
info@Sanctuary4Humanity.com Sanctuary4Humanity.com1

2/5/2011—Introductions

Hello! My name is Deveron Long. I live in 
Riverbank, California, a small Central Val-
ley town nestled among orchards, vineyards, 
and vast expanses of crop fields. Riverbank, as 
the name might suggest, sits at the edge of the 
Stanislaus River--which is journeying from its 
origin in the Sierra Nevada mountains to the 
San Joaquin Delta, eventually emptying into 
the Pacific Ocean. This small rundown agricul-
tural community, once a colorful part of the 
gold rush, has been oddly transformed by one 
large housing subdivision and attached shopping 
center that was built eight years ago right in the 
middle of dairies, orchards, vineyards, and fields. 
The croaking of frogs in nearby marsh lands and 
the cries of cattle are interesting elements that 
accompany the night music of crickets, screech 
owls, and night birds. (I am sure that this course 
will help me to hear more details of this sym-
phony.) I walk often at the edge of the river and 
on developed walking trails along a nearby creek. 
When I am not in these more isolated places of 
nature, the serenity of my Zen garden provides 
a sanctuary for my spiritual practices. I am truly 
blessed to be in this place. I look forward to our 
many conversations.

2/8/2011—My Spiritual Relationship with 
the Natural World

Two years ago I had an experience that was 
indefinable to me until I began taking classes 
here at ITP. It wasn’t until recently that I realized 
this was a peak experience. It lasted only a few 
minutes, but they were possibly the most power-
ful minutes of my life. One afternoon on a warm 
spring day, I went out in the back yard to do an 
enormous amount of yard work that had accu-
mulated from the winter months. Armed with a 
bottle of water and my iPod strapped to my arm, 
I brushed and skimmed the pool, pulled weeds, 
mowed lawns, and pruned all the bonsai trees 
and bushes.

As the sun hovered on top of the fence before 
sinking behind the coast range, I decided I’d 
had enough for one day. After hours of listen-
ing to The Divine Name, Sounds of the God 
Code (Gregg Braden and Jonathan Goldman), 
I put on my classical music and raked up all the 
trimmings and swept off the patio. Just as I was 
finishing this cleanup process, the Oboe Con-
certo in D Minor (from the Lorenzo’s Oil sound 
track) began playing. I simply cannot explain 
how this light, sweet music, this essence of pure 
innocence triggered my experience, but it did. I 
was scooping shrub clippings from the ground, 
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when the violins pulled me suddenly upright. 
By the time the single oboe entered, I was com-
pelled to witness the beauty of this sacred space 
and for a timeless period the universe was right 
here in my back yard, and I was an integral part 
of each leaf, flower, vine, and rock. I was the 
fragrance of jasmine on the breeze, the ripples of 
brilliant blue water in the pool, the blazing hues 
of pink and gold that had painted themselves 
along the horizon. 
Rather than feeling 
vast and expansive, as 
I would have thought 
a peak experience to 
be, each tiny detail 
presented itself to 
me in this timeless 
moment. I perceived 
the growing of blades 
of grass, the tiny 
movements of un-
seen insects, and the 
support of the earth 
beneath me. All the pieces fit perfectly together 
and I could not tell where one stopped and the 
other began—as I could not tell where I stopped 
and the landscape began. When the experience 
slowly drifted away, I found myself sobbing by 
the Buddha statue who was meditating beneath 
the Chinese fringe flower. The joy was over-
whelming, and I cried uncontrollably for quite 
awhile.

I have had several similar experiences since 
then, and almost all of them have been in a 
natural environment, so I know that this is a 
strong connection point for me. Because of this I 
have come to realize how very important it is for 
me to maintain a connection to nature no mat-
ter how hectic my life becomes.  Most impor-
tantly, these peak experiences in nature reinforce 
my belief in the connection of all things. We are 
all one. This is why I am at ITP, to find a way to 
connect. My portal is through the natural world.

2/9/2011—Revelation
What an incredible revelation I just had while 

reading Bron Taylor’s “Earth and Nature-Based 
Spirituality (Part I): From Deep Ecology to 
Radical Environmentalism.” There was a word 
that kept appearing in the text—pantheism—
and I had no idea what this was. It reminded me 
of paganism. I knew that “pan” meant “all.” Did 
this word mean all gods? All religion? After the 

third appearance in 
the text, I went on-
line and looked it up. 
Of course, the ever 
ready Wikipedia was 
the first link from the 
search. I didn’t even 
need to click on it to 
read the definition: 
Pantheism is the view 
that the Universe 
(Nature) and God are 
identical. Pantheists 
thus do not believe 

in a personal, anthropomorphic or creator god. 
I was intrigued. I continued my quest for more 
information and determined, quite to my sur-
prise, that I am a pantheist and have always been 
a pantheist! “God is all, and all is God.” Panthe-
ism, in other words, identifies the universe with 
God or God with the universe. http://encyclope-
dia2.thefreedictionary.com/pantheism

I have always believed we are one—everything 
is one. God is in us. God is not separate. God is 
not better or more holy or more exalted. How 
would this be possible if we are all one? I am 
God. The Japanese maple in my backyard is 
God. People in my past wondered why I found 
it offensive to worship God. I did not go to 
church but instead worshipped nature, myself, 
my loved ones.  I used to use the word Universe 
as a substitute for God. I’m not finding that so 
necessary any longer, although the spirit or field 
of the universe perhaps has more resonance with 

my concept of unity and oneness than the word 
“God” which more often denotes the feeling of 
an external superior being.

So I’m a pantheist! Wow. What a strange idea 
to finally find an –ism that I can identify with. 
There are even internet groups I could join as 
a pantheist. I could finally experience a sense 
of belonging. A tiny spark of fear was ignited 
within me at the thought. I don’t ever want to 
confine myself in a definition or an –ism. 

2/13/2011
Today the 70 degree weather and tease of 

spring has brought the two-leggeds out in full 
force. The moment I stepped out my front 
door I was bombarded by the sounds of hu-
man busyness. At the end of the short street 
directly in front of my home I see that someone 
has purchased the bank-owned home and is 
cutting planks for a new hardwood floor. The 
high-pitched buzz of the saw that punctuates 
this scene is oddly comforting—as is the whir-
ring sound of the little pink battery-operated car 
being cautiously navigated by the three-year-old 
girl a few doors down. Her parents walk behind 
her, giving her words of encouragement and 
direction. Other neighbors are tinkering in their 
garages. I sit for awhile and search for signs of 
beings other than the two-leggeds. Other than 
the occasional flurry of chirping from unseen 
trees in the distance and the crow of a rooster 
from a nearby farm, I can find no sign of other 
life. I walk down the driveway and notice persis-
tent grasses and weeds that have taken residence 
in the seams. My urge to pull them out is strong, 
but I force myself to just focus on this scene. I 
scan the edges of the lawn area and the flower 
beds, but I do not spot any bugs, ants, or other 
little critters. Perhaps it is a little too early in the 
season for them since this is a rather strange oc-
currence of warm weather in the middle of our 
winter. 

