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      “An eminently readable compilation of both Eastern and Western geomantic techniques . . . Earth Acupuncture is an excellent book . . .”

      SIG LONEGREN, GEOMANCER AND
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      Foreword

      For hundreds of thousands of years, traditional cultures have managed to live in long-term sustainable relationship with their landscapes. Yet what was once second nature now seems nearly out of reach: our global, mechanized culture is so entrenched that we may rightly question whether it is even possible to get there—back to a seamless relationship and balance—from here.

      It seems to me that it is entirely possible and that we have in fact lost only two key things on our long journey from there to here: a sense that time is cyclical, and an awareness of the sentient intelligence of the natural world. When we look at sustainable cultures, we see that these two elements are present in their understanding of the world. Perhaps if we could reinstate these two elements in our own culture, they would allow us the harmonious long-range future that we all desire.

      First, a sustainable paradigm includes an awareness of time as having a circular nature—of wax and wane, of seasons passing, but always returning around and around the wheel of life, of circumstance, and of opportunity.

      We presently have a linear view of time as something that stretches out from us to an unknown and unseen future of possibilities of increase and more of everything. This unseen future creates a need for our economies to grow rather than to sustain. Unfortunately, that which grows forever unchecked without the balance of reduction is a cancer in biological terms: our linear concept of time is thus introducing a cancerous consciousness into our dealings with each other and our environment. In contrast, circular time awareness brings us back to living in a renewable relationship in so many parts of our life and activities.

      The second great key is an awareness of the sentient intelligence surrounding us—the many and various intelligences of nature, including our elemental environment. Collectively, these intelligences combine to create a spirit of place. Our awareness of the spirited sentience around us then becomes the basis of communication with our natural environment, allowing it to support our endeavors and guide our minds cooperatively and cocreatively.

      Across the planet and throughout the ages, there has been a deep reverence for, and a cultivated relationship with, the spirit of place. For much of human history, nature has been regarded as sentient and the body of the planet has been understood as a living being—much like the body of a person, with meridians of energy flowing both above- and belowground. These pathways of flowing energy, composed of electricity, magnetism, life force, and chi, form the energetic anatomy of the Earth’s subtle body.

      Below our feet, geomagnetism follows the conductive pathways of underground water, geological faults and fissures, and seams of crystals and minerals. These pathways are known to geophysics as telluric currents.

      Above us, there are condensations and harmonic standing waves in the atmosphere—the so-called Schuman resonances—that create a spider’s web of electromagnetic connectivity above ground. Perceived directly by human sensitivity and observed by their effects on plants and animals and the health of individuals and communities, these pathways of flowing life energy are the dragons known in east and west, north and south.

      Song lines, spirit paths, leys, routes of ancient pilgrimage: they go by many names across cultures and history but are universally regarded. These meridians are traditionally energized by human attention and activated to connect sacred sites and pathways.

      Both ancient wisdom and contemporary practice show that when the manifold energies of a place are in harmonious balance, agricultural fertility is greatly enhanced. In my own work with farmers around the world, I have found that germination rates increase up to fourfold and crop yields increase between 20 and 300 percent.

      Conversely, when the Earth’s meridians are discordant, stressed, or sluggish—a condition known as geopathic stress—human health is adversely affected. Earth acupuncture is an ancient and powerful way of harmonizing geopathic stress and connecting human consciousness with the spirit of place. It is known to have been practiced in ancient Egypt, and the “needles of stone” of the Neolithic and Bronze Ages are still in evidence in Europe and the British Isles. Temple pinnacles and church spires can also be accurately understood as earth needles, balancing the energies between heaven and earth to increase landscape fertility and human, plant, and animal health.

      There is a great resurgence of awareness and interest in this area, traditionally known as geomancy, with many strands of knowledge coming together, from Eastern and Western traditions, and from ancient knowledge and contemporary experimentation.

      In this beautifully written book, Gail Rex generously shares her own journey of discovery, increasing awareness, and healing intervention on one of North America’s primary meridians. Her account and description of her perceptions and understandings are an inspiration to all of us seeking closer connection with our living environment and offer pathways that we can follow in our own fashion to help restore the natural balance and harmony around us that we and all species may thrive and flourish.

      I urge the reader to engage with her story with an open heart, an inquiring mind, an active imagination—and once engaged and inspired, to try it out at home. . . .

