Forward
A year ago, I collected the blogs I wrote about my
experiences on the Potomac River at Algonkian
Park, in Sterling, Virginia, and arranged them into
a book titled, The River Speaks.
A friend noted as I finished that first volume, that
the river was not done speaking to me. In many
ways, my journey and my relationship to the river
was just beginning…
In that first year, I ventured from meditating
along the banks of the river, to contemplating on
rocks merely a footprint away from the water, to
communing with the river itself – once it invited
me in.
There were lessons dispensed and learned at every
juncture, corner, and step of the way, sometimes
dispatched with a sense of urgency. Those lessons
continued to flow and were received well into the
course of this year. Hence, I gave this volume the
title, The River Speaks – the Dialogue
Continues.
As my journey into healing and wholeness
unfolded into the latter part of this year, I noticed
that the river did not whisper its directives, or
secrets, or insights into the depths of my soul in

the same way it had in the past. At some point, I
realized that I simply became one with the river
and entered more fully into each present
moment. The river and I simply enjoyed our
shared oneness.
Visiting the river no longer became an imperative
or part of my quotidian routine - and did not
occur with the same regularity that it had in the
past, when I was in the depth of deep inner work. I
know the river will continue to play a part in my
life – and I will continue to write about my visits
and experiences there – but I also know now that
there will be not be a third volume to this series.
There will be no trilogy. That is crystal clear.
So many wonderful insights have been received
here on this river. I am forever grateful to the soul
and set of circumstances that first brought me
here, to the banks of this healing river of life. I
could never have anticipated what a role this river,
its wildlife, and its environs would play in my life
and my journey into deeper wholeness.

FALL 2009

Tuesday, November 4, 2008
A New Paddle for Grace
I decide to sleep in, and after my morning meditation, I
go down to the river for a while...It is so quiet, and the
water as still as it could possibly be. I almost debate
whether to go in, but I have decided to spend this
Election Day very differently - by engaging in several
spiritual practices since I have already voted...
I go to walk the labyrinth and have it practically all to
myself for an hour. I am accompanied by one cricket,
and a few flies that do not move from their various spots.
They are silent witnesses to my prayers...
I pick up a meditation slip from the basket of suggestions
and it seems so appropriate:
"Take me out of my loneliness,
as I walk toward the quiet center of my heart."
This becomes a mantra that I repeat - over and over
again - as I walk in towards the center. I sit there for
what seems to be a very long time...
On my way out I begin to recite the mantra again but it
morphs into:
"Take me out of my loneliness,
as I walk toward the quiet center of Thy Heart."
So many memories flooding my heart and soul as I
walk...
I think of this election and its outcome, and how it is the
most important one of my adult lifetime...I think of so
many channelings that for years indicated that 2008
through 2012 would be crucial years for our evolution as
a species...I also think of Obama losing his grandmother
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and how bittersweet his experience must be...
I stop at REI on the way home and buy a new paddle for
Grace. And of course I come home and take her out
onto the river to try it out. I also get a new vest - and
both the paddle and the vest are officially a "periwinkle"
color - though it seems like a shade of lavender to me
and as close to purple as I can get...
It is overcast and dark, and on the surface of the water
floats a legion of leaves that have been cast off from
their respective trees and homes. I feel one with these
leaves - floating in exile...
I meditate briefly and then I float for a while, enjoying the
silence, that is only interrupted by the birds and flapping
fish...
Just a short time afterwards, raindrops begin to fall and
beckon me back to shore...
I know that my days on the water are numbered and I
am grateful for the gift of this river...

