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Royalties from this anthology go to the Land Peace Foundation
“The soil you see is not ordinary soil . . . it is the dust of blood, the flesh, and bones of our ancestors. 
. . . The land as it is, is my blood and my dead, it is consecrated.”
SHES-HIS – CROW
The Land Peace Foundation is a small, native-owned, Indigenous rights organization that is committed to the preservation of Indigenous culture, land, and water rights and the protection of sacred sites. We provide low-cost legal services, alternative dispute resolution, and training programs for Indigenous peoples and their allies who are working to build strong and effective Indigenous Rights Movements.
The five participating Wabanaki tribes are: Penobscot, Passamaquoddy, Mi’kmaq, Wolostaq, and Abenaki.
The preservation and promotion of the Indigenous way of Life includes the protection and preservation of Indigenous land, water, religious and/or spiritual rights; proliferation of cultural and traditional practices; strengthening of kinship roles; and preservation of ceremonial ways of being. The Land Peace Foundation provides a wide range of cultural, educational, and spiritual programs and is committed to be an objective resource for information on a variety of issues and concerns regarding Indigenous ways of knowing and being.
The Land Peace Foundation also works to facilitate the creation of enduring solutions to the ongoing threats of cultural genocide against Indigenous populations. Our purpose is to eliminate the likelihood that Indigenous peoples will be thrust into violent conflict; forcibly removed from their lands; stripped of their rights and/or resources; denied access and meaningful interaction with vital sacred places; and experience loss of connection to historical and emerging cultural practices.
 

CREATING NEW REALITIES
RICHARD GROSSINGER
Coronavirus Disease 2019 (or COVID-19) is the biggest event of our lifetimes, bigger than Hiroshima, the Asian tsunami, and the Islamic State. It arrived on the global scale of World War II but more comprehensively and discursively, for it is too tiny to defend against, too elusive to avoid, too swift-moving and eclectic to vanquish. It entered human history, ecology, and supply chains with the suddenness of 9/11. Though not as quick and stealthy a strike, its extent, duration, and toll have far exceeded a jihadist attack.
Ultimately, climate change will enforce a greater duration and toll than either 9/11 or World War II while joining COVID-19 in a futuristic matrix. Each is what philosopher Timothy Morton calls a hyper-object, a mixture of natural, cultural, and symbolic features that is vaster and more entangled than any cultural terminology or system can encompass. Together they form—and overdetermine—a hyper-objective Earth that is approaching us faster than we can approach it.
COVID-19 has created a new publishing category, perhaps the most instantly voluminous since Gutenberg. Some of its earliest texts were intended for the evangelical market and invoked God’s punishment for the heresies and gender politics of modernity. Other books and articles proposed a homeostatic ecosystem trying to slow climate change. A coronavirus that doesn’t kill everyone (like ebola or anthrax) forces us out of unexamined exploitation of Gaia and back into right relationship. Earth is not a dumb stone with some water, marketable minerals, and DNA fuzz but a living being that is part of our bodies.
Later texts addressed the mysteries and riddles of COVID-19, the hurried global searches for a cure and vaccine, and a new cultural, economic, and artistic order—more equitable societies and fairer wealth distributions—that might emerge from viral lockdown. QAnon-like fables sprang up in pandemic fashion, casting the virus as stealth bio-warfare, political sabotage, a make-believe ailment with fake statistics, a meta-intelligent code or message from a higher intelligence, a Zen-like teaching from the microbiome, a socialist or capitalist plot, a poltergeist or haunting, debris from a comet’s tail, or the advance weapon of an extraterrestrial invader. Threads of these float through this anthology, and it also offers more nuanced and hopeful approaches.
Before putting together The Corona Transmissions, Inner Traditions briefly considered publishing Laura Aversano’s posts as a small book called Love in the Time of Corona (now excerpted within). By the time that idea had been floated, five other books using the same or a similar play on the title of Gabriel García Márquez’s novel (Love in the Time of Cholera) had already been announced, the beginning of a burgeoning trope addressing a new world of social distancing, human contact, love, loss, and premature crossing over. Authors described homeless encampments on former pedestrian sidewalks, dystopian romances, murders of crows dominating cities and villages (flocks of these magician birds are called “murders”), herds of rats running down streets with the abandon of buffalo or lizards on desert rocks. The Mad Max landscape was medieval in its succession of panels: The Year of the Plague.
During an April phone conversation with Laura, I described a very bold crow that had landed next to me. She asked for an iPhone picture. I was too slow. She said, “He’ll be back.”
A day later, “Yes.”
“Have you named him?”
Why, I wondered, would I do that?
Awaking in the middle of the night, it occurred to me, “The crow’s name is obvious: CORVID.”
Laura’s email response:
“Wow yes of course. perfect name for perfect medicine.
He is helping others to cross over but also issuing a warning,
there will be more to come, the earth is destined to purify one way
or the other, man is unfortunately making it worse.
Crow is acting like a psychopomp. I can relate—
Corvid the psychopomp,
as is the wind this morning.”
Since everyone is sated with COVID information, speculation, and data, what is special and different about this anthology?
For one, it presents a wide spectrum of perspectives, from physical to metaphysical, from ecological to political, from apocalyptic to protoutopian, and from scientific facts and health tips to imaginings, visionings, poems, and awakenings. Voices in the anthology address the virus directly, while others provide channels for COVID-19 to speak to us and through us. The virus is explored in terms of cultural critique, divination, prophecy, warning, elucidation, and opportunity. It addresses our relationship to nature—to Gaia, to its animal, planet, and mineral kingdoms—to each other, and to the economies and dystopia we have created.