      PATRICK MACMANAWAY, MBCHB

      Dr. Patrick MacManaway is a second-generation, international practitioner of the healing arts and of geomancy and earth acupuncture. Past president of the British Society of Dowsers, he holds a degree in medicine from Edinburgh University, is cofounder and design consultant for Circles for Peace, and is the author of several books and CDs.

    

  
    
      INTRODUCTION

      Healing the Earth with Natural Medicine

      Since my first day of acupuncture school nearly twenty-five years ago, I
have been fascinated by the way that Chinese medicine connects human
health with the patterns and cycles of nature. Early in my practice I
wrote a book about the five-element cycle and the precise ways it defines
how each of us mirrors the world around us. “The planet and its creatures
are made of the same stuff,” I wrote in Wood Becomes Water. “We
suffer from the same illnesses and will heal from the same cures. We are
that closely intertwined.”*1

      At the time, I meant that we can find ways of healing our bodies
by learning from natural cycles. Little did I know that just a few years
later I’d be turning that model on its head, using acupuncture and the
principles of Chinese medicine to heal a river near my home. This time,
instead of looking to nature for insights into healing the human body,
I was applying the techniques of human medicine to illnesses of the
natural world. Healing from the same cures indeed.

      Acupuncture for the earth. It is not exactly a new idea but is not
widely practiced either. That our rivers and valleys and forests might be capable of illness and of healing—just like a person—suggests a landscape more animated than we commonly allow. Yet natural medicine for the planet is on the cusp of a resurgence, in part because it provides a rare hopeful response to the plague of global destruction. Like natural medicine for people, medicine for the planet fills a deep collective need by opening us to a model of healing that is more compassionate, more empowering, and often more effective than standard practice.

      Modern medicine is focused so exclusively on illness that it is often frustrating for doctors and patients alike. A system that sees only what needs to be killed off, removed, reduced, or replaced cannot help but leave us wanting, for it fails to make use of what is best in us—our fragments of good health, our inner strength, and our capacities for love and growth. Yet these are the exact resources that engender true healing.

      One of the greatest contributions that acupuncture and other natural medicines make to our modern life is the concept of healing as a process of growth. More than just an absence of disease, healing is an ongoing activity that we can engage ourselves in every day. We can become more well even as certain parts of us are struggling. We can be healing even if we are manifestly ill.

      In this model, we heal through the integration of forces around and within us. New ideas or experiences that stabilize the body and mind increase our capacity to organize ourselves, allowing us to integrate more elements into our smooth functioning. Integrating more means being disrupted by less, so we have less dissonance in our lives, less chaos, less illness—more positive growth.

      In the course of the adventure that fills these pages, I realized that our planet needs natural medicine, too. Just reducing the many pollutions we have created—even if it were possible and achieved within our lifetimes—is not going to make our Earth well. The landscape needs healing: it needs help integrating and organizing the multitudinous influences we humans have brought to it.

      
        [image: image]
      

      When acupuncturists work with clients we spend a lot of time looking and listening, asking and touching; these are the four principles that guide every session and direct our diagnosis and treatment. They ensure that we create a relationship with each client, every time: a relationship based on two-way communication—asking and listening, giving and receiving.

      To my great surprise, I have discovered that healing work with nature depends on these same elements exactly: asking and listening, giving and receiving. Although the specifics of the interactions are different and don’t involve language, the experience of relating to a tree or a mountain is as genuine as relating to anything else that doesn’t talk: an infant, a loved one asleep, a horse, a cat. It is our openness that defines how clearly we can perceive their needs, and our creativity and generosity that determine how completely we can meet those needs. When we accept that our planet embodies a level of complexity that is beyond our comprehension, just like our loved ones, we take the first steps toward the mutual respect that is the foundation of every relationship and of every healing.

      There are many ways to promote the regeneration of the Earth. I have met dowsers, shamans, priestesses, meditators, feng shui masters, and activists of all kinds who regularly apply themselves to healing on a grand scale. Many people from all walks of life are already dedicated to fostering positive growth in the people around them. It takes only a leap of faith to begin applying the same compassion and skills to plants, animals, and landscapes.