Winter has kept this suburban landscape in a 

holding pattern. The Japanese Maple and the 
two Chinese Pistache trees in my yard are still 
barren—no buds—but I wonder if this week of 
warm weather will urge them to sprout. I am 
eager to see how much bigger they have grown 
since last year. The carefully pruned shrubs look 
as though they were just pruned, but this was 
almost four months ago. The lawn is not very 
green anymore, despite the frequent rains. I will 
need to fertilize. My next door neighbor’s weeds 
are creeping into my river rock edging. Interest-
ing how my mind constantly wanders to the 
tasks of maintaining this landscape in front of 
me. How differently I feel about nature that is 
not at my doorstep. I can more fully appreciate 
the wild and tangled when it is not in my yard.

2/18/2011—Writing in Collaboration with 
Nature

According to Tredinnick, nature writing is a 
“literature of intimacy” (p. 27). How I love this 
phrase! For me the word intimacy elicits sensual 
images of a close and loving relationship, one 
filled with acceptance, gratitude, and, of course, 
the ecstasy that is generated by the interaction. It 
is this relationship of nature writing that Tredin-
nick emphasizes as vastly more than the knowl-
edge about natural phenomena or the ability to 
invent or interpret the natural world—as in a 
narrative, fictional form. Tredinnick, Williams, 
and Oliver engage with the world in a lyrical 
language of love, using the middle voice which 
speaks from the space between the two lovers 
and from the “space and time they share” (p. 37). 
Though Tredinnick describes this type of writer 
as a witness that stands for the human in all of us 
(p. 27), I perceive this as a most compassionate 
and loving witness—not one who witnesses in 
detachment.

The writing of Oliver and Williams display the 
intimate interconnectedness of all beings in such 
a mystical way that the fully embodied human 
seems to become one with the Other, creating a 
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sacred union. For a taste of the erotic, I strongly 
suggest Williams’ depiction of her friends that 
engage in a pilgrimage to the Colorado River to 
wallow naked in “mud the consistency of mousse 
. . . in the heat, lying on ledges, they bake until 
they crack like terracotta. For hours, they dream 
the life of lizards” (p. 109). Wow.

And my all time favorite piece of writing, the 
one that makes me realize that I am truly a pan-
theist at heart and desire to express my intimate 
connection with all life, is Oliver’s poem “Sleep-
ing in the Forest.”

I thought the earth
remembered me, she 

took me back so tenderly, arranging 
her dark skirts, her pockets 

full of lichens and seeds. I slept 
as never before, a stone 

on the riverbed, nothing 
between me and the white fire of the stars 

but my thoughts, and they floated 
light as moths among the branches 

of the perfect trees. All night 
I heard the small kingdoms breathing 
around me, the insects, and the birds

who do their work in the darkness. All night 
I rose and fell, as if in water, grappling 

with a luminous doom. By morning 
I had vanished at least a dozen times 

into something better.
 

2/20/2011 Nature Connection (Extraordi-
narily Beautiful)

As I gazed out across the picturesque scene of 
my back yard from the sliding glass door, I was 
filled with joy—until my eyes spotted the ragged 
tufts of weeds that had found sanctuary in the 
seams of the stamped cement surrounding the 
pool. Instantly the joy melted into an item to 
add to my virtual task list. Why do the weeds 
bother me so? I asked myself. Because they don’t 
belong there an inner voice responded. So am I 

the only one that controls the balance and beau-
ty of this space? Perhaps it was time to engage in 
a nature connection that would help me to more 
fully appreciate the weeds.

It took only a few minutes of gazing at this 
clump of weeds for me to see so many things I 
had never seen before. From the tangle of green 
emerged definition: Long slender leaves with 
ragged edges, a reddish spine (central vein)—
which on the underside of the leaf boasted the 
tiniest thorn-like hairs from base to tip, and an 
intricate web of life sustaining veins, roadways 
that serviced square neighborhoods of plant tis-
sue. Pulling back my focus to the larger picture, 
I was surprised to realize that these clumps of 
weeds looked very much like the red-green leaves 
of my daily salads. I wondered if they were ed-
ible—and then speculated how I would find out 
what they are. Would the nearby nursery think 
me crazy if I brought them in for identification? 
And wouldn’t I feel silly if the nurseryman told 
me they were dandelions! I should know what 
those look like by now, shouldn’t I? (I later de-
termined from the Internet that these were not 
dandelions.)

How did this group of weeds find the nourish-
ment they needed to survive in this small gap? 
I could not find the resolve to pull them out to 
analyze the length of their roots or the amount 
of organic debris that had been their haven. 
This salad of perseverance would survive for at 
least another day. When I do find the nerve to 
pull the greens from the seams, I will do so with 
much greater appreciation for their beauty and 
gratitude for their life lesson of perseverance. A 
short ritual will be created to acknowledge the 
joy they have given me in urging me outside for 
such a lovely spiritual practice.

2/20/2011-- Intentional Walk: Seeing 
through the Lens of a Camera 

Jacob Myers Park, Riverbank, CA, Stanislaus 
River

After much contempla-
tion, I have decided to title 
this piece “Lessons from the 
Limbs.” It is a prayer of grati-
tude for the messages given to 
me by the beings residing in 
this sacred space. In addition 
to a powerful visual image, 
each lesson had a strong felt 
sense, palpable in every cell of 
my body. 

Sacred Stewardship. The 
moment I stepped into the 
circle of pines, I knew that 
the message of freedom and gratitude they im-
parted was greater than the two-leggeds had 
intended. “The Grove is a serene area to con-
template the freedoms afforded all citizens of 
the United States” the sign read. All around me 
limbs stretched outward like arms reaching to 
hold hands. Gentle nurturance flowed through 
the circle, washing over me. The halo of sunlight 
that shone at their crowns spoke of the greater 
freedom of all humanity in relation to life on this 
beautiful Earth. All are sacred. 
All are one. We are here to 
remind you.

And so I walked, slowly 
with awareness of their re-
minders. . .

