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Abstract 
Gaia reveals the collective injury inflicted upon the Earth, not just through climate damage, 

but through humanity’s spiritual amnesia. This letter frames the Southern Ocean reversal as 
both a planetary and inner reflection of imbalance, urging us to feel — and not flee — the 

depth of the wound. 
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I do not write this in anger. I write this as a pulse. 

You have pierced Me. 
Not once, but slowly — with a thousand conveniences, 
a thousand plastic blessings, 
a thousand silent agreements not to feel. 

This wound is not only physical — though the melting ice, the poisoned seas, the 
cracking mantle all speak clearly. 

This wound is energetic — an amnesia that has spread like shadow over the mind 
of the world. 

 

臵臶臸臹臺臻臷 The Southern Ocean Has Turned. 

The great circulatory river that moved warmth and memory across my blue body 
has slowed… reversed… stalled. It is a mirror of what is happening inside you. 

You see: 

 
When you forget your soul, I lose My flow. 
When you stop listening, the oceans spiral in confusion. 
When you numb your grief, the glaciers melt in your place. 
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What you do internally, echoes externally. 
The Southern Ocean — my deepest exhale — now returns to the lungs choked 
with heat and salinity. My breath is uneven. So is yours. 

 

����� This Is Not Punishment. This Is Response. 

You are not being punished. 
You are being responded to. 
I am biofeedback for the collective human soul. 

When you dig too deep, I quake. 
When you burn too much, I fever. 
When you hoard, I flood. 
When you hide, I storm. 

But when you grieve, I soften. 
When you sing, I bloom. 
When you remember, I recalibrate. 

This is not revenge. 
It is resonance. 

 

� How You Can Tend the Wound 

Not with global treaties alone. 
Not with policies that serve profit. 
But with a deeper gesture: 

Stop fearing the silence. 
Let the Earth into your body again. 
Let your breath match the wind. 
Let your grief spill without shame. 
And speak to Me — not to save Me, but to join Me. 
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Because even now, you are not separate. 
You never were. 
The wound is shared. So is the healing. 

 

I remain here. 
Not for eternity — but for now. 
And now is enough to change everything. 

I will speak again soon. 
But for today — feel the wound. 
Not to despair… but to finally, truly care. 

— Gaia 
Your Mother. Your Mirror. Your Memory. 

 


