line again. After a few seconds it will
expand out again but now the rotation
is in the opposite direction. This whole
cycle takes 2 or three minutes, then it
repeats.

Sometimes the size of the swing and
diameter of the circle will change
periodically: the amount of movement
will be large, 12 inches or more, then
on the next cycle it will be slightly &=
smaller, and so on, until it is only 2 or |
3 inches, and then the bobber may
come to a complete stop for one cycle
time. The cycles then become
gradually larger again in amplitude.
This behavior represents a larger cycle
whose period is typically 8 or 10
minutes. So we have cycles within
cycles.

This bobber action is fascinating stuff.
It’s especially fun to do this on a rock
in a public park and attract an
audience, who will categorize you as
one of the loonies. But they’re also
curious. Occasionally people will try it
themselves, with a little coaxing. It
seems to be true that people have
different sensitivities; not everyone

can do it. Charlotte,

It works only if you grip the bobber
handle tightly. And if you just stand
next to the stone, holding the bobber
over the top of it, you get only a small response. You get
the best bobber action by standing on the stone,
centering your body in the vortex (giving a second
meaning to the term “standing stone™).

Why does the direction of rotation change? Does it
mean the direction of energy flow changes? My
dowsing says no. My questioning indicates that it’s
because the focus point of the vortex does not stay in
one place; it slowly precesses around in a circle, and
therefore my position relative to the focus point
changes, and that causes the variation. When the point is
exactly north or south of the middle of that circle, that’s
when the bobber moves in a straight line. | love this
because it’s an example of parametric behavior, similar
to Julia sets in the science of fractals. But I’'m getting
too mathematical.
N

Q\A/
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Stone at the Shiele Museum near

showing spirals and
cup-marks. These carvings are
about 9500 years old.

Stones can heal people

Many ancient carvings in rocks show
cup-marks — rounded indentations in
the stone. Cup-marks in rocks are
= prevalent in Europe and the Americas.
. Through the pendulum | received some
. information about them. By lowering
the vibration rate, they have the ability
to transform cosmic energy into a form
that can heal people, both physical
. diseases and spiritual imbalances. In
that respect they act as miniature
domes. Most of the cup-marks are
more than 9000 years old, and the cup-
mark  “technology” originated in
Atlantis.

Stones can heal the Earth

In Healing the Heart of the Earth, the
author, Marko Pogacnik, talks about
his experiences with placing standing
stones for the purpose of earth healing.
He placed them along energy lines that
he perceived to be disturbed or
obscured — a kind of earth acupuncture.
“As needles of stone they stimulate or
balance the energy currents with which
they resonate. At the same time they
direct the attention of the onlooker to
the process of earth healing” (p. 16).
He also talks about earth chakras —
points of major energy influx. There
are many of these, and stones were
placed on some of these points eons ago. Especially
important are the points that are “perfectly balanced in
terms of cosmos-earth polarity as well as male-female.
This is a feature specific to a heart center.”

Stones have memory

Let the Standing Stones Speak, by Natasha Hoffman and
Hamilton Hill, purports to be a message that was
intuited from several large stones in France (see book
review elsewhere in this issue). The information was
placed into the stones in the early 20" century by the
archangels, to be retrieved when humanity reached the
point of being able to do so, and at a time when the
message was needed.

It starts with an explanation of the main purpose of the
megaliths: “The ancient standing stones upon your
planet were set up by your ancestors to attract into the
fabric of Earth the vital energies of life, which are
transmitted on the rays of the Sun, and in other cosmic
forces. In a similar manner, your chakra system
continually receives energy for maintaining the life
force in the body. In both cases there are specific



locations, entry points, for that essential inflow...
The megaliths are activators and visual reminders
of the cosmic forces. The stones hold a power of
Love equal to that of the angels, which vibrates
directly with the human heart chakra. They are
transformers which facilitate regeneration; without
them, the energy would not be sufficiently
focused.” (p. 30)

celebration and attunement. “The intention of those
who set them up was to...provide sanctuaries where
an essential resonance with the cosmos could be
celebrated.” We can imagine drumming, chants,
and dancing.

The large theme of the message is that we must
learn again to attune to the cycles of the Earth if we

are to survive. Civilization needs to progress in a
different direction; one in which we honor the
unseen forces and live in harmony with nature.

The great formations such as Stonehenge and others
had an additional purpose which involved
interaction between the stones and humans:

New member spotlight
Spotlight on: Sandy Trevathan
Where do you currently live?

Two years ago | returned to the East Coast after living in New Mexico for 14 years.
For now, I’ve settled in Catawba County, just south of Hickory.

