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We Are Not Alone … Not Ever

 


I used to be really intelligent and then I went to
school.

I knew what God was, for we often had chats and I
learned a lot. Then they told me God was an old, bearded man,
sitting on a cloud, checking credentials. I had got it all
wrong.

I knew that I had been born with a particular purpose
in this lifetime. Then they told me it was my duty to get a
respectable, well-paying job and to obey the rules. I had got it
wrong again.

I knew that trees, the sea, mountains and all other
natural beings were intelligent as I had often spoken to them and
found them to be unerringly correct. Then, at school, I was told
that humans were the only intelligent life force and that all other
things were either dumb or without any feelings or thoughts at all.
I had got it wrong yet again.

In fact, I got it wrong so many times that I doubted
my own intelligence and my ability to be able to know anything at
all. With a good dose of self-doubt, I left school with the knowing
that all the answers needed in life were to be found in others, in
experts. And yet, all the while, I even doubted them and the world
was an unsafe place - I doubted myself and others and there was
nowhere else to turn. I turned outward and trusted the wisdom of
others for a while and when they were wrong, I beat myself up for
being dumb.

Then I had a mid-life opportunity (not crisis) and
started to turn inward. Well, what a shock I got! What I found
inside were the same things I had when I was a child - dumb and
innocent. A little frightened, at first, at this return to
immaturity, to childhood, my self-belief was slow to develop. But
once on the trail of inner knowing, there's no turning back and I
returned to my God, the trees, the mountains, the birds, my own
inner knowing and my other Whispering Teachers for the things I
needed. And that's all I needed. And that's part of the reason I
started teaching - I realised that I could not teach anyone
anything. I rejoiced in being able to help people remember what
they had forgotten and to listen to their inner whisperings.

In my reminding I found, to my dismay, but not
surprise, that very few people trusted in their knowing. This was a
struggle for many students as I would not tell them the answers -
I'd just show them how to find them. However, when they "got it",
they really got it - they never forgot again and their self-worth
and self-knowing rose together. And I rejoiced.

And so I dared to put down some of my knowings in the
hope that you may see the reflection of some of your own knowings,
beauty and greatness in them. Please don't doubt yourself for we
need all that you are, all that you know and all that you have to
give.

Just know, Dear Friend, that there is not a single
second in your life that you need to feel alone. Whether it be a
friend, a book, an incident, Mother Earth or one of her beings,
your Whispering Teacher is always closer than you imagine. And
know, also, that the greatest Teacher is the Goddess/God within,
the all-knowing, all-caring being that you are.

The other little discovery I have made is that, while
I have five different intellectual qualifications to my name, my
best learning has not come from technical or intellectual books and
teachers. My favourite learning gifts have come from life -
experiences, friends and nature. My greatest teachers have been
very ordinary people, and Mother Earth, who teach by their very
being. So beware! You are teaching someone at this very moment, and
every other moment of your being. Sometimes the student is you and
sometimes it is someone else. May all your teachings be positive
ones - and ones of love.

I wish you well on your journey.
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The Golden Belly-Button

 


Many, many years ago ... so long ago, in fact, I
forget what happened. So I will tell you another. A long, long time
ago when I do remember, in the olden days when men were men and so
were women, a beautiful baby was born. His parents were so proud
and happy, but then they noticed that he had a shining golden
belly-button. They were shocked and confused and so were the
doctors, but the doctors always were, so that didn't matter. They
gave him all sorts of tests and looked in his mouth and under his
arm-pits. They were all there (his mouth and armpits) so they
decided that everything was in working order and his parents were
told to shut-up, that their baby was perfect and the golden
belly-button didn't exist.

They did shut-up because they were too embarrassed to
tell anyone, but the golden belly-button continued to exist. When
the boy was old enough to look down, he saw his golden belly-button
and marvelled at the wonderful sight. But his parents made such a
fuss about it and wouldn't talk about it, he started to worry. This
continued and as he grew, he worried more and more about it and
wouldn't let anyone see it. He wouldn't go swimming or sunbathing
and bathed under a towel so the light-bulb couldn't see. It got so
bad that he would only get changed in the dark so that he couldn't
see himself and everyone wondered why he wore different coloured
socks and his shirt inside out.

He wanted to get rid of his stupid belly-button and
when he was old enough to leave home he went in search of someone
who could help him. He went to a belly-button doctor who pondered
the problem for a day or three and then rubbed methylated spirits
on it to dissolve it. But that only dribbled down and dissolved his
pubic hair and he had a naked willy for two months.