It also gives you vital hard-to-get information about how to prevent and treat Coronavirus-2019. This highly contagious life-form appears to be indefensible, as it throws a baffling array of asymptomatic states and dissonant symptoms and disease courses at the world. Yet potential remedies exist outside pharmaceutical and industrial tool kits. None are guaranteed, nor is there a one-size-fits-all solution, as there might be one day with a vaccine or wide-spectrum anti-viral metabolite. Instead, you will find here First Nations herbal allies and homeopathic T-cell boosters and nosodes. Cached in medical summaries, you will find anti-viral minerals, algae, vitamins, supplements, mushrooms, and anti-malarial inhibitors (both Western and Eastern) as well as sound, color, and light energies, thoughtforms, prayers, meditations, mantras, and affirmations that are indefinable in conventional materialist terms.
There is no explanation for how or why any of these should ward off or cure COVID-19, or any disease, but the same vitality that aggregates elemental molecules into cells, tissues, and organisms seems to flow creatively into biological fields from herbal essences, nano- and microdoses, the life energy of simple plants and stones, and our own subtle bodies and psychic fields.
The Corona Transmissions should be a welcome detour from the commoditization of COVID hysteria and clash. News media, politicians, and scientists, sometimes with the best intentions, use the plague to capitalize their own information systems, propaganda, and religious beliefs. In the guise of informing and preparing, they disenfranchise and disempower. They dilute our innate wisdom, diminish our capacity and resolve, and homogenize us for those who would exploit and imprison us behind rigid concepts, insidious paradigms, and obedience. Fear is a powerful mobilizer, the threat of death is its ultimate persuasion.
Our anthology asks you to respond, create new realities, resist easy categories and resolutions. Try to see through the hoopla and hype and receive your own vision. While reading these pieces, put the words of your heart and soul into the Akashic record alongside them. Send your COVID message to the universe. Make mantra, not politics. Transmit thoughtforms, catharses, and tonglen prayers. This book is just paper or electrons. You are spirit.
As a graffito chalked on the corner of Fulton and Carlton in Berkeley, California, put it, “Go Berkeley! Go World!”
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See Richard Grossinger’s biography.
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OVERVIEWS AND TRANSMISSIONS


TWO POEMS
KRISTIN FLYNTZ
AN IMAGINED LETTER FROM COVID-19 TO HUMANS
Stop. Just stop.
It is no longer a request. It is a mandate.
We will help you.
We will bring the supersonic, high speed merry-go-round to a halt
We will stop
the planes
the trains
the schools
the malls
the meetings
the frenetic, furied rush of illusions and “obligations” that keep you from hearing our
single and shared beating heart,
the way we breathe together, in unison.
Our obligation is to each other,
As it has always been, even if, even though, you have forgotten.
We will interrupt this broadcast, the endless cacophonous broadcast of divisions and distractions,
to bring you this long-breaking news:
We are not well.
None of us; all of us are suffering.
Last year, the firestorms that scorched the lungs of the earth
did not give you pause.
Nor the typhoons in Africa, China, Japan.
Nor the fevered climates in Japan and India.
You have not been listening.
It is hard to listen when you are so busy all the time, hustling to uphold the comforts and conveniences that scaffold your lives.
But the foundation is giving way,
buckling under the weight of your needs and desires.
We will help you.
We will bring the firestorms to your body
We will bring the fever to your body
We will bring the burning, searing, and flooding to your lungs
that you might hear:
We are not well.
Despite what you might think or feel, we are not the enemy.
We are Messenger. We are Ally. We are a balancing force.
We are asking you:
To stop, to be still, to listen;
To move beyond your individual concerns and consider the concerns of all;
To be with your ignorance, to find your humility, to relinquish your thinking minds and travel deep into the mind of the heart;
To look up into the sky, streaked with fewer planes, and see it, to notice its condition: clear, smoky, smoggy, rainy? How much do you need it to be healthy so that you may also be healthy?
To look at a tree, and see it, to notice its condition: how does its health contribute to the health of the sky, to the air you need to be healthy?
To visit a river, and see it, to notice its condition: clear, clean, murky, polluted? How much do you need it to be healthy so that you may also be healthy? How does its health contribute to the health of the tree, who contributes to the health of the sky, so that you may also be healthy?
Many are afraid now.
Do not demonize your fear, and also, do not let it rule you. Instead, let it speak to you—in your stillness,
listen for its wisdom.
What might it be telling you about what is at work, at issue, at risk, beyond the threats of personal inconvenience and illness?
As the health of a tree, a river, the sky tells you about quality of your own health, what might the quality of your health tell you about the health of the rivers, the trees, the sky, and all of us who share this planet with you?
Stop.
Notice if you are resisting.
Notice what you are resisting.
Ask why.
Stop. Just stop.
Be still.
Listen.
Ask us what we might teach you about illness and healing, about what might be required so that all may be well.
We will help you, if you listen.
MARCH 12, 2020

YOU CAN TOUCH 
ME (AN INVITATION FROM QUARANTINE)
In the stillness of the house,
Loneliness is an uninvited guest
who occupies every room.
The woman’s bright white terry cloth robe
suggests a cleanliness she does not feel;
the smells of disinfectant and burnt toast
hang in air that has the peculiar, leaden emptiness
of abandoned things.
The television is on, but muted;
facial expressions and body language
telegraph the state of affairs.
It is not good.
Her phone is silent but for once-daily check-ins
from far away voices.
This is by design, of course,
it is the nature of quarantine—
though the paperboy still waves to her through the window
when he tosses the day’s news onto the front stoop
from a safe distance.
Her body aches with illness and lack of use.
She wonders when she will return to the world outside the window,
outside this room.
It is days since she has been touched
though she has felt the gaze of fear,
like a slap,
and the chill of isolation,
which like the fever, shakes her through the night
and sometimes, during the day.
“You can touch me,” says the tree.
It is the hemlock, a low branch tapping on the pane.
She hesitates,
watching, listening.
“You can touch me,” says the soil
from beneath winter-yellowed grass.
