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The Empress Kuan Yin
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The trouble with visiting Earth is that if you stay long enough, and have any level of power, the locals will assign you as either a demon or a deity. 

There are headaches either way.

And, due to their cycles of religion, sometimes the locals will assign you as both. Usually by different factions though.






Kuan Yin sat on an ornamental jasper stone throne with a tall back and curving armrests that a devotee had ordered carved in her honor to invite her presence into the family’s backyard garden behind a tasteful old house in Virginia. 

She felt, as she often did when she gathered herself and paused, the depth and weight of her years on this planet. 

She felt them like a tree feels its years in rings and roots, anchoring it where it stands, tall, thick, and rooted to the life force of this Earth, somehow both itself and yet connected with all beings. Many years stretched behind her, and endless centuries remained before Kuan Yin’s work here would be finished. 

Her pet white cockatoo flitted in various spaces within the backyard. 

She saw him: 

| molting in spring after breeding, landing on a bare branch above the fall leaves (Kuan Yin wondered if this resulted in sacred cockatoo babies and peeked to see that—yes) 

| pecking at grain set for him in a ceremonial bird feed bowl in summer, neck moving in his slight jerky fashion as the grain made the faintest scattering sound under his beak 

| molting in fall, again, near fragrant orange flowers where he shook himself and scattered a few feathers (looking like a triumphant little devil) 

| and head tucked under wing napping on her lap in the winter, the texture of his claws bumpy against her thigh even through her robe. 

Kuan Yin had four-part vision. 

True, she existed in the human version of a now, and could focus a primary part of her essence to a given location and time, as she did now in this garden, but generally she existed a year at a time, and saw things in simultaneous seasons. 

She saw and held four seasons at once. 

She held the seasons until she saw the thread at the center that represented the balance for that year. Then, when the thread of inner balance within the cycle revealed itself to her, her gaze would trace the length of it, enraptured by the pattern that balance took that year. 

Being witnessed by her, the balance-thread would vibrate in response. 

Kuan Yin would smile; all would burst into resonance. 

It was the closest thing she had to what the humans experienced as love at first sight. 

Her mood would elevate rapidly and her vision would shift into wholeness. 

The four-part vision would fold—curving together like the spherical sides of a pearl—closing together for her to comprehend the year as an entire piece—precious moment, treasured moment, moment of crystallization and completion—she’d see one image. 

And she’d shriek within herself for joy, a sound few to no locals would ever hear, as they recognized her mainly as a goddess of calm, and interacted with her in that aspect, generally oblivious to some of her other pieces. 

It was one of those other pieces that had brought the force of her presence into this garden. 

Reluctantly in this case, but still she’d had to come. 

She’d been sitting on a moon swing at the top of a hill in Kawaii, singing with the stars in a great ecstatic symphony of cosmic sound when the call had come. 

The edge of a whisper, distinct enough to command her immediate attention. 

Kuan Yin was immediately elsewhere, the swing under the stars moving back and forth on its own for a spell, leaving the heavy scent of rose and ylang ylang behind, and the echo of vibrato on a song. 

A tourist rubbed her eyes. She’d caught a glimpse of a woman in a long robe on the swing, and then the being was gone. 

Now that Kuan Yin had centered her essence in this garden, there did not appear to be a person behind the whisper.  

But this was not entirely unusual. 

Sometimes she heard the whisper when it was still only spoken in the heart, and before it was spoken aloud. 

Patience being a primary virtue of Kuan Yin’s, she waited, pouring water from a pitcher into the sacred pool in the back of the garden. 

As the stream of water fell to the pond, she saw the pouring water: 

| warming the chilled water of the pond in early spring 

| blessing the fish in summer 

| splashing over the head of a turtle paddling along through the autumn debris on the corner of the pond (evidently in autumn the gardener wasn’t cleaning the leaves up as timely as he could be) 

| falling not far from a plastic lotus someone had ceremoniously added to the pond in winter.

Kuan Yin curled her toes toward the earth under her feet. 

The air smelled like her floral perfume. Mostly roses and ylang ylang. 

That’s what the air always smelled like around her no matter what the facet of her vision might be. 