Then he went to a Maori Kaumatua or old man, who
said, "When I take out your golden screw, you never have to poo."
He thought of the time he would save not having to go to the toilet
and that would be great. So the Kaumatua talked to Papatuanuku the
Earth Mother, Ranginui the Sky Father and Tangaroa the God of the
Sea. Then he put down the phone and boiled up the gall-bladder of a
Hapuka fish and the left eye of a Kereru bird. He rubbed the
mixture on but the golden belly-button was still there and he had
to go to the toilet really bad so that didn't work.

So he went to Australia to see an Aboriginal Kadaiche
Man who said he would make him famous. "When I take out your golden
screw, everyone gonna say 'How do you do'". He thought it would be
good being famous with no golden belly-button. The Kadaiche Man lit
a fire and stirred up spinafex sap with a waliru feather, played
his digeridoo and said some magic words - "Goo dubba mee awe kutu
wanna" which meant "I don' know what to do with dis stupid button,
but I hope dis mixture make it go rotten." But the golden
belly-button just smiled back and said, "You silly old man, I'm not
going nowhere," and that didn't work.

Then he went to America to see a Cherokee Indian
Medicine Man whose name was Bent Feather From The One-Eyed Eagle
With The Head-Ache Coz A Fast Running Buffalo Stood On Him and he
had an extra large cheque-book so his signature would fit. He
looked deeply into the golden belly-button, almost drowned and when
he had dried himself he lit a fire and burned a cedar smudge and
his finger and said "Ouch!" He asked for the eye-sight of the eagle
and the strength of the bear and the speed of the cougar but they
said, "Not today Man. Don't you know it's our day off." So that
didn't work.

He went to many, many other lands and no one could
help - the stupid belly-button just sat there smiling and shining.
He came to Ireland where he met a Wicca, a wise woman, who said,
"So you're the twit with the golden belly-button." And so he left
that place.

He was very sad and upset and all he could think of
was home and his stupid belly-button. He went back to New Zealand
to see his parents but they still wouldn't talk about it. He got
very depressed and wanted to shoot himself but he pointed the gun
the wrong way and shot 3 chooks. Feeling really sad he went
wandering in the bush for 2 days and got lost. He eventually found
himself but still didn't know where he was and sat down on a log to
cry. After a time he wiped his eyes and realised that a beautiful
girl was sitting next to him.

"What is the matter?" she asked.

He told her of all his troubles and this took 61/2
days and he got hungry. When he had finished his story and his
stomach stopped rumbling, she said she knew how to get rid of his
golden belly-button. She told him that her remedy was unusual but
if he believed her, it would work. She was so beautiful and looked
so honest and caring he was prepared to believe.

"At the next full moon you must go down to the beach
at sunset," she said. "Strip off your clothes and lie on your back
on the sand. Do not move till sunrise, and your golden belly-button
will be gone."

Then she vanished.

The next full moon he did as she said and lay naked
on the beach and waited. He tried to sleep but couldn't so the
Sand-Man came down to sprinkle sleep in his eyes, missed and biffed
it in his mouth and it took 10 minutes to spit the stupid stuff
out. Eventually, he did go to sleep and at midnight a beautiful
golden fairy slid down a moon-beam and landed softly on his tummy.
She got a golden screw-driver out of her Reebok shoe and unscrewed
the golden belly-button. She put the golden belly-button and the
golden screw-driver in the Nike bag between her wings and slid
silently back up the moon-beam.

At sunrise he awoke and looked down to see that his
golden belly-button had gone. He leapt up, full of joy, and his bum
fell off.
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The Elephant

 


When a man unsheathes his pen,

The whole world knows what he's doing next.

He opens his soul and reveals his secrets,

In every paragraph and word of text.

 


Some call him stupid, some say brave,

But the two are the self-same thing, you see,

For stupid is what other people do,

And brave is the same damned thing, done by me.

 


Like the elephant that towers above the rest,

Not afraid to stand out, be seen and teach us,

This tower of strength, this determined plodder,

Is also the gentlest and kindest of creatures.

 


Writing a book is a long and lonely journey,

Plodding on alone, self-doubts and many restarts.

But forever is a long time, I know,

That your words will live and touch our hearts.

 


Many see writers as aloof, sure and intellectual,

But I see you as brave and tireless, beyond
hours.

I thank you for your great message, your story,

And your inspiration of strength, oh brother of
ours.

