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Blaming Cupid

Wherever you are doing something ceremonial,
that place becomes sacred.
The entire earth and everything about it is sacred,
not one place more than the other.
Long Standing Bear Chief,
Blackfoot elder

When one begins to understand the Great Mystery, to know,
in a way that transcends conventional knowing, that our human spirits
are part of a great circle of spirit,
then that understanding must also translate into action .
We begin with thanks.
Joseph Bruchac
Abenaki writer and teacher

Passion (pash y nn. [LL. passio< L. passus, pp of pati, to endure, suffer].

1. originally, suffering or agony, as of a martyr. 3. The state orpower of receiving
or being affected by outside influences; condition of being acted upon: opposed to
action. 5. extreme, compelling emotion; intense emotional drive or excitement;
specifically, a) great anger; rage; fury, b) enthusiasm or fondness, as fo music,

¢) strong love or affection, d) sexual drive or desire; lust, 6. the object of any
strong desire or fondness.

Ifyoul ook up the word Apastsu dadidgionary, thafirst y pi c al L
term you are likely to encounter is cupido, desire, longing<cupidus, eager,
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longing, passionate; so that although the meaning of our word passion is more
directly derived from this tupdityyg whli ah so get
means a strong desire, especially for wealth; avarice; greed. Yet théasis for all of
it originates in Cupid, the Roman God of Lov
As the Fox instructed the
Little Prinec
the source of
mi sunder s Amln
so we are welladvised.
| am, however, quite
passionate about several
things, not the least of
which is the desire to live
each day as fully and
completely as | can.
What | mean by this is
not a frenetic searching
for the next new
experience, latest fad, or
current technological Time to Make Hay , Cades Cove
toy-du-jour, but rather the striving to be as present as | can in each moment, to
be here now, and to understand here and now in the greater scheme of things.
At the moment, here happens to be somewhere on the shoulder of Mount
Kephart, along the Appalachian Trail, a few hundred feet above Newfound Gap in
Great Smoky Mountains National Park. | am here to celebrate, to be reminded,
and to ponder: to celebrate my great good fortune at being allowed to do what |
love to do more than anything in t he world, to remind myself of the passion | feel
toward this awesome land of wonder, and to ponder how we, as individuals, come
to create and thento experience our connections with the world around us.
| can see, almost as if |
were there, Old Kep
and his good friend,
George Masa, as they
rambled along this way
making notes, taking
photographs, but mostly
just being grounded in
the moment they were
in, doing what they loved
in the most wonderful
place they could imagine
on the face of the earth.
In 1955 | had never
7} heard of either of them,
Top of My World, Newfound Gap and in my eight-year-old
mind | could hardly imagine where the Great Smoky Mountains might be,
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although my father had been careful to show me on the maphow we would travel
from our home in Athens, Georgia northward along Highway 441, located at the
end of our street, all the way to North Carolina and Tennessee.

e T = =1 By that point in time |

e ' was already a seasoned
traveler, having driven
with my family a year
earlier to El Paso, Texas,
where we had lived for
several months as my
father had attended the
US Army Artillery School
at Fort Bliss, so that he
could make a branch
change from the Infantry
to Artillery as a National
Guard officer. So going
2 ; » : to North Carolin a was no
Little River Summer big deal, but | was