An invisible exhale rustles the hemlock’s boughs.
“You can breathe freely with me,” says the breeze.
“Come sit with me,” says the great grey stone
at the edge of the yard.
With what remains of her strength
she pries open the window, extends her febrile head
like a bear cub emerging from its winter den,
or a turtle from its shell,
and blinks into a new day.
Brisk mid-March air soothes her scorched and weary lungs,
her eyes water in the sun.
The persistent ringing in her ears
becomes the song of a hundred birds,
Jay and sparrow, titmouse and finch.
The low hanging branch brushes her forehead,
its soft green needles tentative and gentle:
“Touch me, please.
Touch us and we will touch you.
Speak to us
and we will speak to you.
Let us remember each other,
Let us know each other again.”
MARCH 13, 2020
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KRISTIN FLYNTZ is a graduate of the University of Connecticut. Currently content editorial director at Ascensus, she directed Eve Ensler’s The Vagina Monologues from 2012 to 2015. During roughly the same period, she led highschool students at the Ethel Walker School in workshopping and performing excerpts from Eve Ensler’s
I Am an Emotional Creature: The Secret Life of Girls Around the World. Her objective was to encourage dialogue among the students and raise awareness in the community about issues impacting girls and young women around the globe while celebrating, supporting, and encouraging the gifts and resources inherent in young women.


ONE MORNING DURING THE PANDEMIC
A Poem for Earth Day, 2020
BOBBY BYRD
 
Revolutionary consciousness is to be found
Among the most ruthlessly exploited classes:
Animals, trees, water, air, grasses
—GARY SNYDER
One morning during the pandemic
springtime
the city silent with the fear of death
a hedgehog cactus from among its dangerous spines
gave birth to a single luscious pink and white blossom,
the size of a man’s fist,
its sexual core bright yellow and gooey—
“the promised one,”
as stated in the prophecies.
The blossom, once born in the sunshine, began to preach the gospel of the earth,
     its dance through the wide blue sky,
the sermon explaining
exactly
how and why humanity is not needed,
if it ever was, thank you,
for the earth, sun, moon and sky,
the great boundless universe,
to flourish
in the truth of love.
All day long the flower preached,
interrupted from time to time
by a pair of black-chinned hummingbirds,
seasonal migrants from south to north,
who kept coming by
greedy for communion, the body and blood,
take this and eat, take this and drink.
There was that one black bumblebee too,
squat little beast,
ravaging the delicate core of the flower’s being.
The flower continued its sermonizing
unperturbed
while attending to these duties.
Neighbors and friends,
walking up and down the street,
stopped by to experience firsthand
the flower’s message.
What they learned, only time will tell.
We’ll see, won’t we?
The flower preached until sunset
and during twilight it slowly
closed those delicate petals into itself,
packed its bag and disappeared
     forever. The cactus
     didn’t seem to mind. It had small buds
already perched among its spines,
each with its own truth to tell
—in its own time, of course,
the long hot summer, the winter to come.
WEDNESDAY, APRIL 22, 2020
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BOBBY BYRD grew up in Memphis during the golden age of the city’s music scene. “That music,” he says, “probably saved my life.” Byrd has published ten books of poems, his most recent being Otherwise My Life Is Ordinary. He has received an NEA Fellowship for Poetry; the D. H. Lawrence Fellowship; an International Fellowship in Mexico funded jointly by the NEA and Belles Artes de México; and, with his wife, novelist and editor Lee Merrill Byrd, a Lannan Fellowship for Cultural Freedom. Byrd, Lee, and their three kids moved in 1978 to El Paso. In 1985, they founded Cinco Puntos Press, a very independent publishing company rooted in the US/Mexican Border. Byrd (his Buddhist name is “Kankin,” meaning sutra reader) is the Abbott and lead teacher at El Paso’s Both Sides No Sides Zen Center.

SUNDAY MORNING SEQUESTERED IN AMERICA
ANNABEL LEE
 
I dreamed I saw the president.
He was walking through the streets
of Pittsfield, Mass.
There was no one out.
Everyone was at home
hungry and worried
about how they were going to
pay their rent.
My twin cousin came running up
to ask me how I’m doing.
I knew she wanted to know
who I wanted
to be our next president.
I was thinking about
the president right in front of us.
We walked through a grove of trees.
No one had been there in a long time.
There were a lot of dead branches
and the ground was littered
with debris.
We came out on to an ugly
Pittsfield plaza:
all concrete and empty
office buildings.
I shouted out, “People are
dying. Everyone I know
knows someone who’s dead.”
Secret service men appeared.
They surrounded the president.
“It’s your fault,” I shouted.
“You knew this was happening.
You knew more than we did.
You didn’t tell us anything.
We weren’t prepared.
You could have protected us.
And you aren’t helping now:
everything you do and say
causes more people to die.”
His big shiny van was waiting.
They all got in.
He’d heard me.
Night before last
I dreamed I saw Bob Dylan.
He was prancing onto the stage
like Mick Jagger.
The crowd went wild.
It was being televised.
I was in the audience.
Bruce Springsteen was on the
stage already: Bruce stepped away.
Dylan had arrived.
The master would sing the truth.
When I woke up
I made a phone call
to a loyal Dylanologist.
He told me Bob Dylan had released
his first new song in 8 years:
Murder Most Foul.
I listened to it all day long.
I wept because
the master was singing the truth.
A long time ago I dreamed
I saw the president.
Only it wasn’t a dream.
The president was killed.
He’d been shot riding
in a Lincoln Continental convertible
through the streets of Dallas.
I saw it on TV.
First he was alive and then he was dead.
And at 2:38 the next president
was sworn in
standing in an airplane.
It was a magic trick,
just like Dylan said.
The rain is falling.
We knew it would.
In 3 days comes April:
the cruelest month.
The first day is for fools.