Sacred Beingness.  This 
giant canopy embraces the 
land-scape with dancing 
limbs. Life is movement. 
Reaching, stretching, curving, 
swaying— erotic static un-
dulations. Will we ever un-
derstand their importance? I 
stand, frozen in time, gnarled 
limbs in graceful formation. Tree tai chi. Moving 
yet unmoving. What a blessing to feel the power 

of being in this place between 
earth and sky. 

And some limbs speak les-
sons of overcoming adversity.

I hold each lesson from 
today with reverence and 
gratitude. The greatest lesson: 
Every tree holds a prayer.

2/21/2011 Nature Connec-
tion: New Relations

Letter to a Japanese Maple:
My Dearest Friend:
I have greatly enjoyed our 

conversations over the past six 
years. No other one-legged has shared so many 
reflections and spiritual moments with me; 
therefore, I felt that I should thank you for all 
the love and support you have offered me. No 
matter where I sit in meditation—at the kitchen 
table, on the patio, or in the spa—your gentle 
presence has been my compassionate witness. 
You have been with me through every piece of 
writing, every revelation, poem, and essay. From 
you I still learn many lessons. 

Today I see you stand in great patience and 
trust. Your limbs bare, yet expectant, know the 

info@Sanctuary4Humanity.com Sanctuary4Humanity.com

http://Sanctuary4Humanity.com


info@Sanctuary4Humanity.com Sanctuary4Humanity.com info@Sanctuary4Humanity.com Sanctuary4Humanity.com6 7

promise of 
spring that 
will grace you 
with hundreds 
of tiny leaf 
buds. In only 
a month or so 
you shall trans-
form into a 
creature of awe 
inspiring beau-
ty, fiery red 
leaves and bark 
that proclaim 
the divine 
magnificence 
of your sacred 
space. In sum-
mer the urgent 
sun will blister 
and brown 
you, and still 

you will urge forth the red sprouts of growth, 
teaching me to push through the adversity of 
the moment. As your precious robes of red are 
robbed by the winter winds, you will stand in 
complete loving acceptance.

So this is my lesson today. Even though I do 
not yet know what I am good for or why I am 
here, you, my friend, with your quiet endurance 
and trust in the universe, show me the way.

All my love,
Deveron

2/21/2011—Walk #2: Beginner’s Mind/New 
Relationship

There was a mixture of both exaltation and fear 
in my walk today. The fear certainly was not the 
intention I set in the beginning. I was excited 
to walk a new path, and the adventure filled me 
with adrenaline. The recreation area along the 
Stanislaus River was 15 miles from my home, so 
I felt confident that it would be a safe place to 
experience “The Beginner’s Mind” walk. With 
my water bottle and camera in hand, I left my 
car in the approved parking area and navigated 
down the embankment toward the dirt path. 

The partly cloudy weather painted a surreal 
landscape before me, a grayscale photograph of 
leafless underbrush with vibrant green carpet 
edging the winding dirt path that rose and fell. 

The child in me was ecstatic (and wishing I 
had a bicycle). I found myself wanting to skip 
along nature’s roller coaster, but I reminded my-
self of the “Ode to Slowness.” I instead allowed 
myself the liberty to explore the tiny pathways of 
trodden grass that snaked off the main dirt path. 
These pathways hinted at something quite mys-
terious just around the bend, and in most cases I 
discovered hidden spaces beneath tufts of under-
brush that would have delighted any child who 
longed to build a secret fortress. 

I walked for nearly an hour without seeing 
another human. A concerto of five or so differ-
ent bird calls played in the branches overhead as 
I walked. Every time I stopped and strained to 
pinpoint the direction of the solo to capture a 
glimpse of the soloist, the canopy above became 

silent. Across the river in the 
distance I viewed the swooping 
and gliding of large birds play-
ing tag between enormous oak 
trees. 

A great fishing spot emerged 
along the trail, and my heart 
leapt at the thought of getting 
close to the river’s edge so that 
I could feel the heaviness of her 
as she coursed slowly through 
the landscape. It wasn’t the 
steepness of the grade or the 
muddiness of the path that made me stop in my 
tracks. It was the shock of seeing the empty beer 
cans and food wrappers that littered the down-
ward descent that filled me with uneasiness. My 
disgust eroded into fear when I spotted the gang 
signs, an odd graffiti carved into the soft earth.

I turned and headed away from the water, 
discouraged. I wasn’t ready to leave the magic 
of this adventure just yet, so I chose a path that 
wandered away from the river’s edge and mean-
dered into the brush. I followed, curious to see 
if it would eventually wind its way back to the 
main road. When I realized that the path’s trajec-
tory was headed toward a railroad trestle covered 
in graffiti, the fear became too great, and I spun 
around and headed back the other way. So much 
for the “Ode to Slowness.” My contemplative 
walk became a quick hike.

By the time I reached my car, I was feeling 
disheartened and shaken. I didn’t want my walk 
to end this way. I didn’t want to hold the fear 
and bring it back with me. I drove down River 
Road a little farther, and pulled into another 
recreation area past the railroad tracks I had seen 
from my walk. This was a large “improved” area 
with picnic tables, BBQ pits—and a park ranger. 
I took advantage of his presence to ask some 
questions about which paths would take me to 
the water’s edge. In less than half an hour I had 
contemplated the river from the most exquisite 

grassy banks, watched two large squirrels argue 
up and down the length of a giant valley oak, 
and captured the essence of the river at sunset in 
several magnificent photographs.

 
I wrote about this experience at great length 

in hopes to dispel the burning anxiety that took 
up residence somewhere inside between my 
chest and stomach. It saddens me to think that 
I should need to exercise caution when walking 
this earth alone. 

2/23/2011—Intentional Walk #3: Awaken-
ing the Senses

Glorious Chaos
Brambles, thorns, and thickets stand in patient 

attention, wading up to their knees in slow-
moving water. This is glorious chaos—from 
the eyes of the human. The sluggish Stanislaus 
River knows better; the chaos is but a canopy of 
organic lace, lovingly draped over the landscape 
to conceal the river’s lovers—heron, egret, bass, 
finch. Large guardian oaks and river willows 
stand naked in winter except for clusters of fanci-
ful mistletoe. What at first seems to be a scene in 
monochrome, after careful discernment becomes 
a study in color, hundreds of hues flavored by 
light, shadow, and texture.

This morning I am the silent witness of this 
river love, the silver splash, concentric rings 
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from an unseen bass breaking her fast, only to 
disappear into the murky depths. A snowy egret 
wades along muddy banks and without warning 
erupts in noisy flight. (This sound reminds me 
of how my grandmother used to shake out damp 
bed sheets before clipping them to the clothes-
line.) Somewhere between dusk and dawn, the 
moist air birthed giant dew drops that now hang 
expectantly on the undersides of all creation. I 
sense their mindful waiting—but for what—sun 
or gravity? 