excited about the prospect of visiting an Indian reservation and seeing the biggest
mountains in this part of the world.
What | was completely unprepared for was the experience | would have in the
middle of that trip as | stood at the top of Newfound Gap watching the world-as-
mountains that fell away on every side as far as | could see. In that summer
moment, surrounded by mountains and tourists like me, the shape of that world
would change forever. In that moment an awareness would become as clear in my
mind as the peaks and valleys around me: not a voice, and yet there were words
that simply said, AOne day you swhd | I
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revelation, and yet how
could it ever be fulfilled? |
would live in Athens for
the rest of my life, or so it
seemed to me.
Fast-forward a dozen
years. No longer do | call
Athens home, yet | am
there, now as a student.
However, | am beginning
to discover that | am
spending as much of my
time as | can, not in the
rolling hills of the Georgia
piedmont, but in the = — -
fastnesses of the mountains Autumn Gold, Upper Sugarlands Valley
that sit along the Georgia-North Carolina border, places with names like Standing
Indian and Tallulah and Nantahala, where cold mountain waters splash over
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rocks from the basement of time and there are still forests where bears and
bobcats reign. And | come here because | am drawn to mountains When | am in
them my heart feels at home; and one more thlng besides: when | ama little
farther north , in mountains known as — —
the Great Smokles, | feel that | am in
the place where my soul was born,
where | am connected to this earth like
no other place | have ever beenHow
am | to make meaning of this?
Let me start with a story of an
experience, one that | had at the age of &
eleven. Perhaps you may recall a
similar ex perience from your own
youth. If so, do not draw back from
returning to it even now and seeing it
for what it might tell you about who
you are today.
| am in the rolling, piedmont
woodlands of northern Georgia, just on
the edge ofAthens, not far from my
home, a quiet neighborhood that
formed part of the periphery be tween
the urban reality of that small city and
the rural countryside of Clarke County.
With a group of friends, | am playing f
that best of childhood games, Roaring Fork , Literally
Hi d e 0;and Baendiking in a landscape that | already know well.
Not far from the edge of awinding, sylvan stream | find a diminutive , circular
copse of trees, thickly clustered,about ten feet tall with a tiny opening that
reveals an interior clearing perhaps 152 0 6 diameter: a perfect hiding place.
Quietly | enter and move to a spot away from the opening; rolling on my back, |
lie looking up at a blue sky strewn with small, puffy cumulous clouds. The woods
are still; there is no sound. | am transfixed by the wafting nebula, and it begins to
seem as though the vapors and | are becoming part ®some singularity . At some
point, thirty seconds, three minutes, who can say, | become aware that time has
passed;but more, that my last awarenessi from which | have just returned to
this moment i was that there was no distinction between me and the grass of my
daybed and the trees around me and the cloudfilled heavens above me. We were
all of a piece; one. In my return to being present in the hiding place, the spell is
broken,and | am again the separate me of my fno
recall this occurrence today as vividly as | lived it more than half a century ago-
the sense of having passed throughsome profound circumstance that was the
unfolding of some deeper understanding of myself in relation to my world.
| do not believe that what happened to me on the day is unique, rather | believe
that it is the common experience of nearly, if not, all of us at some point in our
lives, especially when we are young, and that by not remembering it we have
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choseni deliberately, or not i to disregard a fundamental understanding of the
world we live in; one that the mystics of the planet have taught for centuries and
one that science, in its ponderous demands for proofand its bias toward seeing

things as parts rather
than as a whole is only
now beginning to
embrace.
Lest you label me as a
refugee from a New Age
encounter group, let me
assert that | am, by
nature, very much a
skeptic, Missourian in
fact. | am not a believer
merely because someone
suggests | should believe
this, or that, or the ot her
anything. In fact, | go out
Snowfall, Walker Camp Prong of my way to disprove the
reality of most metaphysical suggestivity to which | am subjected. The great
magician, Harry Houdini, wanted so badly to believe in t he reality of spiritual
communication 1 so that he could be in contact with his beloved mother who had
passedi that he made a second career out of seeking to disprove every instance
of it he was presented, hoping to find that one moment in which it could actually
be demonstrated to be
true.
He never found one, but
my own experience with
connectedness led b a
different outcome. In
those early days of my
wanderlust, four -lane
highways were non-
existent in North
Georgia, and US 441 was
still the main north -
south artery that
connectedthe counties
in the extreme northeast
corner of the state with
the rest of the world. North of Mid -Fall Color, Luftee Overlook
the quaint little town of Homer, the old highway began to take on the serpentine
qualiti es of a true mountain road, snaking and twisting its way through northern
Banks County as it approached the first uplift of the Blue Ridge, a long spine of
ridgeline known as the Gainesville Ridge where Banks County becomes
Habersham 1 and contrary to what Sidney Lanier , G e o r ggreat dineteenth-
5




