Sequoia Redwoods

Have you ever embraced a Redwood with your eyes and marveled at its splendor and its regalness? 

Have you ever craned your neck hoping to see a Redwood’s top or stretched out your arms in an attempt to span its girth?  

Have you ever stepped inside a burned out hull of a Redwood trunk only to see life regrouped and growing around the scars? 

Have you ever been awed at the beauty of a fairy ring and wondered how it got there? 

What precious lessons can we humans learn from these magnificent forest beings, these land sentinels of time and space, these guardians of the pacific coast ?

We can learn about Life itself and Ourselves and about Relationships.

· Slowly, Inch by inch, a Redwood climbs its way to nourishment and warmth.  Never does it fear the correctness of its move.  Never does it doubt its right to exist.  Survival simply means finding the most direct route possible to the source of Life, the Sun.

· Season by season it extends its breadth and width to form a solid base upon which to support its height and weight.  It doesn’t waste precious energy burrowing roots deep into the earth, but rather weaves an intricate network at the surface, a fulcrum,  which provides a horizontal subterranean balance to its vertical bulk while allowing maximum access to vital moisture clinging to the surface around its base.    

· Gigantic, stately, solid, seemingly immobile the Redwood is in constant motion.  Tops ever swaying in time to the eternal cosmic music of the wind, ever striving to reach closer to the life-sustaining sun.  Embracing neighbor -- brother, sister, cousin, parent -- constantly in touch, supporting and lifting.  Pulsing with the ebb and flow of sap, the elixir of Life – blood and amber – nourishment is produced by the alchemical union of heaven and earth.

· My heart cries out in gratitude just looking at a Redwood!  Calm, patient, detached, steady.  Learn about the moment.  Live each second fully.  Don’t be not greedy for things or position or time, for it is really only Now that can be truly enjoyed.    
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