As I breathe in my location, I am filled with 
molecules of damp earth, heavy river, scent of 
greens, grays, and browns. The chaos enters me, 
and I am full and joyous. The tips of the trees 
echo chirps, trills, cascades, hoops, hollers, and 
screeches. A lone woodpecker punctuates this 
masterpiece with his bark drumming. The river 
entwines all in the synchronous melody. These 
rhythmic chants of spirit become the morning 
meditation. They remind me who I am, who I 
long to be. I long for this glorious chaos. 

In the near distance, measured man and his 
machine (an Army Corps of Engineer worker 
and his sanctioned weed-whacker) move unre-
lentingly across the landscape, manicuring bram-
bles, thorns, and thickets—as if he can improve 
upon perfection!

2/23/2011 Nature Connection: Soul Track-
ing

As I drive home, my thoughts hover outside 
my body. Somewhere above my vehicle they 
mingle with the flickering patterns of morning 
sunlight that hail our journey through these cor-
ridors of almond orchards. I allow images of the 
recent walk to wash over me like orchard snow 
on lazy currents. These moments of reverie are 
where the words are born—even though I may 
not notice. Impetuous thoughts scatter instantly 
when, out of the corner of my eye, my awareness 
centers squarely on the most enormous oak tree 
I have ever seen. Although the car speeds by this 

massive guardian, my mind inches past in slow 
motion, mesmerized by gnarled branches that 
reach farther than I can even estimate. Astonish-
ment seizes my breath. In a most visceral sense, 
the depths of my body—the wild core of me—
feels this ancient tree calling to me. But in my 
moment of shock, I lose the opportunity to pull 
over to the side of the road. The line of vehicles 
behind me urges me forward. I will have to meet 
the ancient one another day.  Heavy disappoint-
ment lodges in my chest. 

For days I must suspend the journey back, and 
in this space of aching patience, I continue to 
wonder.  I have driven past this location hun-
dreds of times over the past 20-30 years. Why 
am I just now noticing this incredible tree? Why 
do I feel the tug of its colossal arms? Why am 
I compelled to be in its presence? If I had the 
chance, would I actually touch this sacred giant?

A glorious weekend of sunshine passes, and 
I still cannot travel back. I am hours away in a 
two-day seminar. Trapped. Indoors. I am part 
of this human orchard, sitting on chairs in tidy 
rows with 600 other two-leggeds, learning about 
stock trading. The image of Lopez’ childhood 
description of orchards as “penal colonies” tick-
les me. I smile. Did I really pay for this? I could 
have spent precious time with the guardian, 
the ancient one. At the end of Day 2, when the 
seminar concludes, I dash to my car with one 
thought in mind: I have to beat the sunset. If 
I can get back before the sun dips beneath the 
Coast Range, I can spend a few precious mo-
ments with the tree.

I race the sun for two hours and make good 
headway. Somehow, in the last few feet above 
the gentle peaks, the sun alters time. I watch its 
discernible descent as it disappears in a pink-gold 
blaze behind the soft folds of blue-gray moun-
tains. I press forward, knowing that the mystical 
twilight will hold space for a brief encounter.

It’s nearly dark by the time I navigate my car 
off the main road. The massive black silhouette 

looms over the landscape, a loving and gentle 
giant. This tree has a gravity of its own. I stand 
in reverence and allow its sacred power to over-
whelm me. It is rooted deeply in the Earth and 
yet it stretches far above toward the heavens. 
The tree speaks of its challenge between soul and 
spirit. In its full embodied relationship with the 
Earth, it still longs for blessings of the heavens. 

At that moment I know that I, too, am the An-
cient One who lives this timeless challenge. 

2/24/2011 – Nature Connection: Gratitude
It is 5:45 a.m. As every morning, I slap at the 

cell phone on the nightstand, hoping to silence 
the horrid clanging with one swat. Again I curse 
myself for using a device that has no snooze fea-
ture. What was I thinking? From one squinted 
eye I take a quick assessment of the light in the 
room to determine if I should bound out of 
bed for my meditation spot or go back to sleep. 
There are no red/gold beams splayed across the 

west wall, so I joyfully reset the alarm forward 15 
minutes and snuggle with my dog, Pixie. Half 
asleep, she adjusts her position a little closer and 
lays her head on my pillow next to mine. A year 
ago this would have been taboo, but now she is 
clearly one of us. I wait for her next signature 
move—and sure enough, within seconds she 
inhales deeply, and exhales in a long slow sigh 

of contentment. I can feel her happiness, and 
this works its magic on my heart. I listen to her 
breath rise and fall, and feel the warmth of her 
soft body against me (she has actually worked 
her way under the covers this morning). She 
feigns sleep while I stroke her hair (for some rea-
son this breed has hair not fur), touch the velvet 
inside her ears, and tickle her foot pads. I love 
the faint smile of her thin black lips. What more 
perfection can there be in my life than these 
sacred moments?

Gratitude has most certainly changed my 
relationship to this being over the past year. 



Acorn Woodpecker Great Horned Owl Red-Tailed Hawk
California Quail Killdeer Roadrunner
Canada Goose Mallard Western Bluebird
Canyon Wren Mourning Dove Western Meadowlark
Cooper’s Hawk Northern Flicker Western Scrub-Jay
Great Blue Heron Red-winged Blackbird
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Pixie provides numerous meaningful moments 
each day in which I can just be with her without 
doing anything but expressing joy and apprecia-
tion for her presence. (It helps that she is a very 
calm and loving dog.) Taking the time to fully 
engage in these quiet moments together—even 
just to stroke her repeatedly for 3-5 minutes has 
reduced my stress and boosted my joy factor 
immensely. I am truly grateful that my husband 
and I have opened our hearts to this being.

3/1/2011—Nature Connection: Good Morn-
ing Sunshine

I have practiced this nature connection my 
entire life. The sun’s healing gold has always been 
of great importance to me, and even as a child, I 
would find the one shaft of sunshine in a dimly 
lit space and make it my own. My current home 
is positioned in such a way that the moment 
the sun peeks over Sierra Nevada mountains, a 
laser-like beam of fiery red-gold blasts through 
the second-story windows in the loft right into 
my bedroom. This is truly my wakeup call in 
the mornings, but I have conditioned myself to 
set my alarm early enough so that I can watch 
its transformation over the mountains from my 
meditation position in the loft. The fiery gold 
lasts only about three to five minutes before it 
transitions into its normal brilliant gold, so it’s 
important that I soak this elixir into my body 
daily whenever possible. This is nature’s remedy 
for joy, the universe’s healing energy. And when 
the sun is hidden behind fog and cloud, I am 
still able to conjure the warmth of its rays and 
the fury of its glow in my meditations (the gold 
sun places an integral role in my zazen practice). 
Nothing nourishes me so fully; nothing embod-
ies me so powerfully as the sun.