We are all fools and we wonder
why is this happening to me?
What did I do to deserve this?
What debts did I have to pay?
29 MARCH 2020
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ANNABEL LEE is the author of Minnesota Drift, Basket, At the Heart of the World (translations of Blaise Cendrars), and Continental 34s. Her poetry, prose, and essays have appeared in Dodgems, Saturday Morning, Exquisite Corpse, DianeRavitch.net, and in other journals and anthologies. She also translates poetry by Robert Walser and Louise de Vilmorin. She is founder and publisher of Vehicle Editions and a publisher featured in Letterpress Revolution: Poetry, Art, & Typography forthcoming 2020, Ugly Duckling Presse. She is the mother of Irene Lee, also a writer and publisher, and they co-published A Book of Signs: The Women’s March, January 21, 2017, in its third printing. Besides editing and writing, she has been employed as travel agent, gas station attendant, real estate broker, art gallery director, executive director of marketing, driver, childcare provider, second-grade teacher, lighting designer, book designer, managing editor, production manager, printer representative, printer (letterpress and offset), bookbinder, and typesetter. A student of Tibetan Buddhism, her root teacher Traleg Kyabgon Rinpoche, she took the vow of refuge with the Karmapa. Formerly on the board of directors for The Center for Book Arts, New York, she currently serves on the board for The Poetry Project at St. Mark’s Church.

LOVE IN THE TIME OF CORONA
LAURA AVERSANO
The emotionality of the virus began to shift this morning for the first time. Its consciousness is beginning to look at humanity in a different light. The collective energies around my clients last night and early this morning also began to lift. Its intentions are shifting as it settles more deeply into its “place” as an intelligent life force. My experience when this happens in this world means that it is in the midst of creating a relationship with our genomes, with the Earth, and in moving forward, our bodies, minds, the natural world will develop the capacity to handle this pandemic differently. I was waiting for the spirit world to show me a sign with the quieting of things beyond the veil. This might translate into emotions for us being very heightened this week, as when something this big begins to ground in such a way that shifts entire paradigms of existence, our emotions become rattled to the core. Find constructive ways of being in relationship with yourself, those you love, and life as we know it in the PRESENT. Allow for healing space to exist between you and the pandemic so your body and mind can respond to this crisis in the most healing of ways. (March 18, 2020)
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You are not feeling threatened by life. You are feeling threatened by the unknown. There is a difference. (March 18, 2020)
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All viruses have an innate intelligence.
They are as old as time itself and are a part of an ever-changing ecosystem that enters a host and attaches itself in various ways to cellular membranes as its genetic imprint forms a relationship. The way it will influence its host depends on many factors from emotional, environmental, spiritual, and through other epigenetic influences.
A virus contains DNA and RNA, just as we do. Its intelligence is far-reaching. It knows how to survive better than most humans do. It knows how to replicate, transmit, and cross boundary systems on many levels. From my perspective, their skill set is pretty impressive, and we could learn a lot from this living intelligence. Throughout history, we have created personal and interdependent relationships with viruses; and in my work for over 24 years, I have seen viral threads in people’s epigenetic field, from their ancestry, still influencing current day illnesses. I’ve also seen viruses react to certain frequencies. As times change, viruses and our relationship to them within our bodies change.
From a psychological and spiritual perspective, fear is a valid response but one in which a virus can also replicate itself energetically. I am watching how both personally and collectively, we as a society are dramatizing the pandemic. Don’t get me wrong, precautions are warranted—but the truth of the matter is, viruses will exist until the end of time. Most of us carry viral threads and don’t even know we have them. Many of us have been exposed to viruses from our ancestors and those viruses live in our bodies. My own great-grandmother died in the epidemic of the Spanish flu. The dramatization of any crisis comes in part out of fear of the unknown, our relationship to both power and powerlessness, and our ability to have a relationship with illness itself. Civilizations have faced pandemics and the loss of life since we evolved into being. There is a necessary life cycle for viruses and their counterparts just as there is for humanity. Hard to accept but all of creation breeds intelligent life-forms that might threaten our very existence. My own personal approach has been to have a conversation with the virus, as I do whenever I fall ill to a viral syndrome and find out what it needs from me and, possibly, what I might learn from it. A virus is not something in my belief that we can truly eradicate as a whole. They can be contained. There is a difference.
The environment we live in also plays a role in helping viruses to spread. When I used to do hands-on work eons ago, I would watch viruses in my clients run away from my hands. There has been research done on viruses being contained with higher frequencies of light. When Rife machines were popular, people believed in the efficacy of their frequencies to match those frequencies of many pathogens. Many living things in nature have high frequencies. Prayer has a high frequency. While the media is speaking of prevention, I am not hearing anything about how 5G, the overuse of pesticides, GMOs, etc., are contributing to weakened immunity and also the altering of DNA. Much of humanity enjoys an easier life unfortunately without consideration that our food supply, the air we breathe, technology, all impact our DNA on a cellular level. Thus, new viruses will be born and old ones will be resurrected. This is and will be the nature of things.
I’m sitting back, taking some precautions, but also opening up dialogue with Coronavirus to see what it has to teach humanity at this point in time. I also send my love and respect toward nature, for us not understanding or respecting the many forms of intelligence it breeds, wanting to eradicate anything that poses a threat that in the long run might serve us in ways we have yet to see. We cannot control the circle of life, folks. We can learn to be in relationship with it as best we can. (March 14, 2020)
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The Earth is helping us to understand the difference between entitlement and humility. The virus itself is learning the same lessons.
