wolf is over. Gather yourselves!

Banish the word struggle from your attitude and your vocabulary.

All that we do now must be done in a sacred manner and in celebration.

We are the ones we’ve been waiting for.

The Elders Oraibi
Arizona Hopi Nation
The Invitation
To be anyone you wish to be, that is easy;

To be yourself, that is not.

–Joseph Campbell

It doesn't interest me what you do for a living.
I want to know what you ache for,
and if you dare to dream of meeting your heart's longing.
It doesn't interest me how old you are.
I want to know if you will risk looking like a fool for love,
for your dreams, for the adventure of being alive.
It doesn't interest me what planets are squaring your moon.
I want to know if you have touched the center of your own sorrow.
If you have been opened by life's betrayals or
have become shriveled and closed from fear of further pain!
I want to know if you can sit with pain, mine or your own,
without moving to hide it or fade it or fix it.
I want to know if you can be with joy, mine or your own;
if you can dance with wildness and let the ecstasy fill you
to the tips of your fingers and toes without cautioning us to be careful,
be realistic, or to remember the limitations of being human.
It doesn't interest me if the story you are telling me is true,
I want to know if you can disappoint another to be true to yourself.
If you can bear the accusation of betrayal and not betray your own soul.
I want to know if you can be faithful and therefore trustworthy.
I want to know if you can see beauty,
even when it is not pretty every day,
and if you can live with failure, yours or mine,
and still stand on the edge of a lake and shout to the 
silver of the full moon, "Yes!".
It doesn't interest me to know where you live or how much money you have.
I want to know if you can get up after a night of grief and despair,
weary and bruised to the bone, and do what needs to be done for the children.
It doesn't interest me who you are, how you came to be here.
I want to know if you will stand in the center of the fire with me and not shrink back.
It doesn't interest me where or what or with whom you have studied.
I want to know what sustains you from the inside when all else falls away.
I want to know if you have to be alone with yourself,
Can you truly like the company you keep, in the empty moments?
-Oriah Mountain Dreamer, Indian Elder

The Zen Commandments

(for Being Free from Friction)
When you come, we welcome you.

When you leave, we do not pursue.

-Tao te Ching

It would be wonderful indeed if a group of persons should arrive on earth
who were for something and against nothing.

This would be the highest good of human organization, wouldn't it?
–Ernest Holmes
I have no parents, 
I make the heavens and Earth my parents.

I have no home,

I make awareness my home.

I have no life and death,

I make the tides of breathing my life and death.

I have no miracles, 
I make right action my miracles.

I have no tactics,

I make emptiness and fullness my tactics.

I have no armor,

I make benevolence and righteousness my armor.

I have no castle,

I make immovable mind my castle.

I have no sword,

I make absence of self my sword.

-13th century Samurai prayer
P.S.

I have no guidance,

I make authenticity my guidance.

I have no enemies, 

only carelessness can be my enemy.
I have no error, 

only ignorance of being can be my error.
Ripple
If my words did glow with the gold of sunshine,

and my tunes were played on the harp unstrung,

would you hear my voice come through the music,

would you hold it near, as it were your own?

It's a hand-me-down, the thoughts are broken,

perhaps they're better left unsung.

Well I don't know, don't really care,

let there be songs, to fill the air.

Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.

Reach out your hand if your cup be empty,

if your cup be full, may it be again.

Let it be known there is a fountain

that was not made by the hand of man.

There is a road, no simple highway,

between the dawn and the dark of night.

If you should go, no one may follow,

this path is for your steps alone.

You who choose to lead must follow,

and if you fall, you fall alone.

If you should stand, then who's to guide you?

If I knew your way, I would take you home.

Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.
-Robert Hunter & The Grateful Dead

People Used To
People used to get together round a fire,

Fishes were cooked, songs were sung.
Moonlight used to guide our way home in the dark ,
Do you find it hard remembering?

Chorus:
And still you people tell me life is easy to get on with

But what I’ve got so far’s enough to be going on with

People tell me that it’s so – oh - oh

I don’t know anymore, I don’t know

People used to get together round a problem

Eyes were looked at and tongues were true.
People used to stop and say how do you do

Do you find it hard remembering?

(Chorus)
People used to spend an hour making tea,
Easy, easy was the rule.
People used to pause to think and contemplate,
He who hurried was the fool

(Chorus)
-Donovan Leitch
New Year’s Resovolution
Do what you’ve never done before,   

see what you’ve never seen.
Feel what you’ve never felt before,  

go where you’ve never been.
Sing what you’ve never sung before,
say what you’ve never said.
Bear what you’ve never borne before,  

hear what you’ve never heard.
All is not as it would seem,  

nothing ever remains the same.
Change is life’s characteristic,  

bend and flow play the game,
lose your chain,
and do what you like.   

Get on your bike and do what you like.
So many times I was the one who stopped myself from doing things.
So many times I was the one who grounded myself and clipped my wings.
So I say:
Do what you’ve never done before,

for fear of losing face.
You have nothing to defend now,

in your state of grace.
So get on your bike and do what you like.
Love is the gift of man, yet he will not receive. 

Within is the church of man, yet he cannot perceive.
Without is the realm of man, he yet cannot receive.  

Man is the plague of man, yet he will not believe.
There go you go I.
There go you go I.
There go you go I.
-Donovan Leitch

The Call . . .
This I saw, or else some inner presence made it known to me;

The Universe is filled with life; the air, the sky, the sea

Teem with intelligence, with majesty and might;

And deep within me, some subtle inner sight

Beholds and sees, comprehends and knows All,

No fear nor falters, but answers the Divine Call

To be as one beyond the bounds of time and space,

To overcome the bondage of the human race,

And leap, with trust undaunted, free,

Into the deeps of that Infinite Sea

Whose waters, calm, are ready to receive

Those, who in simple faith, believe.
. . . The Response
The future man shall be so far above

The race that walks the earth today he would

Appear among us as a god; yet he

Will be the common man; nor will there be

Such selfish aims as now divide mankind;

Illusion of false values will dissolve

Into their native nothingness and things

Ephemeral and transient of this earth

Shall pass away, and by the second birth,

The field of consciousness shall so expand

All sons of earth shall reach the Promised Land.

-Ernest Holmes       

