
The Cat on the Table. 

This one was really strong and now around the house with my daughter we say "they can't see the cat on the table." 


M came in and I always have tea before we work on shiatsu or meditation. She was sitting at the kitchen table and my mentor cat (teaches me hara work) was on the table. So, M was stroking the cat with her right hand and on her left hand were many scratches from her own cats (those little red scratch marks from playing with a cat) and she had that hand on her left knee. She was facing me. Cuddles was sprawled out receiving a good belly rub and purring away. M was crying as she told me since our work her therapy group (she has been in psychotherapy for years in group and sees a doctor) doesn't understand her any more. 


As she spoke, I could “see” people enter the kitchen they were all chasing something on the floor. The people were not tall at all, they didn't even come to the top of the table we were sitting at, and they were all frantically chasing something. M told me how she wanted to share her experiences with her friends and her group but they were not interested and she felt excruciatingly lonely. She was gesturing toward the group that I saw and I could see the people looking at her wounds on her hand and they turned their backs on her. M would cry and Cuddles would move in closer to her heart. I saw that the people on the floor the “short” people couldn't see the cat on the table, their view was blocked by their thoughts and fears, all they saw were the wounds on M's hands and the bottom of the table. She tried to explain to people what a cat was....it has sharp claws and sharp teeth...but it is soft and warm and purrs...but the sharp claws and teeth are something most people want to avoid because it says "more pain"

I saw they didn't want to know about the cat because they saw the pain that M was experiencing they wanted to keep chasing the mice on the floor. The mice were what they were familiar with. Their childhoods; their pain of life. All important but what they didn't know was that the cat would take care of the mice. The group was afraid of M's pain and didn't want to go there. They were comfortable with the familiar struggle; the mice chasing. Oh man...have I chased some mice in my day, in fact I know when I am chasing mice because my back hurts. (you have to stoop down to go after those wily creatures)When I go back for example; to what my parents did to me, I chase a mouse. When I get mad at GW Bush. I chase a mouse. When I hurt my knee and can't work… I chase a mouse. So thankfully my clients come in and remind me of the landmarks that manifest in happiness, loneliness and "pain" etc.  As I was sitting there thinking about how the group couldn’t see the cat I looked up toward the ceiling and saw it was literally and figuratively a ceiling, and thought wow, what can't I yet see. Is there a dragon?

Then the vision changed and I saw her walking out of a valley it was winding switchbacks and took her higher and higher, the view was getting better (different)with each step. Her therapy group (tourists) stayed looking at the sites sticking together sharing the site, comparing notes about the mice. M  set out alone; now a traveler no longer a tourist. She was really crying at this point and said she wasn’t ready to go at it alone. I saw other travelers that she would run into, each one will see other “cats” maybe a one-eye, two headed mountain cat, I will see a black owl and each experience is unique but can be shared with other travelers, I think that is what we do but now she was a traveler and being a tourist would never again be for her.
The beauty of this was that there is no judgment on the people who are chasing mice. They will or will not choose to “see the cat on the table” As traveler’s we are alone
And even when we meet other traveler’s we are still alone.  As we travel and find that is OK to be alone we can take off the residue off the Shen and as we do that we connect more and more with the Source. Gravity helps us with that. When the Shen protectors of our youth trust enough to allow the shen to be exposed there is less and less friction, and more and more light.

Gravity allows us mistakes (there are none of course, it is just a word we use). Trail and error. What ever one wants to call it. We can all take off to the cosmos if we want cut with the body. Cut gravity and go. But this gravity and these vehicles our bodies   offer such glorious pain such a playground, such a dirt heap, such a bunch of wonderful shit! I never fail but to think about Mike G when I think about this; Mike really is a bon vivante he has been rolling around in the playground of life, in the shit, in the groove, out of the groove…he is wonderful! I think his mediation and tai chi have been the thread of his wisdom, but then he would have to answer that!
None of this is “Me”  other people and less residue help me to “see” these crazy visions I get when people talk to me are what I did as a kid, now I have been working on freeing my Shen my spirit. I go back to these. So, I am writing these encounters down, the people ask me to put something on paper….but as I say to all… wipe all I say off the glass, nothing matters its all bullshit!