The energies being created through this virus will ground into the genetic matrix of both humans and the Earth alike, and years down the road, our bodies will have learned the lessons necessary to be in relationship with what we perceive is a threat to our humanity. I wonder if the virus feels as threatened as we do with its possible eradication? A living and breathing intelligence working to understand its role in the universe, its own relationship to humanity, and its relationship to its own survival. Entitlement and humility, a balance, one day, perhaps. (March 20, 2020)
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Isolation requires a tender moment of grace to allow yourself to continually feel part of the whole of the human experience, part of the whole of one’s identity, part of the whole of all that is weaved through love. Be kind with your thoughts during this time of aloneness, judging nothing that is incomprehensible. Receive it lightly instead with compassion for what is deemed sacred will avail itself to you in times you least expect it. Presence lies within everything, especially in isolation, when you allow yourself to gently become one with it. (March 24, 2020)
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BEING IN RELATIONSHIP DURING THIS TIME
One of the greatest challenges that clients are sharing with me this past week is how to be in relationship with their partners at home. Jokes abound regarding the relationship lasting through this pandemic, an inability to foster a newfound spirit of communication, intimacy, reciprocity, emotional movement. The intensity and powerlessness of isolation create challenges for each person to learn to befriend themselves in a new light, let alone the person they share their life with. The trepidation of the unknown, the willingness or lack thereof to explore it safely and to hold space for another to do so can be overwhelming. Boundaries are shifting with each moment—physically, emotionally, and spiritually. Understanding the human condition at this juncture in time is not something we can wholeheartedly do, as the nature of the human condition is rapidly changing.
When we first enter into relationship, we are drawn by many factors, energetic conditioning being on the forefront inclusive of ancestral, emotional, and spiritual patterning. How we approach that conditioning will be influenced by the collective at this time in our lives. Most of us in this lifetime have not experienced a collective upheaval in planetary consciousness like this before. This will change our DNA to such levels that even the cellular memories of our ancestors will forever be different. Collective trauma and the way we relate to it will offer the opportunity for healing, in this world both for those who have come before us and for those who will come after us. As I write this, my DNA is shifting as a response to this pandemic, and how I looked at relationship yesterday is indeed different than how I am looking at it today. The same will be said for tomorrow. Our experience of love might change, as will how we work within that paradigm, how we communicate within that paradigm, and how we express ourselves. In these last few days people are truly concerned about being at home for such a long period of time with someone who all of a sudden feels like a stranger to them because of their reactions and responses to the pandemic and the fear. We are faced with surrender and compromise to such a degree that we fear the loss of an identity we have known since the time we came into this world. In doing so, we spiral into more fear, grief, anger, loss, and a plethora of other emotions that propel us into questioning who we are and who the person is we have committed ourselves to.
It will be important to establish physical, emotional, and spiritual “safe zones” within your home, with time allotted to become better acquainted with who you are during this great time of collective fear, hope, and transformation. The personal losses incurred during a shift like this can indeed be overwhelming and overpowering. How can you expect your partner to be clear about their relationship to what is happening when you aren’t clear within yourself? The understandable power struggle that is unfolding right now within yourselves can easily be projected onto your partners. The word I am hearing from clients is a feeling of being trapped in the relationship. Love is there, but the everyday interactions of being in relationship have become so challenging that some people don’t know where to turn. Circling back to various realities to respond to challenges might not work in the present. As much as we are all learning to respond to our reactions of physical isolation, we are all learning to respond to our relationship with emotional isolation, emotional exhaustion, and having to hold space for others in our lives.
Please be patient with yourselves and with those you love and who love you. We have entered into uncharted territory where the heart and mind are concerned. I expect you to be different when this is “over.” I expect your relationships to be different. I expect endings and new beginnings. But we all have the choice to hold on tightly to these old patterns within relationship or head into the abyss with some excitement about the newness to come. (March 25, 2020)
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I’VE SEEN A GLIMPSE BEYOND THE VEIL OF WHAT IS TO COME.
A few of my clients this week asked about the future of humanity. Alas, wishing I were Goddess Divine and could alleviate suffering with one simple prayer, I did tune into the frequencies and saw glimpses of a parallel future reality that mirrored this one. (March 26, 2020)
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I do observe the natural world in response to what is happening. Living here in NY, a major epicenter of the pandemic at this moment that we know of, the energies are incredibly intense. I watch how my own animals respond and also watch the strays that I feed in my yard, the squirrels, the birds, any creature that will allow me to partake energetically of its behavioral patterning. Interesting thing to note is that my own pets are responding to my relationship with the pandemic, but I have not seen any of the outdoor animals respond as they usually would in times of panic, when something within the natural world threatens their very existence. I have spent a few moments each day, waiting, observing, and nothing out of the ordinary has yet to occur. I have set my feet on the ground as I do in times of illness upon the Earth, and again, all is quiet. The spirit world is a different matter. My mother who is an incredible “seer” will keep things to herself when she has a vision. She blurted out on the phone the other day, “This was all the death I was seeing.” Death not necessarily in the literal sense. Its meaning encompasses many levels. The spirit world has been working tirelessly to help heal this crisis, assist those in sickness and in health, and be the light for those who transition to the other side. When I hold space for this parallel reality, I am in awe of the purification process that we are going through, wondering if the world has ever seen a shift like this since the times of the biblical flood. The intensity of detachment will render humanity stripped of a consciousness that was previously known. The waters are rising, and when this serves its purpose in the higher realms, we will come to know a stillness that we have never known collectively.
Until this comes to pass, we are all prayerfully doing the best we can to take care of ourselves and each other. (March 26, 2020)
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Social distancing does not mean we still can’t rise together. (March 27, 2020)
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It’s been a while since I’ve written a letter and felt compelled to reach out.
I don’t know you personally, but rest assured my ancestors knew your ancestors both in times of great strength and in great weakness.
You have given me ample opportunity to pause and reflect. And for this, I am grateful.
My reflections have become so sacred and filled with gratitude for all that you are teaching me, all that you are teaching us.
I know you are in a time of exploring your own inner darkness as well as your light, and you have given humanity the distinct opportunity to do the same.
