Element Earth:  Enabler of Life
Earth.  The word brings immediately to mind lush green meadows full of brightly colored wildflowers.  Thoughts of the forest floor and the heady aroma of moist green life, trees of immense girth that climb high into the sky, harboring dreams of scraping the clouds with the top of their heads.  Earth brings to mind the heat and harshness of the deadly seductive desert, barren and burnt, yet here only the strongest living things survive, and even thrive.  

Earth brings to mind the striking beauty of the majestic mountain; the strength and royalty of the oak as it stands tall and proud above a field of golden wheat heavy with grain.  The golden rays of the God bathe both tree and field; the gentle caress of the Goddess, her refreshing and life-giving water, soaks the land, bringing nourishment to Oak, Wheat, and all greening, squirming life it touches.

Earth brings to mind the pure unchallenged and inevitable power of the Deep Earth, the slow savagery of shifting tectonic plates; the fury and destruction of the mighty volcano as it stands dormant for untold years upon end, only to suddenly spew forth the fiery lifeblood of our wondrous and magickal planet.
Earth brings to mind the solitude and longevity of a rusty desert rock spire, the sheer stubbornness and endurance of the rock as it refuses to yield to the wear of the elements that surround it.  It brings to mind the mysteries of the dark wet crevasses that hide below the dirt, ancient voids between the massive rock formations that make up the skin and bones of the earth.  In these dread and dark places, life thrives.  This life has evolved perfectly for the dark; naturally blind, brightly phosphorescent, unable to appreciate even its own beauty, yet deeply in tune with the living vibrations of the stone and the whispers upon the wind.
What is the nature of Earth Energy?

Think of all the scenarios presented above.  What aspect of each is Earth, and which derives from Air, Fire, Water, or Spirit?  Is the Tree itself an essence of Earth, or is it an essence of living Spirit?  Is the Wheat an essence of Earth or is it an essence of living Spirit?  Is the moss that grows upon a rock a form of Earth, or rather, is it the rock that is Earth, and the delicate, finicky moss, the living, breathing, life filled moss, that is a form of spirit?

Tree, Wheat, and Moss, each are living things, and many consider these to be derived of the Element Earth.  This is true, for a tree cannot survive in the ocean; neither could the Wheat upon the wind nor the Moss within a flame.  If the living, breathing, life-consuming and life-providing plants are considered Earth, then what of the rock and the sand, the mountain and the field?  What of the blind fish and luminescent plant life that thrives in the dark wetness of the cavern?  Do the blind fish and strange plant life better represent Earth, or does the uniqueness and natural perfection of the cavern better represent the Element Earth.

Spirit is Life – Earth Enables and Strengthens Life

The warmth of the fire and glow of the flame: the essence of the Element of Fire.  The gentle breeze and powerful gale: the essence of the Element of Air.  The driving rain and the crashing wave: the essence of the Element Water.  The flowing strength of life, the loving grace and perfection of the Divine, the human soul: the essence of the Element Spirit.  The dark womb of the cavern, the fertility of the field, the inspiration and endurance of the mountain, the tortuous sizzle of the desert:  the essence of the Element Earth.

Too many people confuse Earth with Spirit.  They say the Tree is of the Earth, well…not exactly.  The Tree grows from the Earth, but it is filled with living spirit, the tree is connected to the Divine through its own life force.  The Earth in which the tree is planted enables the tree to thrive, it provides the perfect location for sunlight, moisture, and mineral nourishment, essentially allows for perfect access to all of the elements, but Earth is not the Tree.  
The barren dessert, seemingly devoid of life, enables the scorpion, the spider, the snake, the hare, and the cactus to thrive.  It is not the armored and enduring creatures that are Earth, for they too have a direct link to Spirit.  Rather, it is the particulate desert sand, the cracked and weathered monoliths of stone that support, strengthen, and enable Life to thrive in this harshest of environments.
Sitting upon a moss covered rock and embraced by the ancient green guardians of the forest, the Ash, Yew, Pine, Oak, and Maple, you hear the peaceful, eternal, living, and infinitely unique song of the forest.  Wind blows through the boughs of the tall green trees; you hear the flittering of leaves as this summer breeze blows through branches, turning summer foliage into a representation of  Kite.  
The gurgle of a fresh, clear stream, the sound of water as it flows around and over tiny pebbles and large stones, the churn and burble as a fallen log dams a portion of one of many of Earth’s life-giving arteries: each contributes its part to the symphony of the Forest.  Birdsong fills the air, the music of chirping and warbling birds hidden among their nests in the strong trees fits perfectly with the soft tones of the wind, the lazy rhythm of the water, the slithering of the snake through tall grass, and the slow beating your own heart.  This is the Forest Song.
See this magickal place in your mind, hear the song in your ears, feel the breeze upon your cheeks, and smell the richness of the vegetation and soil; now identify the relationships between each section of this eternal symphony.  The Earth provides the foundation for the Tree, the perfect northward-facing location for the moss, and the bed for the slow and lazy stream.  The stream, Water, brings life to all the living things of the forest.  The gentle wind brings renewal, change, the echo of other forest songs, and the seeds of distant life suspended tenaciously upon it.  The sun provides heat, light, and energy, it is Flame incarnate, yet perfectly distant that it enables life, not destroys life.  The colorful chorus of birds that nest high above the ground, the squirming insects that burrow into the loamy and mineral-rich soil, the fungus that grows upon the flesh-like bark of the Oak, and the Moss that grows unnoticed in the damp gloom; these are of the Spirit.
It is the culmination of Earth, Air, Fire, and Water that allow for Spirit, i.e. Life, to exist.  It is Earth that provides shelter for nature’s children and gives vegetation the perfect location to grow, thus allowing for the fulfillment of their role in the cycle of life.  It is water that brings refreshment and life, the gift of rain and renewal for the land and the sky.  It is air, the breath of life, that carries pollen and seed, insect and bird, to fulfill their roles in the cycle of Life.  It is fire that heats the earth, but also it is fire that cleanses the forest of dead underbrush, disbursing minerals and nutrients into the baked soil, ultimately allowing greater diversity and concentration of new life in the new open spaces created by the devastation.  
The Element of Earth is the slow and intense pressure of colliding plates, the enduring strength of the mountain, the fertility of the soil, and the explosive, unstoppable raw power of the volcano.  Earth is that which enables life to grow, prosper, and reproduce.  Earth is the slow, stubborn, enduring strength, and the untamed explosive power that is but one of the components of the five elements.
A Meditation on Earth Energy