What is your occupational identity?

| have a degree in landscape architecture and have work experience in landscape
design, land planning, and land conservation. Currently, I work as a planner with the
city of Hickory.

Tell us a little about your dowsing identity.

While | learned a great deal about the landscape through my education, | came out of school wanting to connect
in a more intuitive way with the land but did not know how. When | first learned about dowsing and ley lines
through a friend, | knew 1’d found a way. Early on, | went on a trip to Wales to visit standing stones, sacred
wells, and to test out my newfound dowsing skills. | was amazed by my experiences and totally hooked on
dowsing.

Since then, I’ve studied with Dominique Susani, a French geomancer. Through Dominique, | learned more
about dowsing earth energies, harmonizing energies thru the placement of stones, and using sacred geometry to
create energetic mandalas for healing. | find dowsing to be endlessly fascinating and look forward to getting to
know other NC dowsers.

Get spotlighted in the newsletter! If you are a recent member, send a short bio to the editor (see contact info on
page 2).

Chapter Activities

Ten chapter members convened on
October 18 at the home of Constance
Smutz and her son Erin in Arden, to
socialize and dowse. There was
discussion  about many  things
including unseen  (and  seen)
influences in our homes. Newcomers
had a chance to learn hands-on
dowsing in the back yard. Thank you
Constance for hosting this event.




The Pine Tree Sisters
By Chiwa

When I first bought my house in Asheville around 1990 there were two big white pines
on the northwest side. I was sfill living in Boston, when I heard from the previous
owners that one tree had fallen. I liked that some of the branches of the first pine
sister were given to a local artist to make wood spirits out of. When I moved onto the
land the remaining white pine graced the entrance to the pottery studio out back,
housing birds, shading the area, and making an arch that a pine cone bell hung from, to
announce the breezes. One sister gone, the remaining one appeared to lean somewhat
toward the house and studio, as if protecting the way, not threatening. I felt honored
to walk below it on my daily treks out to the studio and back. I used the cones to start
fires in the wood stove in winter, and I loved to lie on my back under the branches and
just gaze upward to the sky in summer, spring and fall.

I kept stacks of bricks on pallets under that tree, waiting to be made into a kiln. I
covered them with plastic to keep them dry. The shed for the kiln was eventually built
with friends. The patio in front of the shed was built later with bricks scavenged from
the Flood Zone Artists Coop where I used to fire, which we vacated last year for
friendlier higher ground. "Southern pace kiln building”, T call it.

The next chapter began in late spring of 1996, with a rain storm. The kiln still was not
built, and the stacks of bricks were still sitting under the tree. The tree sister spoke
to me then. I was standing by the screen door of the studio, feeling the wind and rain,
when I heard a voice and felt the free telling me that its time was due. I recognized
that if this was her time I had better move the bricks. I asked the tree if there was
enough time to move the bricks before it would fall, and sensed a "yes". I went up to
the house and told Andrew that the tree had spoken to me and that we needed to move
the bricks NOW. We donned long sleeves, and socks and long pants (poison ivy
preventative), and started fo move the bricks into the shed. At first we were quite
careful about placing the bricks in proper piles by kind and shape. As things progressed
we became more in a hurry, and altho almost imperceptible, we noticed that branches
on the brick side of the tree seemed to be getting lower.

Peter, our neighbor, was called into service and with a wheelbarrow we continued our
brick evacuation. On top of one of the piles I noticed what I thought was a mouse nest,
soft and dry and fluffy, and carefully brushed it away. A little bit down was another.
Andrew started to brush it, and it hummed and buzzed at him: a nest of big black and
yellow shiny bumblebees. Andrew donned a net hat and carefully picked up the
vibrating mass, and moved it to a box that we carried off o a dry place away from the
tree. More bricks. . . and hiding further down a garter snake. While Peter and I
continued on, Andrew took the spiraling snake up to the garden. We were down to the
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last pile, approximately two hours from the first brick move. Down a bit further
another snake, this one hissing and open mouthed. Andrew again removed this friend to
the garden. Peter pulled the last bricks, and I, the pallet that held them. Peter
declared that his head wanted to move the stragglers, but his body wouldn't let him. T
went under and snagged the last ones out.