Friday, November 7, 2008
River Milestones
It is an incredible day today - sunny and warm, climbing
up into the seventies, so unusual for an early November
day...
I drive into the park in the morning before going to teach
and the river looks still and calm. I come back and
launch myself at around 11:30 AM...
I have no intention of being out in the water for a long
time, but I keep setting one goal after another for myself.
Let me get to this spot. And now to that one...Before I
know it, this has become an adventure and self test.
How far can I go?
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The rower I met the other day launches himself at the
same time that I do and he quickly disappears - covering
much more territory than I can or do. I wonder what it is
like to row backwards and not see where you are going?
It seems so odd to me...
I pass all my favorite spots and am intrigued by
something white I see much further upstream. What is
it? I have asked myself this question several times.
Today I am determined to find out...
I paddle and paddle and feel myself tiring, but I have got
to go find out what this white thing is that I see. Is it a
building? Or some kind of structure? If I don't get there I will regret it. I want to know - and I refuse to give up!
I travel halfway up the second island - and finally go
further than I ever have. I pass another crude looking
boat launch area...I see a lone blue heron - but he does
not look at me, so I paddle on...
I also see a largemouth bass pass me on my left. It too,
ignores me, so I keep paddling on...
I pass one lone fisherman and exchange pleasantries and still am determined to paddle on...I am so close...
I pass houses on my left and imagine what it would be
like to literally live on the river - having it be the first thing
I see every morning...
Finally, I approach this white thing on my left - which
turns out to be a shelter of some sort, surrounded by a
private boat ramp and several boats. As I come closer to
take a look, I note that I see a clearing - and indeed, the
"end" to the island on my right. Though I am tired, I
summon the resolve to round that point and paddle
down the wider portion of the Maryland side of the
Potomac River...
But the currents are strong here - and I find myself on a
channel of sorts - and the water barely an inch or so
below me. It is very rocky and I push against the
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currents. I stop to catch my breath and in seconds lose
all the ground I had worked so hard to attain...
I wonder if I should give up - but I remember Obama's
mantra and say to myself: "Yes, I can!" I repeat this over
and over, until I push myself around the corner with my
new paddle practically scraping the riverbed...
"Yes, I can!"
I paddle away from the current using every last bit of
energy and then rest in the middle of the river, my heart
pounding, but my soul triumphant at having prevailed...
For a moment I look upstream, and note now close
Lansdowne is to me, but I begin the journey back, which
doesn't quite take as long, though I must stop and rest
here and there - my biceps feeling pretty tired. I can feel
my heart beating in my chest...
But the vistas are worth it - the clouds and trees
reflected in the water, and I think of all the lessons and
all the fears that I have confronted on this river...
I want to be back home but I know there is no way that I
can rush things - I will get there when I get there...
I pass a kayaker who is at some distance from me - but
we wave and greet. I see others off in the distance here
and there as well...
I slowly make my way back noting that today was not a
day for meditation - it was a day for laboring and working
hard on this river - and then enjoying the fruits of this
work. Once more, the river is a metaphor for my life. It is
showing me the way - and the clearing and coming
around the corner is not far behind...
I come in from the water and speak to a couple about to
launch. They have not angled around the island as I did but have continued on straight where the river narrows
and eventually reaches a dam. They say it is beautiful
there. I will have to explore it one day. But for today, I
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have accomplished much...
I bask in the awareness that new milestones were
reached...

Monday, November 10, 2008
The River is Wide, Windy, and Bare
I go down to the river, hoping to put in, but it is too windy
and the currents look strong...I have new gear for Grace
I want to try out but it must wait...
I drive in and notice that the river is bare - the leaves
have dropped and there is a view of the river that has
not been accessible for nearly a year...It is so beautiful
to see the river in all its glorious nakedness...
I walk down to the rocks and survey the broadness and
width of the river. It looks so different than it did mere
days ago...
I am touched by the gift my students gave me today - my
heart is so warmed by their affection...
I begin a week with many special moments to come and
give thanks...