 Mary Oliver’s poem—which I would love 
to commit to memory—could be a delightful 
tribute of gratitude to my sun worship every 
morning. If I am able to do this daily, I plan to 

substitute the word “boss” for “preacher” to align 
this poem with my life. :-)

3/3/2011—Nature Connection: Being Heard

My walks through the riparian wetland have 
been magical, and as I reflect back to the mo-
ments that captured my fancy, more than any-
thing I am aware of the power of bird song. 
Without binoculars I had no idea what the birds 
of this area looked like; most were hidden spirits. 
Nevertheless, recognizing their distinctive melo-
dies and the way these melodies wove themselves 
together into a web of sound was a source of 
pure joy. I was determined to learn the names of 
these special creatures, so I borrowed a bird book 
and binoculars from my mother. The next walk 
was not nearly so enjoyable. With every bird call 
I struggled to maneuver the binoculars to find 
the source of the sound before it disappeared. 
The few times I was successful, I thumbed 
through the bird book trying to find the bird I 
had seen. This was going to take forever. 

I decided on a different strategy. I went to the 
information board at the entrance of the rec-
reation area and found a poster containing the 
names of several local birds. Hallelujah! I had a 
starting place! From this information I logged 
onto the Cornell University website and searched 
each of the twelve names. I was able to see pho-
tos and hear the actual bird calls. The next walk 
was greatly improved just by having this infor-
mation. When I heard a snippet of sound, I 
actually knew the name of the bird. Knowing the 
names of at least a few birds did help me to feel 
a stronger connection with this location. There 
were many more bird sounds that I wanted to 
identify from my walks, so I purchased Cornell 
University’s Chirp app for the iPhone. Now I 
have an easy-to-use database with me at all times. 
Below are the names of a few if the birds that 
frequent the McHenry Recreation Area along the 
Stanislaus River:

3/3/2011—Intentional Walk #4: All My 
Relations

Conversations with relations:
My apologies for having upset you, little bird. 

You are flying so fast in circles way above my 
head that I do not know your name, but I know 
you are upset because your call sounds like an 
alert—short, abrupt, and repetitive. Perhaps this 
tree I’m admiring holds your nest. I noticed ear-
lier that three of your friends were having a simi-
lar conversation with a hawk sitting majestically 
at the very tip top of a tree over there. Swirling 
and darting around the hawk they screamed in 
protest. Do you believe I am here to steal your 
beautiful eggs?

It rained heavily yesterday, and remnants of 
the downpour are everywhere. Giant rainbow-
tinted droplets cling to every surface. As I make 
my way gingerly through tall grasses toward the 
river’s edge, morning dew and thick mud jour-
ney with me on my shoes and pant legs. How 
clever you are, little red ants! You traverse above 
the mushy ground along a stick highway, bum-
per to bumper in prime time traffic. Did the 
two-leggeds learn this from you?

Today’s lesson in relationships comes in the 
form of tell-tale signs and silent conversations. 
The brambles five to ten feet from the river’s 
edge tell the story of a much deeper waterway. 
Feathered gray-brown debris textures the land-
scape. Sweeping in one direction it becomes 
a clinging history of currents frozen in time. 
Across the river two naked trees anchored precar-
iously in remnants of riverbank stand proudly in 

testament to their perseverance. Exposed roots, 
lifelines to earth, fight the inner knowing that 
the next storm could be their last.

My anticipation heightens as I ap-
proach the last row of commercial 
buildings at the edge of the small 
Central Valley town. How many 
of Oakdale’s 19,000 inhabitants are cowboys, 
I wonder? I pass feed, tack, and saddle stores; 
western apparel establishments; a tiny shop that 
specializes in custom cowboy hats; an old rail-
road museum; an Indian trading post (why are 
they still using the term Indian?); and finally, 
on the outskirts of town I pass the rodeo arena. 
Today I realize that Oakdale’s colorful character 
is only slightly diminished with the recent clos-
ing of the Hershey plant. Now the emphasis can 
shift from chocolate festivals back to Oakdale’s 
historic roots during the Gold Rush. 

Moments later on my sojourn, a manicured 
golf course and stately mansions pass proudly on 
the left, but all my attention is directed ahead at 
the scenery I’ve been awaiting: California’s Cen-
tral Valley foothills. Eight months out of the year 
these gently rolling hills that flank the Sierra Ne-
vada mountains are golden oceanic waves of wild 
grasses dotted with an occasional majestic oak 
tree or a random outcropping of jagged granite. 
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On this March day vibrant green velvet folds of 
opulent fabric drape across the undulating land-
scape as far as I can see. I am wholly transported 
into another dimension in a most visceral way—
rising and fall-
ing, rising 

and falling—an erotic green voyage across sensu-
ous green folds. My stomach and heart merge 
together somewhere in the center of my chest as 
I ride every dip and curve of the road. 

By the time I arrive at Knight’s Ferry, my desti-
nation for this intentional walk, I am already in 
an altered state. 

Not but a handful of steps out of the parking 
lot, my walk begins with a power struggle be-
tween two sides of myself. The spiritual side of 
myself wishes to wander in abandon and delight, 

breathing in the location, and capturing rever-
ent photographs. The more analytical side of me 
insists that I first visit the information center to 
learn as much as possible about the plants, ani-
mals, and history of this area. This is the part of 
me that carries four-pound binoculars, a field 
guide for identifying birds—which I never once 
consult during this journey—and a small note-
book. I give in to the analytical side and stroll 
through the information center. I peruse inter-
esting exhibits describing the history of Knight’s 
Ferry, the 1862 flood that devastated the tiny 
riverfront town, and how the event led to the 
building of California’s longest covered bridge. 
I jot down notes about the flora and fauna, but 
I recoil from the displays of stuffed mallard, 
owl, red-tailed hawk, raccoon, and an enor-
mous mountain lion. I’m morbidly interested 
and would like to stare at every detail, yet the 
thought of their demise and how they ended up 
here makes me queasy.

