GAIA’S GIFT


The announcement read simply:
Earth Day Celebration
On the Beach at 4th street
6:15 – 7:30 AM
Bring a song, a prayer, a poem 
or simply your presence
to share in a circle of love
as we celebrate the Earth.
You may also bring some slices of fruit
to be shared in a fruit salad.

The convener who posted the announcement around town and on the internet arrived well before dawn. She parked, gathered her items and walked to the beach. The rhythmic waves welcomed her. She sat on the sand, closed her eyes and welcomed the light. After a few minutes she placed a small sign behind her in the sand. It read: “Earth Day Celebration!  Gather Here! Please observe silence until 6:30 AM! Thanks!”
													
The waves waved to the celebrants as they arrived: families with small children, retired couples and singles, college students, and people who stopped by on their way to work. Upon reading the sign they too sat facing the dawning light. Fifteen minutes before sunrise the convener rose and faced the community of forty celebrants and quietly said, “We gather here as a community of love to celebrate the Earth. For the next twenty minutes, let’s experience the sunrise in our own ways. Do whatever the Spirit of Love moves you to do: walk around, meditate, look for shells, hold hands, share smiles with one another and the Earth. We’ll experience the sunrise alone and yet together. Once the sun has risen we’ll gather in a semi-circle of love open to the rising sun and we’ll share our offerings to the Earth.”
Several sat still in the sand, but kept their eyes focused on the area where they knew the sun would soon rise. Some children went to the waves looking for sea shells. Dogs were left off their leashes, splashed in the surf, and chased several thrown balls. Softly, one woman began singing, “Good morning Earth, good morning sun, we’re here to awake and have some fun.” Several other people learned the tune and joined in a chorus.
More and more diffused light filled the horizon, brighter and more glorious with every passing second. Then, suddenly, a tiny sliver of light peered over the horizon and soon bursting forth in all of its glory, the full sun appeared. They smiled, laughed and some even danced.
										
The convener rose to face the gathered souls and said, “We give thanks for our Mother – Our Beautiful Earth! Now is the time to share your offerings of poems, of songs, of fruit, of dance, or any other gifts you want to share in this circle of love.” A little girl of five said, “I have a poem to share. I wrote it myself – well most of it” as she looked up to her mother. She read the poem:
“I love my mother, she is so kind, she gives me things, even when I whine.”
She looked again at her mother and said to the group, “she taught me that word to rhyme with kind.” She then continued:
“I love the Earth, she is kind too.
She gives us good things, she’s green, white, and blue.
Let’s be good to our mothers – our moms and the Earth,
They have given us life, they have given us birth.”
The little girl placed some banana slices in the bowl with the convener’s peach slices, smiled and joyfully received the applause of the community.
An elderly man came forth and sang a hymn about the beauty of the Earth and placed some apple slices in the bowl.


 
A young couple came forth and announced, “We’d like to share an interpretive dance called ‘The Gifts of Creation’.” One by one, their movements gave symbolic expression:  life crawling from the sea and then rising on two legs, the wonder of gathering and eating food, the joy of wading in the ocean, the act of physical love, the birth of a child, the caring of the frail, and finally the scattering of cremains back into the waters. As people applauded, the couple offered some mango slices to the common bowl.
An elderly woman with white hair came and announced her poem. “This poem is called ‘NOW’.”
babies birthing		bombs blasting	 balls bouncing
lovers laughing		diseased dying		corpses cremating
grass greening		singers singing 		teachers tasking
dogs digging		bees buzzing		parents punishing
killers killing		chickens clucking		moms mothering
sick sighing			waves waving     		fathers fondling
hungry hurting		hawks hunting		cats climbing



fish flashing			parents praising		dolphins dodging
sun shining			moon moving                 hawks hovering
worms wiggling		streams streaming	flowers flowering
children cuddling		rivers racing		gorillas grunting
cars careening		egos elevating		teens texting
leaders lagging		professors proffering	cooks cutting
Earth enchanting		Earth encircling		Earth expressing
Politicians puffing		Floods flowing		Spirit speaking

Quietly, she placed some sliced strawberries in the bowl, smiled, and said, “Elder exiting.”
An African-American man of many years stepped forward and shared a great song about this wonderful world in the spirit of a great jazz musician.
After a few more offerings of poems, songs, and fruit the convener stood and stated, “I have some words to share in The Spirit of Love.” She read the following:


GAIA’S GIFT
HOLY ONE, I lament for the Earth,
a wonderful mother, she has given us birth,
in a wonderful home of beauty and love,
blue, white, and green as seen from above.
		
I AM one with my Mother,
I now feel her pain,
she groans and she moans,
tears falling like rain.

Dare I speak for her now,
Like a prophet of old?
May my words speak forth her truth,
Loving yet bold.

I speak for our Mother, Gaia’s her name.
Giving birth to formed love is the reason she came.
Seeing the planets where no life could take hold,
she said to herself, “I’ll give warmth to the cold.”

Creating a home in the grand Milky Way,
slowly life grew, day after day.
From tiniest cells to giants so deep,
she said to herself, “This promise I’ll keep.”

“Here I will now grow a garden so rare,
a garden of love, a garden of care,
a home where conscious love can take form,
where caring for others will always be norm.”

Her urge to create, to form love was sincere,
but others, less loving, said, “What have we here?”
They saw the marble of green, white, and blue
and said to themselves, “we’ll create with her too.”

