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THE TREE OF TRUTH
June 28, 2019
 
The other day whist sitting next to a stream there was a branch hanging down and the branch had an assortment of leaves on it. Each leaf seemed to be telling a story about itself ... it spoke of the time before it broke forth in the spring when it was just a bud in the branch and how cold it got and the other leaves started to chime in ... each had their own version of what happened, what life is like being a bud on a tree and branching out and each was in a different part of their story ... some had just recently burst forth and others were close to the end of their time ... some were green and some were brown and there were all variations in between the two. The longer one sat there the more their stories progressed ... and finally a very old brown wrinkled leaf that did not photograph very well, hushed the others ... telling them to pipe down while he went on to share that his time was coming to an end and how he had enjoyed his life on what he called “The Tree of Truth” and went on to share his experience with my person:
 
“I am a dying piece of Truth on this Tree ... but am honored to be able to share what this is like with an apparent other before I leave (Tree joke). 
 
In all actually, I cannot really leave because ultimately I will just fall to the ground and if I am not washed away by this creek I will go back into the soil and back into the Tree to sprout again ... yet even if I am washed away ... wherever I end up I will be back into this which all of life springs forth from. But I digress” ... said the Leaf as it paused to regather its sense of story. 
 
“The history of this Tree of Truth is in every part of its Being or what you/humans call DNA ... so all parts of it are aware that it is itself the Tree and then a part of the Tree ... however the Tree itself stems from God and Trees not only know this ... but attempt to share it with all that is receptive to it. Such as you that is sitting under it are right now. 
 
You are becoming aware of what this Tree of Truth actually is ... without wording. You are basking in its Glow. All Trees Glow but those that have been able to deepen their roots well into the ground and expand their trunks through season after season til it gets to the full growth of what a Tree ought to be ... those Trees emanate a depth of understanding that enhances the well-being of the entire planet. 
 
The unfortunate thing is that more and more of them are being cut down and chopped down far sooner than they are able to establish the kinds of roots and trunks that are valuable in sustaining life on earth for its inhabitants. But again I digress” ... says the little leaf. 
 
“So I am about to fall away, but will not vanish completely,  but rather will simply morph into something else ... but while I was here I was Gifted with:
 
The Knowledge of Life.
 
And truly it was slow to come. First it trickles out of the Tree of Truth very slowly ... slower than you can imagine with the mind ... but it is a very deep and penetrating force ... which is why it takes so long. You can envision it like molasses being soaked into the trunk ... it is not true but it is a way of describing something your mind is not prepared to understand. You could say that the molasses is Truth itself ... and it seeps year after year into the trunk of the Tree from within and then out into the branches and eventually to every bud and leaf and although it lessens in it’s magnitude and force with each branching out ... every part of that Tree has Truth imbibed in it and therefore it flows out into everything that it comes in contact with ... including you at this current time. 
 
Most humans are out of touch with nature both literally and figuratively but cannot get “out” of nature itself because the body is created in it. In a very real sense, the human body is a close representation of a Tree ... humans cannot see this simple Truth because they believe themselves to be separate from everything ... but for those where the veil is wearing thin, Trees Speak in a language that is innately built into the body/mind/psyche and can be tapped into when one is not attempting to figure it all out but rather just absorbing what is being shared. 
 
The human body is very much like a sponge ... as most bodies are (not only human) ... it is absorbing information all the time from its surroundings which is why surroundings are rather important, though this is also something forgotten by the human animal. 
 
Every body on the planet no matter what the form has been designated an environment, but since the human animal cannot sit still very long it doesn’t fully ingest its surroundings and becomes fragmented. But that conversation is for another time and another leaf to tell. Today let us continue on with the story of this Tree of Truth here. 
 
So the Tree of Truth has been here for a very long time and has absorbed the surroundings quite fully, but also has imbibed the surroundings with an Energy of Truth. Meaning that this Tree is planted in Truth. Rooted in Truth. Or to say it most clearly:
 
Rooted in Nothing that is Everything.
 