      The story that follows is the tale of my effort to bring healing to a particular landscape—the stretch of the Hudson River that abuts the Indian Point Nuclear Power Plant in Buchanan, New York. It happens that I worked largely within the language and structures of Chinese medicine, but that is just incidental. You can find healing in any language, or with no language at all; mute wonder is also an effective agent of healing.
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      The Dragon’s Breath

      In October of 2002, I had a vision. I was sitting in a meditation class when I began to see clear images in my mind.

      
        From a bird’s-eye view, I saw the Hudson River—the section near Peekskill, New York, where three big curves mark a zigzag passage at the southern end of the Hudson Highlands. Like a movie projected on a screen in my head, I saw sparks from the Indian Point nuclear power plant, which sits on the eastern shore of the river on a spit of land that was once an amusement park, and long before that a gathering place for the area’s indigenous people. The sparks looked like lightning bolts arcing continuously from the plant into the river. They also seeped into the ground and stretched lavalike tongues of fire into the riverbed in all directions. My vision zoomed in, focusing on these crackling fires that pulsed through the riverbed, and I felt a whirl of sensations: a kind of nausea, a choking feeling, and something like disbelief. The power plant was leaking poison into the earth, and the river was showing me its injuries. This display made my heart ache, and then the images began to fade. A voice spoke in my head saying, “What you are given to see, you can heal. Work with the hills.”
      

      My attention came back to the room I was sitting in. I was stunned and fought to concentrate on what was going on around me. “Work with the hills,” the voice had said. What could that even mean?

      In deep meditation odd things happen sometimes: you have sudden insights, develop new understanding, give birth to ideas. When something emerges out of stillness like that it’s a powerful and humbling experience, so I try to pay attention. But I’d never before had pictures come to me out of the blue, unrelated to anything I’d been thinking about. And I’d certainly never heard a voice. I did briefly wonder if I was crazy—seeing things and hearing voices that weren’t there. I didn’t feel delusional, but that wasn’t particularly reassuring. At least the voice was instructing me to heal—that fact did calm me down a little. Still, I promised myself that I’d be on watch for any more weird behavior; I did not want to be losing touch with reality.

      During the rest of that weekend’s seminar I felt quite normal. I enjoyed the meditations, had a nice time getting to know the other participants, and felt like I was getting a lot out of the class. Driving home from Vermont to New York on Sunday, I cautiously allowed myself to think about the vision again. It had been an intense experience. What should I do about it? I could ignore it, but found I didn’t want to. If I had received a spiritual message from the Hudson River, I wanted to acknowledge it. Though I had been driving for hours and was eager to get home, I decided to continue an extra few minutes in order to stand by the Hudson before the sun went down. I didn’t have any plan in mind, but I knew I wanted to see the river.

      I drove to the tiny beach at Little Stony Point. It was late afternoon, crisp October, and an autumn-red sunset scattered its light on the water. I moved in close to the water’s edge and saw the dark-green river splashing against the rocks. The primitive, algal smell and the rhythmic lap of the water were comforting, and I decided I could stop worrying about losing my mind. If I was having a breakdown, I’d know it soon enough. In the meantime, why not embrace this new experience?

      I took a good look at the water all around. It didn’t look hurt, but how would I be able to tell? It didn’t look exactly at ease, either. I spoke to the river from my mind. “River, are you in pain?” I replayed the vision I had seen of the nuclear power plant, trying to “send” the images somehow to the spirit of the river. I made an effort to imagine what the river felt, having nuclear fission on its banks: splitting atoms and their decaying isotopes; heat and fire churning out electricity in the place where cool, wet darkness had reigned for millennia. The ecosystem was unaccustomed to these new forces; how chaotic it all must feel! I sprinkled a bit of cornmeal and sage into the river—traditional Native offerings as I’d been taught to make them—and I made a promise: that I would do whatever I was supposed to do to help the river heal. Without the faintest idea of what that would be, I simply vowed to be open to finding out.

      After I made a promise to the river, I wondered what would come of it. Going through the daily motions of work and rest, I felt a bit fragile—anxious that some lightning bolt of obligation might strike and change everything, and at the same time, worried that the next message would be so subtle that I would miss it altogether. I didn’t know how I was going to make good on my vow, but I knew I didn’t want to bumble around with random projects that might be healing for the river, just to feel that I was doing something; I wanted my steps to be as guided and sure as the vision. I decided to cultivate stillness, inside and out, in order to make space for new insights, but where would the guidance come from?

