Birthing Day
Birthing day is such a joyous occasion!  A birth is a miraculous event that touches everyone close to it, all those who are present and even those who view it from afar.  With my friends and relatives all around me, Divine Mother watching over me, and a healer at my side, I gave birth to a fine, healthy baby boy and the Universe cheered.  

Baby was born on Thursday, February 27, 1997 at 4:30 in the afternoon near a little town on Magdalena Bay in Baja California, Sur.  The day was typical of Baja winter days; kind of warm, kind of cool, partly sunny, partly cloudy, a little windy.  I had been preparing for this birth for months.  Having made the long trip down from Alaska in plenty of time, I was well rested and getting a bit impatient for this child to be born.  In fact, I was beginning to be concerned that he would be born too late and that it would be a most dangerous journey back to Alaska, if he weren't born very soon.  

My waiting days were over, however, one morning a few weeks ago when my body began to slowly enact the familiar ritual of birth .  It was a very difficult birth, not my first, but definitely my most eventful.  The  baby was breech.  I tried and tried to bear him naturally, to do it without help, but he just couldn't clear the passage by himself.  He was upside down and backwards and he was caught at the mouth of the birth canal.  Everyone  there was helpless to do anything useful to assist beyond killing the baby trying to pull him out, and possibly killing me in the process as well.   We prayed and prayed.  Outside of our circle, our friends were dancing and singing with the visitors to the Bay and birthing festivities were already in full swing.  My closest friends were with me and some of them went to tell the celebrants that the birth was not going well and to ask them to try to think of something more useful to do than making lots of noise .  We prayed and prayed some more.  We petitioned Divine Mother to find it in her heart to assist us, and she heard our cries and answered our prayers.  She told my friends to go and find a singing healer and bring her back to our birthing site.  The healer would be in a boat singing and laughing with the dolphins and whale babies.  She would be coming near our spot well before the time when the birth would become dangerous.  She told us to be strong, to have faith and to believe that this person could help because She had willed it so.  I could only be patient and wait with love and gratitude in my heart and trust that She would see us through .  I had seen these visitors before and I didn't know how one of them could possibly know how to help us.  I hoped in my deepest heart of hearts  that Divine Mother knew what She was doing.        

The  morning became afternoon and still my baby was not born.  I could tell that he was tiring.  I wished with all my heart to hear the sound of the panga motor that would signal the arrival of the singing healer and my baby's deliverance.  Nothing -- silence -- no boat, no song, no healer, no relief.  My friends tried to reassure me and sang songs to me to calm me down.  I could tell that they were uneasy as they kept moving around and looking at me and each other with worried expressions.  I knew that they too were wondering if the healer would arrive in time.  I knew also that they were concerned that  they wouldn't be able to bring the healer to me.  And I knew that they were wondering how she would know what to do once she got here.  I knew all these things because I, too, was worried .

At a little after four, my companions left to actively search for the healer.  They went out as a group, combing the area for a boat with women singers.  At last they spotted it.  As a group they jumped and danced to get the people's attention.  The driver stopped the boat very near to our birthing site.  I could see the healer.  She was waving her hands at us; drawing symbols in the air to us, and then she was there!  

She didn't waste a moment's time fretting about the surroundings.  She immediately went to work turning the baby over and around and  pulling him out!  I was never so relieved or so happy in my life.  I thank Divine Mother for Her part in this miracle birth.  I remember looking back at the healer after baby was safely born.  I wanted to thank her for what she had done, but as I began to express my gratitude, she was gone.  

I did see her the next day, however.  I had taken baby for some air and exercise when we spotted the panga and heard the singing.  There was my healer/mid-wife and her friends singing and laughing with the dolphins and whales again.  I could tell that she was searching for signs of us by the way she kept looking around, so I took baby over to show her.  I held baby high up on my back, wanting to have her touch him, but the waves were too rough to get that close to the boat.  I know that she recognized us though, as she smiled and sang a lullaby to baby and gestured sweet symbols towards us.  I felt her happiness at seeing us and I realized then that she too belongs to Divine Mother and that even though she walks and we swim, that we are sisters, both of one family and children alike of the Earth.  My survival is her survival and her life is my life and the lives of all people and whales.

A birthing is a joyous event!  At the birth of my newest son many blessings were exchanged and many miracles were performed and the Universe cheered.

Joy Kachel  
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Jaylyn L'na, Publisher & Editor

Cosmic Link

Fax  (707) 869-1198

Dear Jaylyn,

I just obtained a copy of Cosmic Link today.  I  have enclosed a copy of my story Birthing Day for your approval for publication.   I have been told by every person that I have read it to that this story needs to get published and be shared by as many people as possible.  Even though the story is told from the perspective of the mother whale, the story is, indeed, true.  I am the healer in the story and I had this incredible event happen to me on the day stated while on a wilderness camping vacation with a group called Dolphin Song out of Graton.  My friends and I had spent 3 glorious hours singing and chanting and caressing at least a dozen baby whales in Magdalena Bay.  It was getting late, and we were going back to the wharf when we were literally forced to stop the boat ("panga")  because whales surrounded us.  The six of us got very excited at this and we felt that something unusual was happening, maybe we were over a birthing site!  All of a sudden I got the strongest sensation that something was wrong.  I am a Reiki Master, so I began gesturing Reiki symbols over the water and sending healing energy down to the whale mother, when suddenly I was there.  This was an out-of-body experience and most definitely not expected!

I found myself doing exactly as Mother Whale describes in the story -- I energetically  turned the baby and pulled it out, and then I was back in the boat.  I shook for hours.  I had to keep pinching myself to make sure that I wasn't dreaming and that what had happened was real.  It was.  I couldn't possibly make up something that incredible.  I let the experience sit for almost a month until finally I was able to present it in a way that I feel everyone can understand it-- I let Mother Whale tell her story, but as a universal mother.  We are all connected, the survival of one affects the survival of all.  I hope that you can find a place to print Mother Whale's story.  I feel (and so do all of us who went on this trip) that maybe it can have a positive effect on saving San Ignacio Lagoon from the clutches of Mitsubishi and the proposed salt factory!  We also plan to put together a package of pictures, slides and this story to send to the Mexican Government and Mitsubishi to protest the proposed salt factory.  Please help by publishing the story in your magazine.
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