I return outside to the river canyon robed in 
emerald green and walk toward the remains of 
the old mill and the covered bridge. Textures 

and patterns come alive in 
a curious display of oppos-
ing forces—delicate white 
blossoms against jagged 
stone; furred rocks and 
tangled brush. Why does 
this beauty ache within my 
chest? Is it the inner know-
ing that six hours will not 
be enough time to meander 
along entwined pathways, 
to commune with trees, to 
lounge on warm rocks, to 
bathe in tufts of wildflowers, 
to nap alongside murmuring 
waters? If I spend my time 
on these joys, will I have time to identify the area 
birds, plants, and insects? Deveron, just be here 
now. I remind myself that today’s journey has no 
goal or destination other than to connect with 
this place, to be fully aware, to experience the 
aliveness that this location shares with me—all 
in complete gratitude and appreciation. This I 
can do with every ounce of my being.

Feeling much relieved, I abandon the analyst 
at the edge of the covered bridge (she thinks we 
should examine this colorful artifact of Gold 
Rush history first) and head for the gurgling 
rapids in the distance. I am commandeered off 
course dozens of times, beckoned by natural spir-
its:  Two twisted oaks whose branches entwine in 
an eternal embrace; patches of dancing poppies; 
an unrelenting oak growing from the crevice of a 
granite chunk; the lacey lime canopy of the Cali-
fornia Buckeye tree; the rhythmic geometric pat-
terns of a baby gopher snake (coiled right in the 
middle of my path!); the geologic scars left by 
the once raging Stanislaus River; chunky granite 
boulders clad in orange and green lichens; pale 
green and brown rosettes of chalk lettuce (which 
local hunters mistakenly call deer cabbage); the 
atmospheric ballet of five turkey vultures over-
head (they are exquisitely beautiful—from a 

distance); the silent grief of downed trees; thick-
ets of cattails waiting patiently for some inner 
signal to burst their downy fuzz. All these were 
the reason I was standing in this place.

By early evening my physical body can no 
longer endure my spirit’s ecstatic journey. My 
feet balk at the pressure points of poorly selected 
footwear and refuse to go further. I limp to the 
edge of the high rim trail. One hundred feet be-
low me the river canyon yawns its beauty. This is 
the place where all intersect—cliff, meadow, jag-
ged rock, meandering path, smooth stone pool, 
naked oak, lacey buckeye. Here I free my body 
from the backpack, remove my shoes, and unte-
ther myself from the confines of the four-pound 
binoculars. In reverent ritual I cross my legs and 
meditate on the edge of this perfect world. This 
time I do not close my eyes, for I choose not to 
separate myself from this sacred space. I breathe 
in warm golden sun; I exhale cool green earth 
energy. Dark river waters course through my 
veins; birdsong, wind, and trees dance about my 
head; birds of prey glide and twirl over the can-
yon so close I believe I can touch them with out-
stretched fingertips. The earth cradles me gently, 
and I ground myself securely to her. I am em-
bodied. I am fully human. This is my purpose.

Geologic scars draped in green velvet robes

California’s longest covered bridge at Knight’s 
Ferry, CA, rebuilt in 1864
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3/12/2011—Healing in Sacred Spaces

There are a vast number of healing modalities 
being practiced across the globe. This nature 
connection focuses on bringing a healing modal-
ity into the natural world and reflecting on any 
perceived differences in the healing forces and 
overall experience from the perspective of the 
healer.

Instructions: Select a natural area that reso-
nates strongly with you and take whatever mate-
rials you will need in order to perform a healing 
using your chosen healing modality. If you are 
taking the healee into this environment, ensure 
that he/she will be comfortable and safe. When 
you arrive at the chosen location, begin by cen-
tering yourself and connecting with the natural 
world. Prepare for and conduct the healing as 
closely as possible to the manner in which you 
normally do; however, listen as your inner land-
scape makes suggestions and feel free to act upon 
these. Be fully present and aware of the session, 
and at the end of the session, debrief the healee 
if this is a normal part of the process. Reflect 
on this experience, recording not only specific 
details but any nuances that may surprise you.

I chose to bring Reconnective Healing to a 
nearby riparian area that I have been exploring 
for the past five weeks. I solicited the assistance 
of my husband, Daniel, who enjoys healing ses-
sions and asks for them regularly. Reconnective 
Healing requires no special materials with the 
exception of a blanket so that Daniel could lie 
down and close his eyes. We drove 15 minutes 
to small area along the Stanislaus River. A short 
jaunt beneath a newly budding canopy took 
us quickly to a grassy open area at the edge of 
the river. It was warm, sunny day that teased us 
with a preview of spring. Daniel had never been 
to this area before and was quickly captivated 
by the voluminous birdsong and the hypnotic 
sound of the sluggish river whirling in nearby 
eddies. The beauty was so engaging that it took 
him a little longer than normal to close his eyes 
and focus on his own inner landscape.

I felt my hands tingling and the odd sensation 
of strings pulling at my cheeks the moment we 
set forth for our destination on the path. By the 
time Daniel closed his eyes, I was already primed 
and could feel the energy, light, and information 
pulsing from the trees, the ground, the river, the 
birdsong, and the golden rays of sunshine—from 

the entire atmosphere around us. It filled me 
with a perceptible vibration, and I enjoyed play-
ing with the waves that streamed off each natu-
ral being. For 15-20 minutes I pulled through 
the particles of light and information from the 
sacred surrounding and connected them with 
Daniel’s own particles (no touching required in 
this modality, yet the sense of personal connec-
tion is palpable). Feeling and stretching, pulling 
and drawing, I connected the strings and strands 
and felt my own connection. My body hummed 
with this wondrous dance of waves that pulled us 
to the Earth. 

At one point, the river behind me erupted in 
splashing sounds, and I turned to watch the 
flashing of silver fish bellies at the surface. For 
several minutes the river simmered in silver as 
the fish jumped, rolled, twisted, and splashed 
over each other. I dropped my hands and 
watched intently, wondering if I should stop the 
healing. The feeling that permeated my pores 
was that of pure joy, so I continued the healing 
for several more minutes before touching Daniel 
on the chest to signal the end of the session.

We sat in silence for many minutes watching 
the dancing fish accompanied by the symphony 
in the treetops. Abruptly, a young boy came 
bounding down the path toward the river with 
whoops and hollers, his father lumbering heav-
ily behind him. Daniel and I knew it was time 
to leave. We folded the blanket and carried the 
magic with us all the way to the car and into the 
rest of our lives. 

When I later asked him about his healing 
experience, he stated that “not much happened.” 
All he saw in his mind was the face of a creature 
he could not name. The creature was beckon-
ing him, but he could not understand (and that 
wasn’t much?) He knew that the intended les-
son would make itself known when it was time. 
I was thrilled to have this experience, not just 
because of the powerful healing sensations that 
flowed through me from this sacred space, but 

because up to this moment, Daniel had not yet 
connected with nature in any way. He was so 
touched by the sacredness of the land and the 
magic of the creation that he requested to return 
again soon. What more perfect healing could 
there have been than this?

