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Just over two years ago, a few weeks after I’d moved here to Yarmouth, I woke up in the night and realized that day, and night, no matter where I was or what woods I walked in, I could hear the highway.  I could not go back to sleep that night, and the next day I started asking everyone I met where they went when they wanted to be the only one there.  Having spent 5 years in the Bangor area, living out in the woods, and hiking in Baxter and Acadia, my question made sense in my own ears. It made other people raise their eyebrows and shake their heads…until I asked a young woman who used to work across the street at the Rosemont Bakery. She said, “Come with me”, and she drew a little map on a scrap of paper. “This is how you get to Morse Mountain,” she said. “It’s farther than you want to drive, but no one will be there, no one at all.”

There’s much of the year that no one will be at Morse Mountain when I go. No one at all. There will be no noise made by a human being; plenty of evidence that other people exist, but still I will feel completely alone. This puts me in one of those holy places, those places in-between and on the margins. Wonderful things happen to me. Deer will practically eat out of my hand one morning. I will come upon the sand at low tide at dawn and the massive size of the beach will make me feel like a small child again, held in the hand of a cosmic Mother who loves me best. I will be dizzy with my own freedom. I will feel joy.

In the summer time there’s a steady trickle of people. Never enough to be off-putting, but perhaps that’s because I know just when to go to not be overwhelmed. In the summertime there is an attendant who writes down how many people visit, and reminds everyone on the beach that this is a bird sanctuary, a wild and undeveloped place, and has different rules than other beaches. This feels right.  Sacred spaces need gatekeepers. I lie on the beach and think a lot about the secret place my friends and I used to go to when we were teenagers, cutting across a meadow at a trailhead in Marshall, Colorado, to get to a hidden grouping of boulders perched on the edge of a gully, a clear view of the Flatirons to be had from every seat. I think about how crushed we were when our hidden place became an official part of the trail, how we blamed ourselves for not covering our tracks.  I like the gatekeepers, who keep Morse Mountain in tact. Only the worthy may pass. The worthy do not have boom boxes, or cell phones, or leave any trash.

The summer is the most beautiful time. White trunks of trees brilliant against emerald leaves. The contrast of blue sky and white clouds sharp, breathtaking. There are side paths to be explored, single trees that rise up just so and beckon, and the beach with its dune grasses, pristine sand, and sun-warmed boulders….I move past the gatekeeper, worthy, excited, ready to experience all of these treasures with all of my senses…

And then the mosquitoes start to bite.

You don’t know mosquitoes till you try to live in Maine, and you don’t know Maine mosquitoes until you try to take a hike in the perfection of Morse Mountain in the summer time.  There isn’t enough DEET in the world to kill even one of them, let alone the hordes that descend the moment you stop to look at the magical, lighting strike old walnut tree, or pause to sit on the edge of the beach. They are enormous, numerous, and armor-plated. The more beautiful the mountain gets, the worse the mosquitoes are…not even the gatekeepers can help you.

Let us suppose this morning that we are, like Morse Mountain, perfect and pristine. Let us suppose we have a soul, and that that soul is connected to our Self, with a capital S, and also to Source, or God, or the collective unconscious of humanity…something bigger than us. Something absolutely WHOLE.  In this holy triad of soul, Self, and Source, we are perfect. We are beautiful. We are the Beloved. We are here for a reason, a reason particular to the very unique meshing of our soul with our Self, with the body and senses we’re born into, and the God we believe in. Our life has an ultimate purpose. As George Bernard Shaw said, “This is the true joy in life, the being used for a purpose recognized by yourself as a mighty one; the being thoroughly worn out before you are thrown on the scrap heap; the being a force of nature instead of a feverish, selfish, little clod of ailments and grievances complaining that the world will not devote itself to making you happy.”

When we are aligned with that ultimate purpose, that alignment of soul and Self and Source that makes us a force of nature, we are full of energy, full of joy, even in dealing with challenges we feel confident, passionate, there’s always a light ahead. When we are aligned with that ultimate purpose we know who our friends are, and we spend no time with our enemies. We are kinder to ourselves, laugh more with the children in our lives, and feel, day in and day out, a vast gratitude for all that is and will be. No beauty is wasted on us, and love is everywhere abundant.

Then the mosquitoes show up.

