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Once upon a time there was a little girl who grew up in the


woods.  She spent a lot of time alone exploring, climbing trees, and


building forts.  She liked watching the squirrels and birds, and catching


snakes and seeing families of deer. The trees and the animals were her


friends and she learned alot from them.  They seemed to understand what was


important, unlike her parents and other grown-ups -- what they taught her


was contrary to what she learned from nature.  


           Her most powerful teacher was the ocean. As a child she went


once a year to the beach  with her family.  This was a time she eagerly


awaited.   She was so intrigued by the  movement of the water -- the waves.


 She loved the sound and the way they continually crashed against the beach


-- constant yet continually changing.  From this she learned about music


and the rhythm of life.  She would spend most of her time in the water and


continuously beg her father to take her out to the BIG waves.  She would


sit on his shoulders and they would go deeper & deeper.  This was very


exciting.  The water was so beautiful, peaceful and tranquil;  yet there 


was so much POWER.  When she got older she still felt this strong


connection to the ocean and felt that she needed to live close by it. She


spent alot of time at the beach climbing on rocks or just sitting and


watching the ebb and flow of the tides.   The ocean always gave her


perspective when she got caught up in every day existence and began to


forget what was important.  It reminded her of the true essence of life.   


        Again she had conflicts with what she experienced in her day to day


life and what she knew or felt to be TRUE.  From nature she learned to be


free and trust in the universe, but this she did not share with her fellow


man.  She constantly saw how humans wanted to possess everything.  They


weren't happy to just experience things, they wanted to own them, trap


them, catch them.  They didn't understand the connection they had with


nature.  They didn't understand there were some things that couldn't be


owned; and that by trying to possess them, what they sought would


inevitably be lost.  The girl experienced this in many of her relationships


and because of that she decided to avoid getting too involved with people.


She thought that relationships were stifling and that it was really


difficult  to keep one's integrity.  She preferred being on her own and


built up many layers of protection to keep people form attaching to her. 


Many were attracted by her youthful free spirit, but it seemed that they


all wanted to cage her.  


          One day while climbing on the rocks at the beach in the midst of


a storm she got swept into the ocean and almost drowned.  She was forced to


remove these layers of protection because she realized how much they were


dragging her down.  She had a great capacity for love and she enjoyed


sharing it with others, but she realized that all of that protection was


preventing her from being able to receive love from others, which in turn


limited the amount she could give.  There a boy that she was friends with


at the time who helped her to see all of this and also helped her to work


through it.  She was surprised that he saw things the same way that she


did.  They started spending more time together discussing love and how to


keep one's heart open. They became good teachers and mirrors, and continued


to challenge each other in this area.  It took time, but she was able to


break down the guards.  It was surprising how many levels and deep they


went.  The connection they had was pure and it continuously amazed her. 


She never felt stifled; in fact she felt as if she was encouraged to be


more herself -- more of her true nature.  She went to incredible depths --


and heights -- with him.  Because of this, she realized how her former


belief about relationships limited her experience.  This was an important


�lesson because it helped her see how her beliefs were limiting in other


areas of her life.  And now she had the courage to make the changes she


needed as well as BELIEVING that things could be different!  
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A true story 
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	It was the midst of El Niño.   God I love the ocean storms.  How many times growing up on the East coast did I anticipate hurricanes and run to the beach just to experience big waves, crashing on rocks, wind, the intensity.  This day was exceptional.  Point Reyes is always wild, but wow I’ve never seen it like this.  I’m sitting on the rocks watching – in awe.   The power is incredible.  The sound.  The waves are huge, and they are crashing on the craggy rocks with a percussive blast, spraying twenty feet into the air.   Even the edge is an ominous murky gray-green – and cold.  I can’t believe that I even entertained the idea of going swimming today.  It’s really hard for me to go to the beach and not get into the water.  You’d be crazy to try and swim today.


	Jeff is below me building a tower of rocks.  He’s got his back to the water, not even paying attention – completely intent of balancing one rock on top of another – finding the perfect combination – the perfect balance.  I glance at him every once and a while, but I am completely drawn in by the intensity of the water.  I love the ocean!  The tower is finally built – seven rocks high – very impressive.  Jeff and Carl climb into the cove below and back up onto the next out-jutting of rocks.   One big wave comes and splashes them.  They’re pretty wet and I’m laughing at them.  I’m still on my perch up high above the tower.  A dry spot – perfect bird’s eye view.   I decide to take off my boots because I prefer to climb barefoot.  I feel more secure.  Also, I realize it will be impossible to corss that cave without at least getting my feet wet.  Initially, I’m going to leave my boots where I’m sitting, but I wonder if they’ll be safe there.  Maybe I’ll put them higher.  I make sure they are secure & I am watching the waves waiting for the perfect moment to cross.  A big one hits and knocks over the tower.   Quite an impressive show of force – and much bigger than any we’ve seen so far.  Jeff and Carl are watching from where they are.  Another bog one approaching – looks like I might get splashed a little.  It hits and everything goes white.  


