Sequoias to the rescue, by Joebaby

It was a crazy time. I was between careers, running around anxious and exhausted, worried about paying the bills. My body was tense, I had the coffee jitters, (even though I don't drink coffee) and my heart was racing. I was miserable and calling for help. 

I got no reply. I felt alone, isolated. I breathed, I walked, I prayed; I meditated and I chanted. I did everything I knew to invoke the divine. I sat and felt anxious. I sat some more, felt some more, got stir crazy. Whatever was going on was stuck to me like gum, so I got up and threw myself into the myriad of chores clamoring for attention. 

And then it happened. I was busy cleaning out the lint trap in the clothes dryer when a wave of energy moved into me. It simply stepped inside me, like I was a car and it the driver. It was a powerful presence – tall, wide, deep and strong. It was just suddenly there, filling me with its peace. I found myself held in a gentle, comforting strength that loved me deeply. My shoulders relaxed, my face softened, my breathing slowed. I can feel the softening, even now. 

My body trusted this energy completely, sank right into it. My mind was startled, surprised at the suddenness of this appearance as well as my body's complete surrender to it. My very cells were fully in tune with this energy, and I didn't know who or what it was! 

So I sat down, closed my eyes and looked inside. I tuned into the incredible hugeness of this energy. It felt like a collective group of beings. And then I saw their shape – trees. Sequoias. Huge, tall, old and wise. I have sat beneath them many times, have laughed, cried and camped beneath them, but it never felt like this. It was mind boggling to have them come here, to me, thousands of miles away. My body continued to relax, drinking in their care, as a tremendous amount of gratitude welled up within me. 

They held me gently, and as I rested in their embrace, I saw these giants as angels who choose trees as a way to express their essence. I saw them as ancient, gentle and loving beings, incarnating in the form of sequoias and redwoods as a way to give permanence to their physicality. I saw how they work as conduits between the stars and our planet, receiving all kinds of spinning celestial energies from the heavens, channeling them through their physicality, grounding them into our earth. I no longer saw them as trees with spirits; they were spirits who've taken on the form of trees. I saw how they work as a group, traversing the planet in energetic form, going to different hot spots to share their grounding influence. 

The size of their energy was huge. It went up hundreds of miles into the sky, tremendously beneficent tornadoes bringing all kinds of powerful energies deep into our planet's core. And then I saw the precariousness of their physicality. We are weakening their connection to the earth through our cutting of them. They provide a vital service, acupuncture needles in the hot growing spine of our Pacific, balancing and harmonizing many forms of elemental energy. 

I know if we cut them all down, they'd still remain in spirit, doing their healing work as best they can. But being in physical form gives them the ability to transmute and harmonize these energies in a very powerful and direct way. 

I felt scared at the fragileness of their fate, unable to run from our lumber hunger. An age-old fear, the terror of the loss of Nature, struck me deep in my heart. It was the terror of being left on a dead, sterile planet, a planet devoid of green growing things. This fear shook me, rattled me, overwhelmed me. Once again I was lost in a sea of despair. And then, somehow, they removed it. They took this fear from me as though it were the tiniest of splinters. Just like that, the huge hole in my heart was gone. I was again filled with the wonderful peace of their presence. Wow, I was in awe. 

I need to tell your story, I thought, ready to jump up and write. Relax, they said, we're not here to get help. We're here to give healing, and give they did. After months of tensions and worries, the dry and cracked parts of me soaked up their nurturing. I was the plant and they the gardeners, gentle and loving in their care. 
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