      For better or for worse, stillness was not a difficult environment to cultivate. My life was very quiet. I was single, unattached, and living in an unincorporated village within a small town. I rented a house on a dirt road in the middle of the woods. It had been built in the early 1800s on a quiet lane that later became part of a fourteen-thousand-acre state park. I had two neighbors within shouting distance, but that was about it for a mile or more in every direction.

      My friends were mostly couples—some with kids—who didn’t have much time for socializing, so I spent a lot of time by myself. When I wasn’t seeing clients for acupuncture, I was usually reading, walking in the woods around my house, or working on art and writing projects at home. The meditation practice I had stumbled across the year before had been exciting because it felt like a powerful way to channel all my quietude into something constructive. Meditation turned my loneliness into strength.

      Now I had something new to focus on. I spent time looking at books about the Hudson River, reading articles about Indian Point, gazing again and again at the magnificent points of scenery that the river and its banks afforded. I discovered that the Hudson is a 315-mile estuary of the Atlantic Ocean. This means that tides from the ocean at the river’s basin push into the river itself, making it salty and marshy for over 120 miles. The tides also change the river’s current, so that twice a day the river runs south to north as the tide rolls in, then runs north to south when the tide goes out. In fact, the Algonquin Indians who settled in the region some forty thousand years ago called the river Moheakantuk—“The Water That Is Never Still” or “The River That Runs Two Ways.” The Mohican tribe, whose traditional territory included the river and surrounding valley, are named for this water.

      For thousands of years, Moheakantuk and the lands around it provided the area’s native people with a rich and abundant life. Offering plenty of fish and game, a variety of trees and soils, furs and woods for shelter and protection, the valley supported dozens of related clans and tribes. Over time, the native populations of the river highlands diversified into a network of woodland tribes including the Wappingers, Delawares, and Mohicans, who all lived and traded in the area between Manhattan and the Mohawk River junction, where the Iroquois Confederacy territory began.

      These were the people that Henry Hudson met when he sailed his schooner the Half Moon up the river in 1609. Traveling as far as what we now call Albany, Hudson remarked that the land was “as pleasant with grass and flowers and goodly trees as ever they had seen.”1

      Other Dutch travelers began to settle in the region, drawn by the praise of Hudson and his crew. The new settlers, too, enjoyed the land of plenty—finding game, fish, woodlands, and ready transport along the river to the growing population center of Manhattan. The Dutch called the river by the man who had first sailed it: Henry Hudson.

      The period of colonization that began in the years after Hudson’s journey brought rapid change to the landscape and to its original inhabitants. As adventure seekers and opportunists from many places flocked to New Amsterdam/New York to take advantage of its abundant natural resources, they filled the countryside with forts and towns and traffic. The “melting pot” of America began here among polyglot settlers who eagerly fought, traded, and swindled—primarily from the natives but also among themselves—to gain a foothold.

      The long and rich history of the river came as a surprise to me. Perhaps I had known some of it at an earlier point in my life, but whatever scattered details I had learned in high school had long since disappeared from mind. Reading this history now as a pageant of early America, I found it to be a dramatic and focused story. For most of its coexistence with humans, the Hudson River had been a centerpiece of life—a mainstay of food, resources, transportation, recreation, and defense for thousands of years. But the past two hundred years had changed all of that. The factories, foundries, and power plants located on the Hudson had, since their inception, appreciated the river mainly for the convenience it provided those industries: a ready source of water, a convenient way to dispose of pollution, and transportation to major markets. No longer valued for its living and life-giving attributes, Moheakantuk became merely a conduit for products and waste. Now this diminished and disrespected river was calling for help.

      In November, I went back to Vermont to attend a workshop on the Native American medicine wheel—a version of the circle of life that appears in many cultures around the world as labyrinths, mandalas, zodiacs, and henges. In the class, we explored the ways that a medicine wheel—or any such mandala—is an inherently stabilizing force. By organizing thoughts, actions, and energies into specific patterns, these mandalas can precipitate strength out of chaos.