	I feel myself being lifted and taken with the water.  I’m being drug down across the rocks.  I’m in the water and I’m being sucked out at incredible speed.  It felt like being shot out of a cannon.  I’m getting dragged out to those huge waves in the distance.  The waves are terrifying, but what is really bothering me is the rocks.   The only way in is to cross them.  I’ve just spent the last twenty minutes watching the waves beat up against them.   I see myself being smashed into the rocks.  I don’t think that I was afraid at first – I was too much in shock.  I couldn’t believe it was happening.  I could see Jeff and Carl on land as I sped past them.  What could they do?  I was in this alone.  The first huge wave crashes over my head.  I know it’s best to dive in at the base of it – but I’m still in shock – I can’t move in my full-length wool coat, which is completely buttoned yup.  It’s acting like a sail when it gets filled up with water, making it that much more impossible to maintain any control whatsoever.  These waves are so huge that I’m literally getting thrown by them.  I’ve been washing-machined before, but not to this extreme!  Luckily I know that it’s futile to fight it.  You just have to wait till the wave passes & then try to figure out which way is up.  And hope there is enough time to catch a breath of air before the next huge one crashes.  I’ve had other scary experiences in the water – and I remember there was a lot of dialogue going on in my head.  This time was pure survival.  I barely remember what happened.  My only concern was getting air.  I had even forgotten about the imminent danger of the rocks.   It’s funny that my worst fear ended up being a relief once it finally happened.  I got tossed around in the big waves long enough to get brought in closer to shore.  


	A big wave took me and drug me across the rocks.  I was actually relieved, because there was land underneath me.  Also I realized that I couldn’t really feel the rocks that much, and I had avoided the gargantuan one out further, where the waves were pounding and splashing into the air.  I was fortunate that I was being drug across the rocks in so much water, except that I got taken in, and sucked right back out.  There were moments when the water receded, & I found my head above H2O  long enough to make out the form of my friends.  Jeff was coaching me the whole time – I think.  “Grab onto that rock.  Come on – you can do it – Pull yourself up!”  I can barely move in this huge jacket.   I’m already losing strength just fighting for air.  I grab onto a rock & realize that I can’t feel anything.  Another huge wave crashes on top of me – no use holding on.  This is crazy – I can’t imagine how I’ll ever get out of here.  There were flashes of – “Wow, maybe this is really it.” At first – resistance, “I’m not ready to die; I still have a lot of work to do here.   This can’t really be happening to me.”  that changed to acceptance.   “If this is what will be, then I am happy to leave in the ocean.  Maybe my work is needed more from the other side.”  There is still the intense will to survive – beyond what you could ever possibly imagine.   My mind has accepted the Divine Will of the Universe but my body won’t let go.  I’m repeatedly battered against the rocks.  Thrown in & sucked back out.   The turbulence is incredible.  I try to grab onto rocks every once & while but I can’t feel enough to know when I’m holding on or not – a very surreal sensation.  Hypothermia never even crossed my mind in the midst of the intensity.  


	My friends on the rocks offered support, encouragement, a special connection, something to hang on to.  I was losing strength rapidly but when I would see them or hear them it would give me the incentive to hang on.  Things kept getting blurry.  I began to become part of the H2O enough to get air without taking in the foam.  I start swallowing more and more water.  As my strength is dissipating … I don’t have the energy to fight.  My head is clear – no more thoughts or worries.  As I become one w/the H2O all fear subsides.  A very peaceful feeling comes over me.  


	All of the turbulence disappears – I’m no longer being threshed against the rocks.  I feel like I’m floating in a very tranquil pool.  The sound has changed too.  I no longer hear the crashing of  the waves from the surface.  I am a part of the H2O & only hear & feel it’s gentle movement. 





	 It is very beautiful & warm & there is a golden light.  





I feel loved  &  protected  &  completely at peace.  





 








 These are the first three pages of an entire handwritten book.  


(Stay tuned for more.)
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Andrea is a multifaceted, professional violinist who sails, boogie boards, travels the world, dances and generally enjoys life fully.  
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