 


(Written to David Gau-Ghan on his 40th birthday, a
week before his first book, "The Blue Star", was printed -
published by the famous Bradbury Corporation LLP)
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The Gnus

 


Once upon a time, in the land of Great Creatures,
there lived a family of Gnus. Mother Gnu had served up a delicious,
hot dinner (badger steaks with prairie grass salad and thistle
nuts) and called everyone in to eat. Father Gnu and Little Boy Gnu
immediately came in, licking their lips, but Little Girl Gnu was
nowhere to be found.

"Oh, no!" said Little Boy Gnu as he rushed from the
table, "I bet that Horrible Old Troll has got her. I'll fix
him!"

Certain that Little Boy Gnu would handle the Horrible
Old Troll, Mother and Father Gnu started eating. However, when no
one had come back by the time they had finished their first course,
Mother Gnu began to worry that the Horrible Old Troll had got both
her children - she decided to see what had happened to them.
Confident that his wife could handle the Horrible Old Troll, Father
Gnu started on the delicious dessert of deep-fried dragon-flies,
candied trout tongue and pureed turtle tails. As he lapped the last
luscious lashings of the liquid with his languorous, licking
tongue, his limpid, luminous eyes lingered on his wife's lovely,
'luptuous photo, while he wondered if she, too, had been got by the
Horrible Old Troll. He lowed lovingly and lumbered leisurely out
the door, down to the bridge, where the Horrible Old Troll got him
too.

And that, ladies and gentlemen, is the end of the
gnus. And now for the weather …

So, what's the moral of the story? You can choose
from:

1.The good gnus always end up as bad news,

2.Mind your own business, eat your dinner or you'll
become someone else's dinner,

3.Work together rather than leaving the messy jobs to
the little people,

4.Maybe horrible old people are actually really nice,
when you get to know them, and, when you do, you won't want to go
home,

5.If you want to buy a gnu's property, employ a troll
for your real-estate salesman,

6.No gnus is not good news,

7.Who cares about the weather when the news is all
bad,

8.Learn from others' misfortunes,

9.Trolls need feeding and/or company too, or

10.Who cares?
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More Bloody Words

 


Tony wasn't the biggest boy in class but he soon
realized that winning was not about size but action and intent - if
you went in first, with enough fury and gestures and with absolute
certainty of winning, the fight was yours. And so a fighter he
became, with every success proving (yet again) his was the only
way.

Peter, a bigger and stronger boy, had a different
inclination and tended to win his fights by a hundred yards.
Aggression and violence repelled his very being, his stomach
churned and his legs took him from the arena before he knew what
was happening.

The story of how these two boys came to understand
each other's approach is interesting but that they swapped roles
for a time is more intriguing. It probably started when they had to
recite poetry in class and Peter chose his favourite poet, Spinafex
John, a gentle and philosophic man. One phrase stuck in Tony's mind
and annoyed the hell out of him:

In the quiet waiting-room of your mind,

There's none to see but your own gentle self.

Why it annoyed him so much he couldn't tell but,
somehow, that type of crap got right up his nose. At lunch time he
confronted Peter with it:

"What the hell is that sort of stuff supposed to
mean? All those words telling you nothing about nuttin'."

"Well … I liked them," stammered Peter, anticipating
a blow from some direction.

"I didn't. They're just a pile of horse-shit, saying
nothing," said Tony, plumping himself down beside Peter. "Why don't
they write about real things? You know, stories about things that
really happen."

"The Waiting Room is a kind of story, a story about
what happens in our mind," said Peter, surreptitiously packing up
his lunch and looking for an exit path. "It's a story that belongs
to everyone if you want to look into the depth of the words."

"'Depth of the words', what crap!" asserted Tony.
"You don't 'look into words'. They tell you things, things that are
more bloody useful than your rubbish."

"Yes, I suppose some words do tell a story", mused
Peter. "But some don't - they simply open your mind for you to
discover your own story." He wasn't quite sure what he was saying,
this 14 year old boy, but his own words felt comforting. And right,
somehow.

"And what the hell's that all supposed to mean?"
demanded Tony. "All this 'discover your own story' stuff? You're as
bad as your poet - pretty phrases telling you bull-shit
nothing!"

"I guess if you can't feel the words, if they have no
meaning for you, then they don't," said Peter, feeling strangely
more relaxed as Tony's tension grew. "If they mean nothing, then
let them go - they aren't for you."

"What do you mean 'let them go'! I can't get the
silly buggers out of my head now!" blurted Tony. "Once they're in
there, they fly round like a bloody egg-beater. What'd you have to
say them for anyway?"