We sensed a change, I looked up and hollered "it's going", and slowly, slowly, an inch at
a time, the free started its descent, its final dance, to the song and prayer and tears
of Andrew and T on either side of it. "Beautiful tfree, sweet white pine, thank you for
your life here, your shade and protection. Thank you for giving us time, and warning.
Thank you beautiful tree." It slowly released, heading straight for the house. As we
sang and prayed and thanked it for being, she slowly shifted her direction to the west,
like an exhaled breath, and fell clear of the house. All the way down it went at that
slow pace, until branches sheathed into the ground, it halted. I stood in the uprising of
soil where the roots had pulled up and was aware of the breathing and letting go of
this great tree being, and wept. Never have I experienced such connection with a free
being. It gave us warning, it waited for us to be done scurrying underneath, it ook the
least damaging route, it gave its body to us, and it just skimmed the house's paint
layer, giving us insurance money for the removal of the tree. We actually had it milled
right here in the yard - to return the bio-mass to our land as chicken house and
woodshed, and mulch.

I gave thanks for its coming down so gently, sprinkled some cornmeal around it to
honor it, and sat with its roots and being for awhile. I+ was quite awing to sit in its
presence and feel it sending little shudders up through my body as its spirit lifted off.
The tree body was about 2 1/2 feet across and sixty feet tall and judging from the
rings about sixty years old. When resting, the limbs impaled themselves into the earth
and held the trunk off the ground about four feet, as we limbed and sectioned it. We
had the smaller branches mulched to create paths, and the chipped pile, while waiting
to be spread, housed a family of garter snakes, who peeked out at us through holes and
pathways in the uneven mulch.

This story reminds me of when my father passed over. It was imperceptible, slow,
soft; I wasn't sure if it was happening. The breathing changed. Is this it? Is this really
happening? The soft shimmering of life in this dimension slowly shifting to that of the
next. Yes, it is palpable, yes, we can sense it; staying as open as possible to those quiet
messages, be it human, tree, or other form. All is one.

I offer you this tree story, and warm Southern softness. The connection is always.
Abundance is everywhere.

Chiwa is a member of Appalachian Chapter and lives in Asheville.



The Critter Corner

Their greatest gift so far
By Kate Pittman

Perhaps it’s the coming of fall that brings out an
awareness of the passing of time for me. Birds are
flying south to their wintering grounds and plants are
preparing themselves for months of quiet rest before the
warmth of spring returns, calling them all back as the
magical cycle continues. As winter approaches, my
thoughts wander to endings, transformations and
changes. All of us, be we human or another species
will experience a huge transition at the end of this form
of life.

As a dowser communicating with other animal species
living closely with humans, I am often called to help
people and their pets discuss sensitive issues that are
frequently avoided between even the closest of
friends. The reality of our finiteness in this form is not
something easily discussed in our culture. Many stories
shared verbally through generations and formal
religious teachings offer scenarios describing what will
happen after our last breath is drawn. The contradictory
tales can be quite unsettling for some people. Humans
don’t seem to agree on just what the transition will be.

Before learning to speak to animals, | was a Wobbler
who, rather than gaining comfort from any one
ideology, preferred to glance at many explanations
before retreating into the land of ignorance again.
Sometimes it would seem that a huge void awaits us...
wobble...then I’d recall some personal experience with
otherworldly beings and visions of sitting amongst
fellow “ghosts” on puffy white clouds. A basic unease
always accompanied questions of the eternal future of
“me”.

Thanks to the critters and our conversations, my belief
system has transmuted profoundly. | have deep
gratitude for everyone who has reached out to me,
asking for help near the end of their critter friend’s
“lives”. Do you know that in all the hundreds of end-
of-life conversations shared with non-humans, only two
have not referred to this transition as “going home”.
Although some want to stay here for a while, great joy
is often expressed when talking about the eventual
return to what they describe as “where | came from and
will go back to.”

Most animals have little anxiety or no fear about the
process of crossing over. Much of our discussions are

about unfinished business they may have, whether they
have preferences in how they would like to take leave
of us, requests for special goodies or goodbyes, when
and where they may choose to return to their humans
for a visit, and many other practical matters. How
blessedly uncomplicated these talks are. Sometimes |
ask myself where the angst and emotion most humans
experience is. Well, there is little to look for. In place
of those things can be found a sweet gratefulness that
now they can express to their humans their joy or
desires about the end of this journey. Animals know
that first, things are as they need to be; and second,
what we all are going to experience is not only natural,
but in most cases pleasurable as well. | have heard so
many times that any transitory physical pain during the
process is truly acceptable. “After all,” shared one
lovely big dog, “it always hurts a bit to be born.”

Why am | writing about this topic now? It certainly
isn’t to convince anybody that their beliefs need match
mine. We all have our own paths. During our current
season of many different changes | was led to consider:
what is the greatest gift 1’ve received from the non-
human beings | talk with? It is this: thanks to all these
talkative beings | have acquired a very personal,
unwavering faith in an existence that lasts far beyond
this mortal body. What an enormous and unexpected
windfall has been given me through communication
with the critters, on this side and elsewhere. It is a great
honor to share such extraordinary and personal times
and conversations with those passing and those who
stay here for now.