To the naked eye if you cut it open (and please don’t) it would look as if it is solid and has the markings to prove it, but those that have come to Know this Tree on an intimate level Know that it is actually hollow and in that hollowness Truth flows through. In a very real sense it is a secret Gateway to the Truth of Who All Are. If a Realized Being were to come up and touch this Tree their hand would go right through it ... simply because they would be tapping into their Self. I see that you can grok this which is very good”. Said the little brown foliose. If a leaf could twinkle ... in that moment he was, before going on to say …
 
“You see, the longer you stay here the more obvious it all becomes. You become what you absorb. This is also why surroundings are important to bodies. Trees are important to surroundings and surrounding are important to bodies. But let us get back to the story ... I keep getting off track.” Stated the curled up and darkened frond.
 
“Now Truth seeps out of the Trunk of the Tree of Truth into the branches and then out into the buds and into the leaves and then back into the earth ... this is the cycle of both the Life and Truth of a Tree. Meaning a Tree that is fully manifested in the world. Not many Trees get to fully manifest anymore. In fact there are fewer and fewer species of Trees all the time. Most are cut short both literally and figuratively by humans. It is a very strange phenomena ... for that which gives so much to the human species is taken so utterly for granted. And it only keeps getting worse. Even though humans are becoming more aware of the atrocities they themselves create ... instead of stopping the behavior they attempt to find ways around it, which only leads to worse and worse behavior. But again I digress.” States the dilapidating brown petal. 
 
“So not only is the physical body of the human, in a sense, indebted to the Trees, but also the Spiritual body ... for the Trees radiate out this precious Gift to those that are receptive to it. Such as you are experiencing today. You are able to Hear me because you have Ears for it. Not all do. You haven’t always had it so clearly as you do now. Just like it takes time and maturation of a Tree to exude Truth into the world ... so does the human body and all bodies of the planet. 
 
One of the quickest routes to Truth is to begin to become quiet and to not question what one comes to Know but allow for it to ferment until such time as the mind of the recipient can process it fully or to the best of its ability.
 
A Tree of Truths power is in its Silence. Both inward and outward. And the more one becomes like the Tree the more Truth that one exudes itself.”
 
The little leaf took pause and got quiet. The sound of it’s welcoming, inviting and contagious voice drifts off into the forest, leaving a soft and gentle child-like vibration, similar to a child’s laughter wafting in the air. The scents, sounds and feel of early summer permeate one’s being. As the little brown friend once again expounds on its tale.
 
“Soon I will be gone, oh so very soon. One always knows when death is near ... most fear it ... others block it ... but if you don’t, it is often kind. Death can be very kind ... especially to an old body such as mine. I am ready and have been well prepared to disperse both back into the earth where this leaf body will go and back into Truth in which I have never left.” The little leaf stops speaking as if it has gotten lost in a bit of reverie before it continues on.
 
“Words are the trickster that is why it is stated that there is no need to understand ... because what is understood is worded and no words will ever come close to True Understanding. Life is very simple and the human mind quite complex. Give up the mind and you simply become what you already are! If only I could give you these simple Truths ... but alas you must accept them as your own and the only way to do that is to become them.”
 
For quite some time the Tree and I sat together ... the little leaf swaying in the tender summer’s breeze and as my own hand went up to touch the face ... it felt stronger and more masculine than it had ever felt before and yet the touch was so gentle and kind ... tears welled up in the eyes and a tenderness upon the Heart and the mind was stunned into a Silence deeper than it had ever known before. The eyes closed and a Love beyond any and all description enveloped my person and as the eyes slowly opened ... that little brown leaf seemed to squeal:
 
“Weeeeeeeee!!!!”
 
As a gentle gust of wind pulled it from its branch and landed it upright on the rippling stream. I watched as it surfed its way past rocks and brush until the eyes could no longer visibly see it. A timeless ache was felt upon the heart, and an innocent and warm smile crept up upon the lips in gratitude for this Glimpse of Truth ... gifted by Nature to Nature through Nature.
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