3/13/2011—Inner Reflections on Outer Land-
scape

This four-week project—which admittedly 
began in a state of frustration due to my in-
ability to locate informational resources—has 
culminated in a sense of complete admiration 
and appreciation. My personal living “space” has 
broadened significantly from the small area of 
my home and yard in a suburban subdivision on 
the edge of town to a 20 mile area of the Stan-
islaus River between the McHenry Recreation 
Area and Knights Ferry, CA. Although I did not 
walk the entire distance, I have explored most of 
the areas listed on the map on the next page. The 
areas circled in red were my primary boundaries 
during this project. 

Not only has my personal living space broad-
ened, but my identity has become more ex-
pansive as well. I began these explorations as a 
visitor, an outsider with camera and notebook 
in hand. I now feel bound to these landscapes; 
a powerful sense of welcoming infuses my body 
the moment I step out of my vehicle onto this 
land. My feathered friends no longer flee as I 
walk the paths. I have learned much about navi-
gating the earth gently, quietly, and with greater 
reverence. 

I walk these lands with senses alive and pores 
fully open. I breathe in this location. I meditate 
here, root chakra pressed to earth. The dark river 
flows in my veins; my flesh is robed in spring 
green; my mind is filled with bird song; my heart 
is healed by dancing trees. I am embraced and 
comforted by this web of life. I am now a con-
scious part of it. I was all along. Only lapses in 
my own consciousness can isolate me. 

3/8/2011—Nature Connection: 
Under the Night Sky

Night 
~ by Deveron Long 

Invisible green
cool, damp scent of earth fills 

my nostrils and swirls in my chest, 
healing the wounds of day. 

Why do you smell and feel so different
than your busy counterpart?  
Even your rhythmic music

—cricket, frog, owl—
soothes the waking drama.

A heavy stillness seeps in my pores, 
infusing me with a sense of myself. 

In your presence the universe
 is no longer an unattainable star, 

but a cloak of reverence
that wraps me in the magnificence 

that I am.



Mistletoe – Although many sources speak of the negative impact of this parasite on its host tree, other bota-
nists argue that the mistletoe provides value to the ecosystem in that it produces fruit enjoyed by many bird spe-
cies as well as providing a lush habitat and shady protection for numerous species of arboreal invertebrates (ants, 
tarantulas, moths, butterflies) I rather enjoy their fanciful look during the winter months. Interestingly, mistle-
toe is a partial parasite; it draws water and minerals from the host but is capable of its own photosynthesis.

Arroyo Willow—native shrub/tree grows pro-
fusely in this riparian wetland. Grows in thick 
stands along the river and provides dense protection 
for wildlife. Produces fuzzy yellow catkins in spring 
before the leaves appear.
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This journey through riparian wetlands has been a journey into my own inner wildness, the 
soul within that has long been ignored. To quote Beringer (2003) in “The Healing Power of 
Trees” this was a study designed “nurture the inner life” and to provide “intelligence of the 
heart” (p. 9). I am forever grateful.

Area: Stanislaus River (Riverbank to McHenry Recreation Area) + Knights Ferry (Wilderness Quest)
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Plants
Valley Oak – mature trees can develop massive trunks up to nine feet in diameter 

with a rounded spreading canopy. Leaves are lobed and covered with tiny hairs. 
What I call oak balls are actually called oak 
galls. These round gourd-like spheres are not 
seed pods as I had thought; these swellings 
are the tree’s response to an infestation of 
gallwasps that lay their eggs in the tree’s tis-
sue. Eventually these oak apples will split, al-
lowing the tiny wasps their freedom (and I’ve 
been bringing them home for decoration!!)

Galls, acorns (misc pine cones are 
from nonnative species)

California Buckeye – seeds 
contain a powerful neurotoxin; 
Yokuts ground up the seeds 
and sprinkled the powder in 
streams to paralyze the fish, 
making them easier to catch.  
This is such a lovely, lacy look-
ing tree—who would have 
guessed?

Freemont Cottonwood – grows 50-70 feet in height. Mature tree trunks may be 48 inches in diameter. 
Seeds look like cotton hanging from the limbs and are dispersed by the wind. Many parts of the tree are 
edible (but bitter). Native tribes used the anti-inflammatory bark to create poultices for sprains and swollen 
joints and the roots in weaving baskets



Arroyo Lupine- native California wildflower 
(one of my favorites!)

California Poppy—This is California’s state 
flower. April 6 of each year is designated as 
California Poppy Day.

Queen Anne’s Lace—This wild carrot has diuretic 
properties and produces uterine contractions (there 
is evidence that the seed was used as a ‘morning 
after’ contraceptive).

Unknown Plants—I am unable to determine 
the name of these plants, which is odd because I 
see them everywhere in this area.

Stinging Nettle—Beautiful plant that knows 
how to protect itself. Leaves have small spines filled 
with formic acid that produces a burning sensation 
on the skin.

Cattails—wetland species. Surprisingly, all 
parts of this plant are edible. Native tribes used 
cattail plants for baskets, mats, and rope; the fluff 
was used for bedding.

Birds photos from Cornell University’s www.AllAboutBirds.org 
(and many thanks to their Chirp app for iPhone!)
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American Dipper—

Western Meadowlark—

House Finch—

California Quail—

Acorn Woodpecker— Acorn Woodpecker—
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Great Blue Heron—

Killdeer—

Mallard—

Northern Flicker—
Roadrunner—

Red-Tailed Hawk—

Western Bluebird—

Turkey Vulture—Red-winged Blackbird—

Cooper’s Hawk—

Golden Eagle Mourning Dove—



Animals of this Region

Bat
Kangaroo Rat
Mule Deer
Western Pond Turtle
Western Rattlesnake
Cougar
Jackrabbit
Crayfish
Otter
Virginia Opossum
Raccoon
California Ground Squirrel
Riparian Brush Rabbit (endangered)
Coyote

Fish of this Region

Largemouth Bass
Striped Bass
Bluegill
Bullhead
Carp
Catfish
Black, White Crappie
Chinook Salmon
American Shad

Insects of this Region—I was unable to find 
much information on the insects, and there weren’t 
many visible critters on my walks, probably due to the 
season.