If your intention was to alienate and isolate human beings into a confounded state of oblivion, you have done the opposite, dear friend.
I have seen more stars at night yearning to come out in the day to guide us in our times of fear. I have witnessed more rainbows amidst the natural world as the Earth’s manifestations take respite under God’s care from man’s recklessness. I watch as the sky settles into grace as the soil once again nourishes plant life in a way that it has not done so before. This rest you are providing us is regenerating the Earth and its inhabitants. Squirrels are dancing once again, trees praying in unison. Oh how I marvel at the miracles you have created.
You do not discriminate via race, religion, social status; my list could go on. How wise of you to share with us that grief, fear, anger, and every emotion under the rainbow embraces each of us equally. That suffering is inclusive, and not exclusive of identity or purpose. In fact, you have ignited an even greater purpose in our minds and hearts, and within the collective of the human construct. We as a world identity created such boundaries to keep us separate from one another, competing for self-worth and power, forgetting humility and honor many times. That is all changing now. We are beginning to see how those boundaries are self-limiting, self-destructive, and within themselves, foster an even greater sense of separation.
Even those who are beyond the veil are gathering in prayer and celebration during this time of evolution.
Tears flow down my cheeks as families spend more time with each other, relearning the art of communication and intimacy. Emotions once internalized are having a safe outlet to be shared. Entitlement is being humbled in dramatic ways. Love is being explored to such depths that we will come out as better human beings than we were before. Rest is being taken that never sees the light of day. You are showing us it is not us vs. them anymore, but us, just us. Finally. Tears again.
For those whose lives you are taking, they are so not alone as they transition. Our prayers have raised them to such heights that angels await their last breath to carry them home upon their wings. You have brought us many gifts, Corona, coming into our homes uninvited, or were you uninvited? Sometimes I wonder.
I wish you well on your journey to find the light.
And one day, perhaps we will meet as different souls on the journey.
Until you find stillness.
Laura (March 27, 2020)
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Yesterday I needed to get out for some supplies and much-needed fresh air. It was raining off and on here in New York, a welcome respite from nature’s tears to both replenish self and cleanse impurities amidst us. I took a detour to one of my favorite places in Westchester, a few towns along the Hudson River culminating in one of the most powerful portals I have ever embraced here on the East Coast. Many times, another sensitive friend and I have driven there to simply bask in its energies of healing and grace. One day as she and I were driving through one of the towns, we passed a burial ground, and I could not believe my eyes. Spirits were dancing amid the ground in large numbers, rejoicing, as though they had just been freed. I opened my window, as I could see them as plainly as I could see myself, and kept waving. I know it sounds funny but I had never witnessed such a mass exodus of souls from one plane/dimension to another in such a way. I have seen smaller shifts in the spirit world like this before, but something was different, something was very palpably different. They were free from their present state of manifestation and heading toward the next level of their spiritual destiny, and the leniency granted was so profound I just kept reminding myself of the prayers of mercy I used to pray for those departed who were stuck or simply waiting for familial miasms to heal so they might move on. Many traditions pray and hold ceremony for the departed to ask for graces and prayers from the unseen. If ever you needed a time to both ask for help and show gratitude toward your loved ones who are beyond the veil, now would be it. I promise you. Their prayers have just become all the more powerful. Amen. (March 30, 2020)
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And come twilight, the heavens will descend upon us with such a roar that all of creation will understand the miracles that have awakened us. (March 30, 2020)
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The lower levels of the spirit world are mirroring what is happening within the human collective right now.
The terror has become greater than the pandemic itself.
I feel like I need to say that again to offer the miasm some space.
The terror has become greater than the pandemic itself.
Please don’t get me wrong. Fear is an appropriate psychological and emotional response to any threat or crisis. I am not going to ask you to replace fear with love. I just won’t do that. I am going to ask you to hold space for both, to allow both possibilities to exist as you compartmentalize and internalize your reactions and responses to what is happening out there.
The fear has now taken on form, an energy form that is just as intrusive upon our boundary systems as is the Coronavirus. Even with social distancing, there are enough people in the world that no one has to struggle alone with this, no one. Even helping others through prayer.
We are all working diligently, respecting social distancing.
So what about enacting psychological, spiritual, and emotional distancing from those thoughts and reactions that are sending you further into the abyss?
There are things each of us can do to help ourselves and each other. The act of creation is our birthright.
The act and art of acceptance is also our birthright.
I see the light at the end of the tunnel.
I see the darkness even before we got to this place.
If we can create healthier relationships to our desperation, our powerlessness, our terror, we can shift some things here, everyone.
As human beings, we do not like to feel powerless. We have a hard time embracing suffering. We want to be in control of everything.
The paradigm of us vs. them can no longer survive in this new world being created, but we won’t learn that lesson until we each explore our own personal relationships with power and powerlessness. Loss happens. It is happening. It will happen. We are each being faced with the loss of our personal identities, our roles in society, and the way we see others. Amen. What is on the other side of that has the opportunity to be miraculous, but that will not change the fact that much loss will occur. And with that, comes an intensity of grief and emptiness we have never allowed ourselves to experience before.
I am with you.
We are all with you.
May we cherish the opportunity to pray collectively for each other through these times.
Amen. (March 31, 2020)
[image: image]
Sometimes the loneliest place is that pivotal moment when you lose sight of your inner strength.