"Because I liked them," explained Peter. "And I
thought some others might like them too."

"Well I didn't and they're annoying the hell out of
me!" said Tony, beating a fist into a palm.

"Well let them go then."

"I bloody can't," exploded Tony, leaping up. "You
bloody stuck them in here and you can bloody well get them
out!"

Peter was stunned to silence and others quickly moved
away. This aggressive stance could only mean one outcome.

"Well, what are you going to do?" Tony demanded.

"I ... well … I'm not sure what I can do," pleaded
Peter. I don't know how to take words out of people's heads."

"You'd better think of something pretty quick or
you're for it!"

"Perhaps we could …"

"Not we. You," retorted Tony. "You started this."

A moment of silence followed, a moment Peter felt was
large enough to be filled by his entire life but which may not have
been longer than the tick of a clock. In this desperate moment, a
knowing filled his entire being and he instantly knew there was an
alternative to running, an alternative he hadn't conceived of
before.

"Tony," he said with a new voice that came from his
belly, "I thought you were a fighter. And now you want me to do
your fighting for you."

Tony's upraised hand froze in mid-air and his silence
was almost audible.

"You'll fight anyone, big or small, yet you can't
face a battle with a few little words."

"What … what are you saying?" asked Tony meekly.

"I'm not sure," said Peter. "I'm just puzzled how
quickly your fighting spirit departs. This poetry must seem to be
an immense opponent. Perhaps we can tackle this together."

"I don't need any bloody help!"

"Great!" said Peter. "Your fighting spirit is
back!"

"But how do I get them out of my head?" asked Tony,
slumping down on the seat beside Peter.

"I'm not quite sure," said Peter. "Perhaps you first
need to ask yourself if the words are really for you in some way.
If they weren't they mightn't bug you so much."

"Maybe," mumbled Tony, after a moment's silence.

"Maybe," repeated Peter. "Is that a 'yes' or a
'no'?"

"Maybe, maybe not."

"Let's just pretend that your maybe is a 'yes'. If
so, why would that be?" asked Peter.

"All this silly 'peace of mind' stuff," said Tony,
quietly. "It's not real … it's not possible."

"Spinafex John had it, I have it sometimes, so why
not you?"

"You can't, you just can't be that happy. Everyone's
worried about something," said Tony.

"Yes, I get worried about things, but things don't
worry me," said Peter, a little mystified by his own words.

"More stupid words meaning nuttin'," said Tony,
exasperated. "Can't you say something helpful?"

Not quite understanding the meaning of his previous
words, Peter was, momentarily, stumped for a reply. Then, out of
the mist of his knowingness, a string of words appeared: "Any worry
I feel comes from inside, not from things or people outside. It's
quite nice, really, for I can control inside things - outside
things I can't."

"But I only get angry when other people are stupid,"
explained Tony.

"Maybe, maybe not."

"What are you saying?" asked Tony, feeling something
stirring inside.

"Maybe your anger is really like mine and comes from
inside," suggested Peter. "Maybe you're already angry inside and
you only feel it when someone else pulls it out …"

Tony was stunned to silence.

Peter wasn't sure what to say next but wanted to put
Tony at ease: "If you know you can start your own anger or worry
then you also know you can stop it. Other people are really helpful
in showing us what's really inside and I thank them for that."

There was a moment's silence while Tony felt a new
sensation slowly rising up inside - a sensation he could only
describe as peace. Tears tried to creep out and he squeezed his
eyes tightly shut. The tears stayed inside but from the darkness
appeared a small yellow light which slowly grew and grew, till most
of the blackness was gone. He hadn't seen this yellow before but it
looked quite nice - sort of like the peace feeling he had in his
tummy. He kept his eyes closed for a moment longer, while the
pressure from his tears died down, and then opened them with a
small feeling of regret.

"It's actually quite nice in there," he said, a
little embarrassed at the words he uttered.

"The light's always in there," said Peter. "We just
choose to black it out for some reason."

"Probably fear," said Tony quickly, surprising
himself with his words. Then he wondered how Peter knew what he had
seen.

"Probably because it's what I've seen so many
times."

Just then the bell rang and, with a sigh of relief,
Tony leapt up to go - he'd had about as much of this soft stuff as
he could stand. He did wait, though, for Peter to get up. As they
walked back to the classroom, Tony realized his arm was around
Peter's shoulders. He said "thanks", as a tear escaped from his
eye.