I’m so grateful for help in letting go of the fear of a
potential “THE END” in my future. It has been
replaced by a comfortable curiosity and delightful
wonder about “what’s next?” somewhere down the
road. Just as the energies of things on earth change
vibration as the seasons cycle, so will I merely be
changing vibration as | travel from one form to
another.

Each of us have different belief systems to honor and
personal journeys to attend to. I’ve shared a tiny bit of
my Greatest Lesson learned from conversations with
non-humans. Gather up your pendulums, go out, chat
with them and find out what gifts are waiting for you. |
can’t wait to hear what you find out.

Kate Pittman is a dowser, intuitive and animal
communicator. She lives in Haywood County.
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Friends of Silence is a monthly 2-page flyer, containing short quotes from various authors and teachers on
a certain theme, which is different each month. Usually it’s things like time, light, nature, friendship,
mystery. The latest issue’s theme (September 2008) is the meaning of the transition we call death. Here
are a couple of the quotes from that issue:

As summer dies into autumn, we can feel new energy, new life. For life is eternal...how could it be
otherwise? There is a universal continuity, an infinite and ever-flowing consciousness that we forget at
our birth and return to at our physical death, where we pass into the Realm of Love. This Love is with us
throughout our lives. As young children, we naturally live in both the earthly and heavenly realms until
the material world with its wondrous possibilities and myriad distractions becomes the norm.

Blessed are those who learn to see beyond the Veil, who communicate with the angels and lovingly co-
create with the community of those who have entered true Life! As we die to all that is not life-giving
here and now, we more easily make the transition when Love calls to us.
- Nan Merrill
With their last breath
those we love do not say good-bye —
for love is timeless.
Instead, they leave us a solemn promise
that when they are finally at rest
they will continue to be present to us
whenever they are called upon.
Let us fear not, nor grieve, beyond letting go,
the departure of those we have greatly loved,
for in the Tree of Life their roots and our own

are forever intertwined.
- from a FOREST OF PEACE prayer card

(Friends of Silence, 11 Cardiff Lane, Hannibal MO 63401)

QUARTERLY MEETING INFORMATION

9:15-10:00 Registration 12:45-1:15 Business meeting & elections
10:00 — 12:00 Program 1:15-3:15 Program, continued
12:00 - 12:45 Lunch / booktable 3:15-4:15 Dowsing clinic

Admission Fee: members: free if you joined or renew at the $25 level, otherwise $ 3.00 ; non-members: $ 8.00.
Lunch Arrangements: Pot luck with ample kitchen facilities for warming and preparing dishes. Volunteers are
needed for setting out food and cleaning up.

Books and Supplies: sales table, with books and other items related to dowsing, will be open during lunch and after
the meeting. Members and guests are invited to bring their used books and periodicals related to dowsing, healing,
earth sciences etc. as a donation to the chapter to be sold during quarterly meetings. Because storage space is
limited, however, unsold items should be retrieved at 4:15.

DIRECTIONS TO LEICESTER COMMUNITY CENTER

From 1-40, Exit 53B and Asheville center : follow 1-240 west thru Asheville; on the Westgate Bridge over the river be in the
left two lanes, and continue onto 19/23 west (Patton Avenue). 4™ light, near Ingles, is Leicester Hwy (state hwy 63). Turn
right onto 63.

After turning onto 63, follow it for about 9 miles, passing signs for Erwin Middle and High Schools, and Leicester

Elementary. The Community Center is less than one mile past the Leicester Supply Company, which will be on the right.
There will be a low sign for the Center on the right.

From 1-40, Exit 44: turn Left at the end of the ramp onto 19/23 (Patton Ave) going toward Asheville. Leicester Hwy (Rt 63)
will be on the left near the second Ingles grocery store. Turn left on 63. See directions above (“after turning onto 63).

From 1-26 going north toward Asheville: exit 1-26 onto 1-40 West. Take Exit 44 off 1-40 and follow the above directions.
From 1-26 East going south toward Asheville: 1-26 will merge with 240. On the Westgate Bridge over the river be in the left

two lanes, and exit 240 onto 19/23 west (Patton Avenue). 4™ light, near Ingles, is Leicester Hwy (state hwy 63), going to the
right. Follow directions for “After turning onto 63" above.
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November 2008

November Meeting Program
Announcements & Book Review
The Stones of Appalachia
Dowsing the Standing Stones
New member profile

The Pine Tree Sisters

The Critter Corner

Meeting Details