      I had long been interested in henges and stone circles, especially the kinds that align themselves with particular days of the year, like equinoxes and solstices. I’d even been dreaming of building a stone circle somewhere near my home. The idea that such a structure could benefit the land it stood upon was new to me, but immediately exciting. In my acupuncture practice I use needles to stabilize people’s health every day—why wouldn’t stones placed thoughtfully in the ground do the same thing for the landscape?

      I wondered if I could build a stone circle to help heal the Hudson River. The thought was electrifying. Suddenly, the acupuncturist, the mystic, the stone circle enthusiast, the environmentalist, and the natural healer in me all made sense together and made me feel that I had exactly the skills such a project would require. I didn’t have any idea how I would actually accomplish it, but I decided in that minute that this would be the manifestation of my vow to the Hudson: a stone circle to help heal the landscape.

      Unsure how to begin a project that seemed so big, I decided to ask the teacher of the workshop for advice. Venerable Dhyani Ywahoo is a twenty-seventh-generation teacher of the practices of the Cherokee people. Knowing that she was raised in a culture that recognizes the Earth and all creatures on it as sentient, sacred beings, I hoped that Venerable Dhyani might have some interesting ideas about healing a river.

      During a question-and-answer period that afternoon, I announced that I was thinking of building a stone circle to help heal the land around the Indian Point nuclear power plant. I was nervous saying it out loud in case people in the class thought the idea was silly, or too complicated, or grandiose. My heart thumped, and I could hear my voice quavering as I spoke. To my great wonder, Venerable Dhyani responded as though I’d said the most normal thing in the world.

      “Some people hear the cries of the land,” she said quite matter-of-factly. “It is good to apply your skills of healing in answer to those cries.” And just like that, my idea began to seem achievable.

      “You can take the pulse of the Earth just like you do with a person,” Venerable Dhyani continued. This was a surprise; I hadn’t expected suggestions on how to do it. “The scale is a little bit different, so instead of your three fingers on a person’s wrist, you would take pulses at three miles, six miles, and nine miles away from the power plant. You also want to find the place where the dragon exhales its bad breath, and there is where you will build your circle.”

      Hmm. Like a mystic riddle or an old-time prophecy, these directions were almost incomprehensible, yet deeply poetic. The “dragon’s bad breath”? The “pulse of the Earth”? How would I begin to find such things? Still, as odd as they sounded, Venerable Dhyani’s words at least gave me a place to begin. Mulling over her suggestions as I made the five-hour drive back home the next day, I stopped at a convenience store to buy a map of the Hudson Highlands region. My hands were trembling as I paid for the map; I was nervous and excited to be taking this first step.

      The next day I spread the map of northern Westchester County onto my large dining table and stared at the river for a while. I realized I’d never seen the Indian Point power plant up close. Though I drove by it several times a week on the way to and from my office, it was a mile from the main road and surrounded by massive industrial buildings. There is a public park that abuts the power station’s land, but the plant itself is invisible from that vantage point. Closer in, gated (and guarded) access roads keep trespassers out.

      I wanted to get a good view of the monster I was dealing with and decided the best way to do this would be to cross to the western bank of the river and look back at Indian Point from there. On the map I could see that a large swath of parkland covered the area directly across the river from Indian Point; I made that my destination and went exploring.

      Driving across the Bear Mountain Bridge, I was impressed again with the beauty of the region. The views of the meandering river and the low mountains alongside it are breathtaking and provocative. “World-class scenery,” says my friend Teresa. “Less dramatic than the Alps or the San Francisco Bay, perhaps, but just as stunning in its own way.” She is right. Grand but not overwhelming, the Hudson Highlands are a wild majesty.

      During the Revolutionary War, the Highlands were viewed by both sides as vital to control of the region. They became a central battleground, as well as a symbol of Revolutionary power and an important part of George Washington’s command. After independence, early Americans took pride in the Hudson’s role in the birth of the nation; with the advent of steamboat travel, they began to travel on the river to better appreciate its history.

      The astounding scenery that accompanied the Revolution’s history made the Hudson Highlands a valued tourist destination, particularly among cultured Europeans who came to taste the air of the new country. It was in this period that the painters Thomas Cole, Asher Durand, and others created a new American tradition—the Hudson River School—in their efforts to capture the beauty and wildness of the river on canvas. The Hudson River School painters who celebrated this landscape, and the writers who worked alongside them, read into the land a story of power: the settlers who subdued the wilderness were at once heroes and ordinary men—the avatars of American exceptionalism. Though the land on both sides of the river is now largely tamed and suburbanized, this stretch of the Highlands maintains a rugged beauty.