Mosquito medicine is a funny thing. There is an Arabic saying that goes, “Write the wrongs that are done to you in the sand, but write the good things that happen to you on a piece of marble. Let go of all emotions such as resentment and retaliation, which diminish you, and hold onto the emotions, such as gratitude and joy, which increase you.” This is wisdom, and there is much to hold on to here. It reflects, in some ways, the teachings of Buddhism that tell us that if there is a hell it is right here on earth, and to that to let go of negative thoughts and feelings, to let go of the attachments that these feelings create, is to free oneself - again, Self with a capital S - to know the inner way to Nirvana, to right relationship with all beings, to heaven on earth. This, too, is wisdom. What is perfect about you is inside of you. What is just right, is always just right, and right there in your heart and your will and your soul, and you can access it at any time, and most of us forget this. We forget. Some people devote their lives to remembering, to achieving a life completely filled with Source. Often these people become monks and nuns and yogis of different traditions. They are Holy ones, and their light warms us whenever they are near. 

But, there’s another wisdom which is, mosquito bites itch, and unlike a true yogi, when the bite itches most of us are going to scratch it. They itch for a reason, there’s a little bit of poison in there, and your body doesn’t like it. Embodied belief systems, such as the Chinese medicine that often accompanies Taoism, and some Native American traditions, tell us that our soul, our Self, and our Source had choices about how to interact with one another, and they chose the body, and it is partially through the senses of the body that we experience the three in alignment, that we experience joy. The senses are our road map to the treasure of our deep desire to be whole within ourselves.

In this line of wisdom, mosquito medicine reminds us that our negative thoughts and feelings are not BAD, they are USEFUL.  We are meant to be in alignment, and we are meant to be out of it. As life coach Chris Trout says, “That’s the ride.”
 Depression is chemical, and depression is often pointing out that you’re doing something you don’t want to do, settling for a smaller Self than will ever make you whole. Anxiety is frightening and real, and it is also a guide to how out of alignment you are with what you hoped to do in the world, and who you hoped to be. Anger is hiding something that wants to be found, usually fear, first, and then a deep grief that we need to address in order to move forward with our lives and feel healthy and joyful again. These feelings, and the thoughts that accompany them, are trying to save your life – not just the beating of your heart, the breath in and out of your lungs, but the life you were born to live – the meeting of your own holy triad, and everything It – You – came into the world to do, every dream you meant to fulfill, every kind word and gesture you are here to give, and receive.

Many of us have grown up in the dark side of mosquito medicine. We were taught to hide bad thoughts and feelings, to put on a good face and only say nice things. We were taught that you sacrifice first, and you hurt and you suffer, and you do for others, and the good stuff comes later. Pay your dues. Grow up. Not many of us in our society were carefully observed as small children to see what our souls had come into the world to do, to have and to be.  There were many, many rules in most of our households about taking care of our siblings, taking care of our parents, making enough money, having the right things. When we face hard times we find ourselves boxed in by these rules and regulations once again – no time to align ourselves with deeper purposes and inner reservoirs of joy, we need to get out of this jam. We need to survive; thriving will have to come sometime later. People are depending on us. 

That is one truth.

Another truth is that no one benefits from us when we are small and miserable. And, we think we can hide how small and miserable we feel inside, but we can’t.  When I operate day in and day out from a place that is not really me, everyone around me can feel it. When I go through life pretending the bites don’t itch, pretending to get satisfaction from work and relationships and activities for which I have no affinity or passion, I do more harm than good.

Mosquito medicine gives permission. It gives permission to recognize negative thoughts and feelings as the mere noise and nuisance that they are – allows us to see that underneath all that static we are perfect, and we have permission to be our biggest, joy-filled selves. At the same time it gives us permission to recognize negative thoughts and feelings as loving guideposts to a deeper, more satisfying life – real questions and challenges to be grappled with so that our life purpose can shine through. It takes some discernment to know which is which, day by day: To be on the ride and enjoying our biggest selves, get knocked off of it, and get back on again. When you begin to explore this territory you will find heartache, but you will find guardians and gatekeepers, too. There will be more help and more love, than you every imagined existed out there, and all of it just for you.

Of one thing we can be certain: your suffering does not increase the world. Your diminishment makes no one bigger. The good stuff belongs to you now, not later, and when you are your own force of nature, a mighty one, full of joy, radiating beauty, your own perpetual favorite season, everyone around you has permission to be the same, and life changes for the better, no matter what other difficulties are buzzing around. “You are a precious jewel. …ruby emerald jewel rainbow splendor person. You are amazing grace.”
 

� Much of the philosophy behind this sermon is thanks to intense work colleagues and I have done with job/life coach Chris Trout. For more information about Chris, and about developing your strengths and living your life purpose, check out his website at http://www.strengthsinfocus.com/


� Joan Baez. All quotes in this sermon can be found in the very special book Our Daily Tread compiled by Lisa M. Belisle, © 2008 Aerie River, Inc.  And, when you purchase a copy of this book you help our partner, Safe Passage!