Forged from grace, that strength is insurmountable by any illusion of fear that comes your way. (April 1, 2020)
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In this time of physical, emotional, and spiritual inconvenience, God is creating a new language for humanity, one in which we have the slightest awareness of the mercy that awaits us. (April 2, 2020)
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What an extraordinarily powerful wind last night here in New York City. I went out to bear witness to the magnificence of its purpose. A wind like that is deserving of such reverence and humility, as it carries souls from this world to the next. With rawness it carries emotions of those who have perished in this pandemic and those who are crying for their lost loved ones. Every tear is held in its powerful grace. Every anger soothed, every fear comforted. The wind is still strong this morning, fleeing from this world to the next with such swiftness, as called to by the gods of creation. I keep hearing the words, “Forgive us our trespasses.” The heavens have given us such an opportunity during this time to explore our relationship to forgiveness—forgiving ourselves, those who have hurt us, and forgiving the unknown, the unseen, and a voice that has no name in our minds but is understood by all of creation. Thank you, wind, for carrying many of your children home. Amen. (April 3, 2020)
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MY LAST BREATH
I need for you to know I was not alone.
I could barely catch my breath. With every inhalation, memories of you would flood my mind, your smile, your warmth, our lives together. It made me pause, stripped away any fear I had about being isolated, waiting for that breath to fill me until I exhaled with relief. I knew my time was coming. You may not have been there, but everyone we know who had already made their way across worlds was by my side. I laughed as I watched souls reach for my hand to comfort me, some I had actually never even met. I knew they had succumbed to the same dire consequences as I did, part of this collective crossing of souls to such a degree that I am beginning to understand its purpose. Family members, friends, strangers, all in spirit form, gathered as I struggled for air and realized there was no way that any of us would ever be left to cross alone. The laughter emanating from these souls makes me forget the loud noises surrounding me from my hospital room, the machines I am hooked up to, the heavy energy and stench of fear that I felt when I was first brought here.
I’m taking my last breath now. I can see the angels parting those around me to reassure me of my ascent.
Oh, how blessed I am to be part of this calling, this mass evolution that will help heal humanity in ways I don’t even understand quite yet. Their wings are so effervescent I can hardly contain myself. I’m lifting, I’m lifting. Boy, I wish you could see me fly. I wish you could feel how so untethered I am from everything that weighed me down. I wish you could know how many of us beyond the veil are praying for you all. What’s happening to humanity is not what you think. I wish the angels would explain it to me so you would all suffer less until this has passed. But they won’t. So I can’t.
I’m sorry I left you too soon, but if you could only see this other world you would understand why. I am but a whisper away, helping you work through your fear of the unknown now and the plethora of emotions you are still feeling along with everyone else trying to make sense of the world right now. Humanity will be so different. The angels are jumping for joy at what will come. But I do know that a number of us had to cross worlds to prepare the way for you, and I was chosen as one of them. And just so you know, I would do it all over again because that is how much I love you. (April 3, 2020)
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Bless those whose enormous courage rivals that of any angel in heaven.
They are the chosen ones; those who have sacrificed their earthly experience during this time of crisis to enter into the world beyond the veil for the sake of humanity.
Their purpose is not lost, for it has finally been found.
Their pasts forgotten to innocence and humility as God awaits them at those heavenly doors, forgiving all misgivings upon their earthly embodiment.
They are the awakened ones, the ones whose prayers of hope and mercy will humble this pandemic until it settles into grace.
They are the awakened ones, the ones who will hold our hands in times of great fear and doubt, in times of despair and isolation.
They are the awakened ones, the ones who will unite us in a way humanity has never known before.
There is a purpose to their sacrifice, to their suffering, to our loss.
A purpose that we cannot explain or comprehend in our hearts at this moment in time.
But one we will come to understand as time passes.
Bless those whose enormous courage rivals that of any angel in heaven.
Humanity will forever be indebted for their passage of grace. (April 6, 2020)
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We are no longer standing at the threshold. We have become the threshold. Allow evolution to pass through you as gently as you can. Carrying yourself amidst the anguish of humanity, only to see yourself eventually rise along with it. And yes, you will rise. We all will. (April 8, 2020)
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Dear Coronavirus,
This past week has been incredibly intense and overwhelming in so many ways.
I’ve been excited to see the myriad of miracles you have been providing us with lately.
More so than when we first met your acquaintance.
I am hearing the laughter of children again, oh how they radiate such innocent joy in times of despair.
Spending more time with mommy and daddy, and siblings too.
Learning, embracing, feeling, hugging. I can’t begin to tell you how many hugs you have ignited in our world. Even if some of those are virtual hugs at the moment, the love is so palpable my heart is bursting at the seams. Hugs within families, hugs between strangers, hugs that cross boundaries we once had that defined our separateness.
So many hugs I honestly want to share one with you, Corona.
You are brilliant in the ways that you have brought families closer; strangers are no longer strangers. Mothers are looking into the eyes of their children with presence, and fathers are tenderly nurturing what has been long forgotten.
Where walls once stood there are flowers blossoming everywhere!
You are teaching us so much about appreciation when much of what most of us lived by was entitlement.
I don’t know how to contain my heart and my gratitude for your presence.
Your friend

Laura (April 9, 2020)
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You are the shelter you seek. In times of madness, and in times of grace. (April 9, 2020)
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Every last bit of healing medicine surrounding this pandemic will be passed down to future generations. Your children’s children will remember how you responded to this time—physically, emotionally, and spiritually. It will influence how they respond in the face of crisis, and that in turn will influence their children. It’s called epigenetics.
Let’s show them what we’re made of. (April 11 2020)
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I view Coronavirus as one of the greatest portals toward evolution of this century. Yes, many lives are being taken. But in truth, most of us are being given life. A life which we never knew existed before. An opportunity to love like no other and to care for humanity and the Earth in unprecedented ways. Embrace its teachings. (April 11, 2020)
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I AM ESSENTIAL
I am serving on the front lines now, putting my life at risk to save humanity not from a pandemic, but from the illusion of life itself you carry.
I have been essential throughout history, in all cultures, in all religions, all races, in every life-form that exists but you haven’t noticed me until now.
You’ve only noticed me because you fear your life is at risk, but in truth, you have risked your life and the life of this earth for many a thing, most of which you call progress.
Well, that progress comes with sacrifice. Always has, always will.