Painted Lady Butterfly
Elderberry Beetle
Gall Wasps

Native Inhabitants of this Region—

Miwok
Yokuts
Josmite (Pitemas)
Laquisemne (Tonul)
Tihuechemne (Chugea)
Gualensemne

Geology of this Region—25 million years 
ago this area was under the sea. A subduction zone 
along the current day Coast Range moved beneath 
today’s Central Valley, raising it above sea level. The 
Coast Range from the west first appeared as a series of 
islands at the edge of the ocean and then finally sealed 
off the valley from the ocean. Later the uplifting Sierra 
Nevadas from the east forced the seawater out of the 
valley basin. The Sierras are a giant granite block 250 
miles long and 50 miles wide.

Common Rocks/Minerals—

Sandstone
Conglomerate
Gravel
Granite
Limestone
Marble
Schist
Lavaflow

3/19/2011—Passing on the Wisdom: Planting a Vir-
tual Seed by Creating a Prayer Tree

The following two writings were posted to Facebook 
this weekend. Until just recently, I was not convinced 
that I had any use for this social networking site. Now I 
see that I have a temporary platform for passing on the 
wisdom until I can create my own website. The purpose 
of the first message was to inform my family/friends of 
my purpose for serving others and the dream that impas-
sions me. 

The second message was posted in a specially created 
Facebook group called Sanctuary for Embodied Hu-
manity, which is explained in the first post. This second 
posting invited everyone to help me create a prayer tree 
in the front yard. During these times of upheaval and 
natural disaster, it is important to provide people with a 
way in which to focus on positive intent and gratitude, 
while bringing them in contact with nature, so she is 
not viewed as the enemy or opposing force.  I am so 
very hopeful that the surrounding neighborhood will get 
involved as they see the tree blossom with prayers. This 
project will likely not go into bloom until next week 
since our area is experiencing adverse weather condi-
tions—sheets of rain and 40-50 mph winds. 

Over the next few weeks as I work toward my practi-
cum project (which I hope will be approved), I will post 
my articles and research on this temporary Facebook 
group, which is open to anyone. I am especially curious, 
however, to see the reactions or involvement of my loved 
ones, who I know for certain enjoy the natural world im-
mensely but do not consider her as the source of all or of 
great priority. I suspect they are still trapped in the belief 
that the human species is and should be dominant. It is 
my fear that all my efforts will be ignored; it is my hope 
that even if my posts are ignored, this project will shift 
their perspectives somewhat. Then when the weather 
allows, I can begin the sequence of nature activities and 
events that I have planned for the next few months.

First post to Facebook: My Purpose
Dear Family, Friends, Colleagues, and Fellow Embod-

ied Beings,
It has been quite some time since I communicated over 

this social network—although my thoughts were with 
you each and every day—for I have been on a sacred 
journey for the past year. I prefer to think of it in this 
way, rather than saying that I have been working on 
my master’s degree because this degree in Transpersonal 

Psychology is unlike anything I have ever known in my 
normal waking reality. 

Transpersonal Psychology is the study, practice, and 
application of human transformation. During this first 
year, focused periods of isolation (inner work) were 
necessary for me to plunge into the depths of my Self, so 
that I may discover who I really am. This was the ardu-
ous part of the journey, and I found myself lost in my 
inner landscape many times. Although transformation is 
a lifelong process, I feel that I have gained some remark-
able insights into my purpose here in this lifetime. I now 
realize that this experience is not all about me. Now, in 
year two of my degree it is time for me to offer my gifts 
to the community and to the beings on this planet.

Over the next few months—with Daniel’s help—I 
will be creating a website which will be the initial ve-
hicle for my service to others. I will keep you informed 
of my progress toward this virtual sacred space which is 
tentatively named the Sanctuary for Embodied Human-
ity. My ultimate dream of all dreams in life is to offer a 
real, physical sanctuary. In my dream I envision a series 
of high-walled healing gardens and meditation/prayer 
spaces, and a large outdoor landscape of rolling green 
hills dotted with willows and oaks, with pathways for 
humans to stroll or to assist others in wheelchairs. This is 
a quiet place to breathe in the healing love and joy from 
ponds and fountains, vines, shrubs, trees, flowers, fish, 
and birdsong.

The Sanctuary will be a gathering place for those of 
us who realize that there is more to this existence than 
working to pay our bills, and that while we continue to 
do this, we can also infuse our lives and our work with 
sacredness and meaning. It will be a place where people 
of many faiths and beliefs (and no faiths or beliefs) can 
share with others. The Sanctuary will offer guest lectur-
ers, sermons, tai chi, yoga, healing modalities, meditation 
sessions, prayer circles, drumming circles, shamanic jour-
neying, ecotherapy and ecospirituality experiences. For 
now, the Sanctuary remains in my own space—and soon 
on the web—but I recognize the urgency with which my 
purpose insists it be gifted to others in tangible form.

So for now, until my website is up and running, my of-
ferings will be given over this platform, in this Facebook 
group, which is, in a sense, a sacred space for all human-
ity who seek greater connection and embodiment.

With love and healing intentions,
Deveron
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Second post: Help us Create a Prayer Tree
Are you feeling anxious, disconnected, stressed?  Do 

you sense a lack control over your existence? These are 
times of seeming upheaval— 

Devastating earthquakes and tsunami in Japan
Mounting concerns over radiation levels from Japanese 

reactors
Mysterious masses of dead fish in waters around the 

world
Increasing violence erupting over the globe
I urge you to change your thinking. These tragedies are 

potent gifts if we so choose to see them in this way. They 
are portals for human awakening through love, compas-
sion, and gratitude. The goal is greater connection with 
the Earth—our home, our sacred space. The vehicle is 
intent. You are the master of your intent, and you mani-
fest your reality through intention—whether you realize 
this or not. During these troubling times, Daniel and I 
choose to transform fear and powerlessness into love and 
compassion. 

Please join us in creating a prayer tree. Together our 
intent magnifies exponentially. Simply tie your written 
prayer (intent) to our prayer tree (closest to the driveway) 
in the front yard of our home. You may include sticks, 
feathers, cloth, or other decorations to your written 
prayer as you choose; however, it is recommended that 
you use natural or earth-friendly materials. No plastic, 
please! 

The prayers are held in spirit and return to the Earth 
with the changing of the seasons. We shall be overjoyed 
to witness the blossoming of prayers on our tree. If you 
live out of the area, you may post your prayers/intentions 
on this site, and we will tie them to the prayer tree so 
that you may share in this gift of healing. Or, you may 
choose to create your own prayer tree.

Please include the children in this sacred activity. It is 
crucial that we pass the lesson of intent to them. They 
are the keepers of the Earth, for we have obviously not 
taken this role seriously.

With love and healing intentions,
~Deveron and Daniel
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