She may have dozed off, or slipped in to her species’ version of a deep meditation, because her gaze softened. 

Her eyes didn’t close, exactly, but she was in a warm inward space, tuning in to the river of her own inner being, content to wait for whatever it was that was speaking to her to come forward. 

It was a low cough that first caught her attention.

A young man. His hair overgrown, fuzz on his chin, much too skinny for the baggy shirt and pants he wore, eyes dull yet somehow still holding a ghost of a spark. 

He knelt to the side of her, offering a tulip clearly plucked from the spring garden on the perimeter of the yard and setting it at her feet. 

The young man existed only in the springtime garden.

Cautiously, Kuan Yin expanded her consciousness outward, checking elsewhere.

The young man existed only the springtime garden.

“Your bird pooped on our lotus statue,” he said. His voice sounded soft and reverential, but somehow still accusatory. 

Kuan Yin frowned at him. “The rains will wash it away,” she said.

By next Tuesday, apparently, according to what she sensed of the weather patterns.

The young man looked up. 

They made eye contact. 

He blinked. 

Kuan Yin felt something rising within her. 

Recognition? 

He looked at her and she knew he saw her. 

With his human eyes. 

She felt as she imagined the string that held the balance every year felt, at the moment she comprehended it in their eternal game of hide and seek. 

Seen, visible, and somehow more alive than she’d been a moment before. 

This was curious. 

Why should the gaze of a clearly half-starved young human make her feel more alive? 

Especially when his own life would last no longer than one season—one frame of her vision.

She, who hailed from another star, and she who his people had come to call a goddess?

Humans came to her for grace and enlivenment, it did not go the other way around. 

He continued to gaze upon her face, seeing her clearly. “I beseech you, goddess, from my soul,” he said. “Bless my family. Especially my mother.”

Her radiance extended outward to all, of course. 

Any who called upon her radiance at any time would connect with it, be blessed by it. 

Her spiritual power was one of the forces on this world that lifted women and children. Men didn’t come to her as often.

“Of course I will bless your family,” she said. It was already done, as soon as he’d asked it. “Would you like me to bless you as well?”

He shuddered, pulled in on himself, shoulders hunched inside his red checkered shirt. 

He settled down beside the fish pond, and seemed to rest comfortably there. 

“If I was going to beseech a guardian on behalf of my family, I thought I’d pick you, you know?” he said. “Not just because your one my mom loves, and she set up that chair for you. But also because I think you’d kind of relate to my circumstances, Kuan Yin. Maybe help them understand me.”

But the echo she heard that rested silently behind his spoken words was the old name he’d been thinking of: Avalokitesvara. 

One of her other names. 

Her name from when she had been male. 

Kuan Yin looked at the young man a little more deeply. 

She saw within him, curled within his soul like a pearl clutched for dear life within the grip of the petals of a frozen lotus, the soul of a woman.

A woman who was terrified and voiceless.

“What is your name, my dear?” she asked the figure before her. 

Something at the edge of the lotus holding the woman melted, just a trifle. Enough for the words to come through: “I’d like it if you’d call me Rowan.”

“You guard your true nature very closely,” Kuan Yin said.

“I didn’t ask you to talk with me about my true nature.”

“I am a goddess,” she replied. “I reflect back to people what they are, when they come talk with me.”

A shrug. 

A tear. 

And then another tear. 

And then a storm of tears.

Kuan Yin, specialist in compassion, was very familiar with the healing power of tears. 

She sat comfortably in the silence and let the water flow. 

She watched as the frozen lotus inside this young person melted a little bit from around the inner form of the woman. If anything, Rowan looked a little better now. Less desolate. 

A little more light to the eyes, a little less droop to the shoulders.

Rowan looked up at Kuan Yin. “How did it go for you? When did you realize? How did you . . . decide to own it?”

Kuan Yin shrugged. One regal shoulder rising, and falling. “I didn’t decide. It simply was. The realization came to me one year when I looked at the balance at the end of the pearl—you’re a human, you wouldn’t understand. But I reached the moment where I saw the balance for the year, and I realized—my balance had shifted. I was a woman. And
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