      During the mid-nineteenth century, the Hudson provided popular outings for day-trippers, with steamboats setting off from Manhattan multiple times a day to bring weary New Yorkers to the cool and refreshing mountains. After the Civil War and the Great Westward Expansion of the mid-1800s, however, the country’s romantic imagination began to turn away from the hilly, wooded caverns of the Hudson and toward the wide-open expanses of the West. The Hudson began to fade as a visual symbol of scenic America and became instead an active center of industry and transportation; the Erie Canal helped turn the Hudson into a major commercial throughway to the West, and the railroad eased transportation to points north and south.

      In time, steamboat landings and amusement parks were replaced by shipyards, dye works, brick works, tanneries, and iron forges that hummed and clanged along the riverside, all of them turning their effluent over to the river in lieu of managed disposal. When Consolidated Edison bought Indian Point and began to build its nuclear power station there in the 1950s, it was welcomed as a tax-paying replacement for the tourist traffic that had all but disappeared.

      Once over the bridge I headed south through the Palisades Interstate Park. Admiring the river from the high vantage point provided by this mountain road, I could see the wide water sparkling below, and busy towns all up and down its banks. After a few minutes the road began to descend, and I was surprised to feel a sick sensation in my stomach. I don’t normally get carsick, and the road wasn’t even very winding. Still, there was no arguing with the fact that the farther I descended, the tighter my stomach became. “Must be the excitement,” I thought to myself.

      At some point the main road flattened out, and I almost drove past a suburban-looking street off to the left. Turning sharply onto it, the first thing I saw was a run-down church, with a sign out front proclaiming “Redemption is just a heartbeat away.” Across the street were railroad tracks and beyond that, the river, dominated by the Indian Point nuclear power plant looking over from the other side.

      The parts that I could see consisted of two huge concrete domes, and a tall needle of a tower with a stripe of red near the tip, sprouting between them (fig. 1.1). The complex was so clearly shaped like a penis and testicles that even the word phallic seemed like a euphemism. The plant was designed and built in the early sixties; I wondered whether the designers, planners, and politicians involved with the plant’s construction could all have been unaware of this blatantly sexual image, or if they had built it that way on purpose as some kind of a public joke. It was unsettling.
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      Fig. 1.1. Indian Point Energy Center (Photo by Tony Fischer)

      I noticed the sick feeling again in my stomach and decided to continue down the road. It ran for a mile or two through a tiny suburban enclave that seemed caught out of time. The houses in Jones Point were few and modest, and many were in disrepair. Overall the street gave a feeling of rural poverty—more like Appalachia or remote Vermont than one of the wealthiest counties in the state. All of the houses shared a beautiful view of the Hudson—and with it, the power plant looming on the opposite shore.

      Before that plant was built, this must have been a beautiful place. Sandwiched as it is between the river and the mountains behind it, the village can never have been larger than the few blocks it covers now. Jones Point feels almost like one of those fishing villages you can still see traces of in the Hamptons or in Maine—deriving its power and its character from the water at its doorstep. In the years when the spit of land called Indian Point was a leisure park for steamboat travelers, the view from Jones Point would have been of picnickers and swimmers, artists and writers.

      But with the nuclear power plant—not to mention a garbage treatment plant and some other unidentifiable smoking tower also within view—the village felt surrounded by demons. Later I would discover that Jones Point had once been a harbor for retired warships; this grandness would have suited the scenery perfectly, but it made the current bleakness all the more depressing in contrast.

      I thought of the people living here, who had seen their beautiful village decay over time, and how they must feel looking out every day at belching smokestacks. I thought of children growing up in the shadow of the plant, then recalled a friend’s story of how she often visited a beach near here in the early sixties when she was a child. One day she and her sisters came upon thousands and thousands of dead fish in the shallows and washed up on the shore. Up and down the beach, as far as their eyes could see, dead and dying fish. They didn’t understand what had caused the mass die-off, but the image stays with them—and now with me—to this day. Now we know that Indian Point generates a “thermal plume” each time it gets turned on after a period of inactivity. This plume heats up stretches of the river, periodically killing thousands of native fish, plants
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