"So what are you doing after school?" asked Tony.

"Probably walking home with you," said Peter, with a
smile.

More tears leaked from Tony's eyes as they walked
into the classroom. Everyone wondered how soft Peter could bring
the school bully to tears and he became a bit of a hero. For the
first time in his life, Tony couldn't give a damn. And it felt
good.
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The Soft Man

 


There was a soft man in a hard country - a country of
sand, searing heat and tough people. This soft man was not so
tough. He could not work as hard as the other sweating farmers,
strong millers or wily thieves. He could not be a policeman as he
was not as tough on the thieves as he should be. He could not work
in the banks or in law firms as he did not like being tough on his
customers.

He tried or considered each of the forty-seven
prescribed occupations for men in this tough land and found that he
could not fit into any of them. So he became a man without an
occupation and that meant being a man without support. He had no
way to earn the money to acquire the house, the car, the swimming
pool, the wife or the other Things that made a man feel important -
the Things that everybody always got but envied before they were
got. This envy of those who had, created status and made the havers
feel important.

This soft man could feel no envy as he really did not
want any of those Things. The Things he yearned for (and he yearned
for them with a vengeance) were Things on the Inside - love, peace,
self-esteem, happiness, nature, friends and a daily chat with his
God. It seemed to him that these Inside Things still took a lot of
effort to obtain but, once obtained, they could never be taken away
or ruined by others. You didn't have burglars or enemies stealing
or damaging these sort of Things. You didn't need insurance or
security alarm to protect your security. And your security was
extremely portable.

There was just one draw-back though - you couldn't
use your security as an excuse to get out of things you
disliked:

"I cannot go to the football, Joe, as I have to paint
the house." Or

"I can't take you children to the park this afternoon
because I have to clean the pool" or the car or fix the toilet or
the gate or whatever else comes to mind.

If your security is only Inside Things then you have
no excuses and you are forced to be honest. You have to say things
like:

"I won't go to the football, Joe, as I do not like
watching it." Or

"I will not take you children to the park this
afternoon as I need a little time to myself."

And far from being upset, Joe or the children or
whoever, didn't feel upset as they liked honesty more than they
liked football or the park or whatever. They always knew if someone
was lying to them or not. They knew that the soft man was always
honest and they loved him for it.

It was quite hard for him to be honest at first but,
as he practised, he became better. He had more practice than others
as he had no excuses. The better at honesty he became, the more
loved he became and that made him feel better because love was one
of the Things he yearned for with a vengeance. And that love meant
friends and he yearned for them, too, with a vengeance.

The other reason he became terribly honest was that
he had no occupation. He had never been trained how to think and,
therefore, had to work things out for himself. If he didn't know
the answer to something he would look people in the eye and
say:

"I don't know, but I will find out." Because he
didn't know much he ended up finding out a lot. Because he found
out a lot, people would ask him many things and he would look them
in the eye and say:

"I don't know, but I will find out." And the more he
said he didn't know (about every subject imaginable) the more
people respected his great knowledge.

Learning many things (including things about himself)
gave him self-esteem and being able to pass on that knowledge to
others made him happy. Self-esteem and happiness were two Things he
yearned for with a vengeance.

Because he had no occupation he was able to spend
much time with nature - under trees, with animals and birds, by
rivers, in the rain - and it was very peaceful.

Without even planning for it, the Things he had
wanted with a vengeance started turning up. Sometimes he didn't
realise he had the Things he wanted until some time after he had
had them. It was nice though.

The other funny thing was that the Outside Things
also started turning up. Because he was honest, shopkeepers would
ask him to mind their shops and would then give him food clothes
and other Things as a "thankyou". Because of his search for
knowledge, many people would come to him for advice or training on
things - especially Inside Things. There were so few teachers of
the Inside Things and everybody needs to know about their Insides.
And so he would get money and other Things for doing that and other
things.

Many people would tell him of their personal problems
because he was so honest that he would never tell anyone else about
it. As a good listener he would help them solve their own problems.
For that, too, many would thank him with Outside Things and he
became quite wealthy.

So, what is the moral of this little story? The soft
man doesn't really know for he doesn't know what it is like to have
your mind changed, by someone else, for an occupation. Also, he
doesn't know what it is like to want what other people have. What
he has, cannot be taken from him and his mind is at rest.

And he wishes the same for you.
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The Hard Man

 


Some time ago a Hard Man came to town. He was tall
and broad and his shoulders swayed as he walked. He looked grim
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