SHAPESHIFTER #4

OWL

She had a gift.  She wasn’t the first in her family to have the gift, nor the last.  But she would be the last one to use the gift for a very long time.

Arianrhod was born under the full owl moon.  A strong voiced child, she grew into a woman confident in herself and her abilities.  The people in her village trusted the gifts of her family.  When it came time for her to step out of her childhood and use her gifts, the village welcomed her strength and power.  Her gift was not to be trifled with, it was meant to be used to help, to support and to heal. Those who did not understand this, and tried to use it against others learned the lesson of its power.
Her gift was simple. Arianrhod could bring the truth to light.  Where there were lies, theft, abuse, greed, lust, or even false hope, she could see through it and tell the deep truth that could cleanse the wounds of the body, mind and spirit.   On the nights of the full moon, anyone in the village who needed her help was welcome under the oaks in the grove.

Sometimes, as we all know, the truth can be painful.  We would prefer to believe the lie even to ourselves.   But lying even to ourselves weakens our minds, bodies and spirit.  Sometimes it leads to physical ailments, mental anguish, and lastly to a darkening of the spirit.
One day, a new man appeared in the village.  He spoke to the people about a new and powerful force that could cure any problem.  He promised a place of ecstasy after death for all who followed his rules.  This new man had a god who needed to be worshipped.  His name was to be held sacred; his will to be followed without question and his priest was given his power on earth.  Those who failed to follow would be cast out into the darkness of death and damnation.   He said his truth was the one and only truth.  The beliefs that had come before him were wrong, false and led only to evil.

His truth was about fear.  Her truth was about love.
One night, the men and women, carried sticks and stones into the oak grove.  They found Arianrhod under the mother oak tree sitting as she always did waiting to see if anyone needed her help.  But tonight, they were afraid of evil, of death, of her.
Arianrhod knew they were coming.  She knew their fear and her own, but she sat still under the tree. The sound of the rocks thudded against her back and sticks flew all around. And the people chanted, “Sticks and stones, sticks and stones will break her bones,” the people chanted.
Slowly she turned to face them; blood running down her face.

“My truth is all about balance, she said calmly.  “Balance in change, as the season’s change, as life changes, so do we change.  There is birth, life and death. But death is not the end; it is just part of the balance, a season that cycles back to birth.  This is the truth.  There is no need for fear.”
They didn’t stop to listen.  More rocks flew and their chant grew louder, “Sticks and stones. Sticks and stones will break her bones.  Sticks and stones. Sticks and stones will break her bones.”
Then as the wind blew the last of the leaves down, an owl flew right at them, so close they could feel the wings brush their faces.  They watched the bird land gracefully on a big branch of the mother oak tree.  Below the branch, all the remained was Arianrhod’s clue cloak, her body was gone.  

Above on the bough, the owl screeched but the people heard only Arianrhod’s voice clear and strong, 

“Remember, sticks and stones can break your bones,

 but the truth can always heal you.”

