SHAPESHIFTER #1

CROW


I know a bird.  He is strong and black and wise.  He travels many worlds, through different times and knows creatures I can’t even begin to imagine.  Today, he is a common crow.  If you look at him now, that is what you’ll see.  But his shape changes. He could be that dark-haired woman walking briskly with bracelets jangling.  He could be a child from the past, part of an ancient tribe, trout fishing.  Or he could be that man in the park with the bead in his beard, the daypack and heavy boots who seems to disappear just when I start wondering whether or not he is homeless.  Perhaps, he has more homes than I think.


My shape never changes.  I feel locked on the ground with two feet and I see only what is in front of me.  My friend has no such limits.  He tells me that he has been many shapes in many times and places.  His wisdom and knowledge is beyond my perception.


One day, he swooped down landing on top of a fence and screeched. I jumped back shocked out of my mindless internal scrap heap.  He was so big and bold, so close to me that all I could do was stare and listen.  In this way, we became teacher and student.  His teachings showed me all the small ways we are all connected.  Some days, as I walked, he flew by with information about sites ahead as I traveled.  Other times, he warned squirrels and other birds that my dog was on the prowl.  Another day, I might be out driving and suddenly a crow landed on a stop sign, then later on a street sign I passed and then again on a tree near the road and I am gently prodded out of my; mindlessness.  It made me wonder at all that is around me. It caused me to question the easy consensual reality in which I so mindlessly exist.


I have read that some people can see shape-changers and others just see the shape they want to see.  I’ve never seen my friend change shape.  But I do know I sometimes sense something out of the corner of my eye but by the time I turn to ”look” it is gone.  Just because I haven’t actually seen it, doesn’t mean it doesn’t exist.  I’ve learned, now, thanks to my friend and teacher, that there is much more to the world than I can see and touch and tasted and smell.