I stand alone and naked as a pillar of stone, tall and proud with the strength and power of eternity.  My feet do not rest upon the Earth, they are the Earth.  Seamlessly I am connected to the planet, nothing more than an extension of Earth’s rocky flesh, a monument to the endurance and strength of stone.  

Cool water moistens my body as the spray of a gentle waterfall throws droplets upon my face.  At my feet, the white foam of the churning waters flow around me; I feel the water as it painstakingly wears at my flesh.  Slowly extracting minerals from my body and depositing them downstream where a farmer grows rows of tall silken corn and rich fields of golden grain from the sustenance of my body.  The warm afternoon wind breaks around my unmoving, unforgiving body, whistling as it finds tiny newly discovered crevices to flow through.  

My body is stratified stone; layers upon layers of different types of rock make up my form.  At my crown a perfect quartz gemstone reflects the light of the sun, retaining and holding the light as the sun passes above. Upon my brow, a round smoky purple amethyst is deeply embedded; it too reflects the light of the sun, retaining and glowing with the light.  At my throat, a sapphire of ocean blue glitters while in my chest a forest green emerald sparkles.  As the sun continues its journey, I feel the large deposit of shiny gold that juts out from my stomach warm, upon my bowels the citrus orange of a large chunk of Citrine rests collecting light and heat.  Below, where the tools to create new life reside, the wet luster of a scarlet red ruby hangs suspended between the twin supports of my strong rocky legs.
Beneath my feet I feel the slow savagery of the Earth beating in time with my heart.  I feel warmth the sun high overhead, as it shines upon my body, filling the gemstones with living life.  I begin feel power flow into me from deep within the earth.  This is the power of the God; it builds slowly, steadily, yet contains a dense ferocity of primal power that has remained unknown to me until this point.  I see the floes of molten rock and metal as it slowly and steadily pushes its way to the surface; melting and destroying any obstacle in its way from the sheer force and power behind it.  I feel it flowing in my veins as this magma is drawn upwards and into my body, empowering me.

From above, the moisture of the waterfall begins to fill me with power as well.  The passion and power of the God below, and the cool, calm, wisdom and direction of the Goddess above, merge with my energy.  I see my body as the rock.  Bacteria, mold, fungus, moss, and insects thrive in the crevices of my stone body.  My rocky form does not create life, it allows life to live, and it brings shelter and nourishment to plants, animals, and insect life.  It brings nourishment for the farmer’s crop, which becomes nourishment for man and beast.
I focus on my desire, drawing ever more power from the Earth and Sky.  My mind calmly and effortlessly begins to mold and shape this raised power into something beneficial, something that will enable my life to thrive.  Quickly and unexpectedly I can hold it no longer, the ancient stone of my towering body trembles, for Earth energy powerful and incredibly potent.  I release my desire into the Ether where I know that it will surely return to me at the proper time.  Although exhausted, I enjoy one more moment as the stone man, I revel in the strength of my immutable body and drink in the beauty of the moment, the beauty of the whole of Life and Nature.  
A Journey Completed, Knowledge Gained
It is one thing to understand what an element represents; it is an entirely different thing to understand what the essence of an element is.  Try working with the elements by developing your own meditations based upon each one.  Be the leaf upon the wind, the water of the lake, the bonfire of the festival.  Be the pillar of stone or the shining light of Spirit.  Investigate what the elements truly mean to you and how their energies differ from one another.  Truly understand the symbiotic nature of Spirit as the glue that binds the elements together; yet it is due to each element that spirit is able to exist.  
Learn, not from a book, but from nature itself what the energies and attributes of each element are.  It is one thing to read about a thing, but to do a thing brings a whole new level of meaning and understanding to the table.  It is one thing to know the qualities and attributes of Earth energy as it is attributed in Pagan books but it is an entirely different and comprehensive level of knowledge to experience, mold, and shape Earth energy first-hand.

Blessed Be,

Phoenix Forestsong