Progress.
In the mid-1800s, thousands of Native Americans were forced from their ancestral lands in what is known as the Trail of Tears to make way for the “white” man.
The Tuskegee Study of African American Males to observe untreated syphilis so that those more fortunate could have the antidote.
The suffragettes.
Rosa Parks.
DDT pesticide use in American History.
Thalidomide.
History books can be filled with the sacrifices we have all made in the name of progress, in wanting more, needing more, in having more.
We have all become essential, or rather expendable.
How much more of humanity are we willing to sacrifice?
I hope it doesn’t take another world crisis for us to notice how valuable human life is or the life of this Earth we call home.
Are our needs that great? (April 11, 2020)
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Enchained and shackled by fear.
Only to be freed by grace.
I promise. (April 12, 2020)
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Fearing the darkness might give you insight into your relationship with the darkness, but it might inhibit you from understanding your relationship to fear itself. (April 13, 2020)
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Bless you, wind outside my window. I went out for a moment to feel your immense courage and strength, acting as a psychopomp, crossing souls from one world to the next. There are many souls in your bosom today, dear wind, so much so that when I stood still outside I tingled as they passed through me, illuminating my own etheric body. What do you have to teach me today, wind? Your might is fierce, perhaps even leaving behind some destruction in the wake of your path. But I do not fear you as your purpose is great: to raise these souls from suffering and bring them to the holy land of peace eternal. I do hear the confusion of those souls as they are crossing. I have been hearing it through my prayers this morning with clients. May their confusion and ours be comforted by faith, and by a warmth that only the Divine can ignite. When you hear the wind today, please say a prayer for those crossing. Your own heaviness will begin to lift. Amen. (April 13, 2020)
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It is during this time when our innate sacred power will be revealed to us—a power that will exemplify a justice to be bestowed by the gods of heaven; one that will ignite humanity to cultivate a greater sense of compassion and humility more than ever before. This power will carry equal merit among every human being, leaving no one without dignity or grace, no one. We have been asked to carry this torch since time birthed itself into creation, but our own unworthiness instilled fear into our hearts and minds. This torch, this light for humanity, is indeed ready to be lit in ways unimaginable. Gather yourselves, gather your children, gather your friends and neighbors. The gods await our resurrection and the evolution toward a kinder, gentler, and more forgiving human experience. (April 13, 2020)
[image: image]
The collective trauma will continue some time after the pandemic. My greatest concern has been the long-term effects as we reenter our lives. There will be nothing normal about our reentries, as who we were before this time will no longer exist. We are in the midst of trying to figure out who we are now as we live day to day.
The compartmentalized reactions and responses to emotional and physical survival will avail themselves to us in various ways we may not quite understand; physically, emotionally, and spiritually. When individual trauma is bridged by collective trauma, it takes on form that needs healing and attention at a level that requires participation by everyone involved. It warms my heart to see humanity rising up to help each other, people reaching out to others in ways unimaginable.
During this time, if you can, gently grieve the loss of your identity and your role within familial and societal paradigms as you know it, readying yourself to be reborn. Because you will be reborn. We all will be. It is always a little intimidating coming out of that birth portal, descending into the unknown, a world that has the potential to be one of innocence if we choose to see it that way. I know I will. I know I will find the innocence amidst the chaos, the darkness, the purification, the loss. And within that innocence, a flower will bloom for all humanity. I can’t wait. (April 13, 2020)
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In remembrance of the oppressed of every nation whose footprints walked this gentle Earth, help us to honor, oh ancestors, each suffering, each grave that carries the tears of those tormented by human iniquities. May their perseverance and might pave the way for humility amidst the human condition. May we be unburdened of false truths so that we stand together in compassionate unity. Those beyond the veil, forgive us for not understanding that your suffering is our suffering. That your oppression has become our oppression, that trauma repeats itself until we cultivate a mercy toward humanity that we have never known. Only then, will we be free. Amen. (April 17, 2020)
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Eventually, every darkness gets tired of running away from the light. (April 17, 2020)
[image: image]
When this is over, you are not returning to the world. You are returning to yourself. In ways you could never imagine. (April 19, 2020)
[image: image]
We are all being called to become epigenetic shape-shifters in this time in history. The past, the present, and the future depend on how we respond, react, and heal from this pandemic. Our cellular memory is being given the opportunity to heal its DNA in ways that will reach our ancestors beyond the veil. What has been coded in our genes is responding to our internal and external environments as I write this. I have witnessed such changes in the spirit world, from one dimension to the other. Boundaries between parallel realities are transforming. Many of you might notice an extraordinary sense of fatigue lately. With this much DNA transformation, rest is most certainly needed. (April 21, 2020)
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Oh great rain, your brilliant sojourn in this realm today left me speechless.
Dancing upon the Earth while whispering between the shadows of the ethers, you illuminated my senses with such purification
I can’t help but contain myself.
I wanted to dance naked while each raindrop pressed against my flesh in sacred harmony; against a windswept backdrop of merciful revelations only the quietest of souls could hear.
I pray you let me dance with you the next time you visit, for you cleanse me of iniquities I no longer need to carry on this Earth. May your holiness become my holiness, oh blessed waters from the sky above. (April 21, 2020)
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And the tree whispered in my ear, “Thank you for remembering the sacred silence—this time of respite toward the Earth, with humanity standing still as we grieve together the pain of our world. We need this time to rest gently and to become acquainted with one another again, as equals under the sun.” (April 22, 2020)
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. . . And as you surrender, the land beneath your feet will become Holy Ground, not as you have known it in the past, but as you envision it for your future and for those souls waiting to be born. (April 23, 2020)
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The vulnerable will rise to such great heights that they will be the new faces of evolution. (April 23, 2020)
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The ancestral keepers of the Earth are awakening in multitudes as humanity is stilled for a while
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