So the Garden of Love was soon filled with weeds,
choking her delicate love-forming seeds.
Gaia knew a choice was at hand,
“Do I stay with my garden or do I fly from this land?”

As soon as she said it – she knew it was true,
she had skin in this game, there was nothing to do.
But to stay, tend her garden, loving all forms of life,
in the hope that one day, they’d choose love and not strife.  

I celebrate Gaia, my love for her dear,
her beauty so wondrous, year after year.
Her seasons of change, her mountains so high,
her fish in the seas, her birds in the sky.



The care of a mother giving birth in a field,
giving love a new voice, increasing the yield.
Leaping lambs in the pasture, singing birds on the branch,
babes in the cradle, giving us a new chance.

To choose life, love, truth, hope, joy, and peace,
to choose happiness for all, to know it’s within reach.

We are one with Gaia, why won’t we see,
what happens to her, happens to me?
We are one with Gaia, why won’t we see
what happens to you, happens to me?
We are one with each other, one life fills us all,
wherever we are on this terrestrial ball.

The grandest gift Gaia can give,
is to show how to be, teach how to live,
sharing with others throughout all the day,
this is her truth, this is her way.

I speak forth for GAIA, hear my words, heed my plea,
I have her message to share, this is from she.





I AM your climate, changing faster each year.
Your concern is now just, you have reason to fear.
Bigger storms, longer droughts, falling lakes, rising seas,
losing your butterflies, frogs, trees, and bees.

I AM your fish swimming free in the sea,
Until huge nets drag us up, not letting us be.
You gorge on our flesh, giving no thought,
to the life that was lost with the money you bought.
In the days ahead when our schools do not run,
you will say to yourselves, “What have we done?”

I AM your animals in huge factory farms,
concentrated feeding brings concentrated harms.
Born to be fattened, tortured, and killed –
These are not the values I have instilled.

I AM your chickens seeing no light of day,
Hens’ beaks all cut off, male chicks thrown away.
Eggs stolen from mothers, mourning their lost.
“Must make a profit, keep down the cost.”






I AM your male calf, raised to be veal.
How can this be? Is this really real?
You chain and you feed, so my meat is so tender,
to consume my pink flesh your soul you will render.

I AM the ever pregnant cow,
giving you milk so your taste buds say “Wow.”
After my production falls and my efficiency run,
I’m off to be slaughtered, wind up on your bun.
												
I AM your dogs, I AM your cats,
you kill and you eat us, you even eat rats!
When will you learn, when will you see,
they have souls as you do, they need to be free? 
		
I AM the ground under your feet,
once it was good, once it was sweet,
Now you fill it with trash, you fill it with shit,
So thoughtless, my children, I’m so tired of it.

I AM your water, once pure and so bright,
You could drink from a stream, oh a delight!
Now to drink it again, filter you must,
to remove all the filth, crust after crust.



I AM the air, once crystal clear,
Oxygen replenished year after year.
Now the sky is so black, some wear a mask.
You must clean it up, this is your task.

I AM the wind, blown to and fro,
within is my Spirit, this you must know:
Love is our purpose, love is our task.
Love one another, simply I ask.

You celebrate Earth Day, once every year.
It’s the twenty-second day of April, I hear.
Many gather to celebrate life on our Earth,
renewing our covenant, giving some a rebirth.

Dancers, musicians, and clowns fill the street,
sellers and buyers of Earth on their feet.
It’s a wonderful festival, joy fills the air,
But I now ask you why, there’s only one day to care?

For forty plus years now my prophets have spoke,
but many don’t hear, some get lost in their toke.
Some hear the words of turmoil and doom,
retire to their homes, hearts heavy with gloom.



Some try to change their lives to be green.
Some just give up, hoping not to be seen.
Some say, “Climate change is just a big hoax!”
Some say, “The Earth will soon get rid of us folks!”

Celebrate Earth Day every day of the year!
Recycle, reuse, make your own beer!
May all who have breath and harm none freely live.
This is the message of Love that I give.

The future’s still yours, the choice in your hands,
but you must now come together, throughout all the lands,
in harmonious unison you all must now give,
voice to my Voice, “Love all and let live!”
			
Say “We shall live love” together as one!
Say, “There’s no need for greed under the sun.”
If you all took only what’s needed to be,
my Earth will provide every day you will see.

I must leave you now, but one last thing I will say,
tend my garden of love, please do this I pray.
May this wonderful planet, this beautiful ball,
be a garden of love, one house of prayer for us all.


The convener held her hands together in front of her heart, bowed and shared a “Namaste” with the community. She held up the bowl of gathered fruit and exclaimed, “We give you thanks, O Mother Earth, for this fruit you have shared with us. Coming from all over your wonderful creation we now combine it together as one giving thanks for our nourishment.” Lowering the bowl, she smiled and said, “We give thanks for the blue skies and white clouds above us, the brown earth and the green of the fields and forests under and around us, and the blue water before us. We give thanks for the food from the Earth which nourishes us. We give thanks for this community of Love. May we carry this spirit of love into this new day. In The Spirit of Love, Amen.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]The convener scooped out small portions of fruit into biodegradable bowls and the community tasted and agreed, “Hmmmm, it’s so good!” After sharing the fruit, the convener smiled and said, “Group hug time.” Everyone gathered close in a communal hug with abundant smiles and laughter.
One by one they left the circle of love to continue their new day.
A new day of hope,
	a new day of love for each other,
		and a new day of love for our Mother.




 
  			
		
												
		