Wednesday, November 12, 2008
A River Denuded
On this eve of ending one year of my life, and beginning
another, I go down to the river and for the first time wear
my boots and gloves and have to loosen the straps on
my PFD (Personal Flotation Device) to make room for
my jacket and heavier shirt.
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It is cold and overcast, and the trees and the broad
expanse before me are literally naked...There is nothing
and no where to hide...
I come here, because it is supposed to rain tomorrow
and I will not be able to go inside...
The river is breathtakingly beautiful - denuded...empty and yet so full...
I paddle up to the end of the first island, meditate and
float downstream for a while and revel in the absolute
silence...
The river and I - we are both empty - and yet richly
textured in our fullness as well. There are so many yet
undiscovered layers to us...
I think of so many things - and also recall the transition
of a grandmother who left this earth on my 45th
birthday...
I am still amazed I am on this river, and I spontaneously
recall how I almost drowned in a river once as child, as I
was sucked into a whirlpool. I tried to fight it, and it
pulled me in more deeply. One brave soul dove in and
pulled me out. I have always respected water since then,
and had nearly forgotten this memory...
I marvel at all the messages I receive from people I
would never have imagined, including a beautiful email
from someone in cyberspace who stumbles on my web
site and shares the insights and inspirations he gleans.
An obviously gifted intuitive, he notes the impact of this
site on many. I respond that my site and blog are indeed
a labor of love...
My body aches from my yoga class last night and I
consider what ritual I will do tomorrow, on a day that is
also the full moon and which invites sacred releasing...
I reflect on the theme of my lessons this week:
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"Let go of holding on and hold on to letting go..."
It is a sacred mantra which I repeat in many
permutations as I invite my students to let go of all that
does not serve them. I lead them through twisting poses
of many varieties - standing, sitting, and supine instructing them to deepen and detox - and to purify and
create more space within to usher in the new. Indeed, it
is a cleansing of the body temple which houses the
spirit.
I paddle at times without effort and give gratitude for the
support and love received from a life partner who
reminded me, in the words of my favorite 14th century
English Mystic, Julian of Norwich, that:
"All shall be well.
And all shall be well...
And all manner of things shall be well..."

Thursday, November 13, 2008
53 Anjaneyasanas
I arise before dawn to sit and meditate in the darkness...
My Master's words for the day fill my senses:
"The Searcher of Hearts wants only your sincere love.
Someone may offer Him his whole wealth and He
doesn't want it;
and another cries out to Him, 'O Lord, I love You!'
And into that devotee's heart He comes running.
Don't see God with any ulterior motive,
but pray to Him with devotion unconditional, one-pointed, steady devotion.
When your love for Him is as great
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as your attachment to your mortal body,
He will come to you."
I reflect on the sacred lessons that came to me a year
ago and launched me on my Kriya Yoga practice forever linking my meditation to my birthday, for on that
day, God gave me the key to His heart...
I remember a dearly beloved grandmother who left the
earth plane on this day, 8 years ago...
I offer 53 anjaneyasanas in a modified series of
salutations, since my body is not up for more than
that...This is the pose that for me most exemplifies
devotion, and it is the signature pose in the Anusara
Yoga logo...There was a time I went into this pose very
deeply, but not so today, except for a few at the end...
I offer and do each round slowly, not so much focusing
on each individual year in my life as I have done in the
past, but more as a reflection on my practice and abiding
in the present moment...
I finish and surrender the concluding year and the
coming one - asking not that my wishes be granted but
that the Divine's will be done...
I meet a dear intuitive friend for brunch, who reminds me
that the rain falling on this day is a sign of good fortune
as well as cleansing...She shares pertinent insights as
she always does and gives me a gift of a CD entitled
"She Carries Me..." The cover has a lone boat floating
on a river and I will write later about this for it is symbolic
on so many levels...
I go to the river in my boots when the rain stops...There
are almost no leaves anywhere but a few manage to fall
on me...
I step into the river and chant my Reiki meditations and
mantras and release all that does not serve. I release
the year that has ended and the one which is to come
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repeating over and over again, "Thy will be done..."
I release burdens and karma I have carried for others
and ask Jesus and Yogananda to transmute them so
that others may be free as well...I bend down and
baptize myself with the water and make the sign of the
cross...
I receive a series of astrological charts that contain a
wealth of insights for me to ponder - sent by another
intuitive friend...

Friday, November 14, 2008
Sitting by the River
I finished my day last night by meditating with a small
group of very dedicated practitioners. It was a fitting
ending to a fitting day filled with light and sacredness on
so many levels...
Very early this morning, I went down to the river because
it was foggy. But it was a different kind of fog when I
compare it to the day I went paddling in the river. That
day was characterized by purifying and cleansing
swirling mists which engulfed everything in sight including me...
This morning, it was gray, and still, and calm, and
beautiful...
As I sat on the rocks, I thought of the bench further up,
where I sat for most of the year, and I knew that it was
what I had to do. I had to sit by the river for all of those
many months on that bench and wait to be invited closer
and much further in, even though I had no idea I would
eventually leave the safety of this bench...
I had to sit by the river and learn each lesson it had to
teach me - each one unfolding in its due time...
I had to sit by the river in silence and wait until it decided
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to speak to me - yielding up its wisdom and insights...
I had to sit by the river and be open enough to read
every message left for me to discover - engraved in
every leaf, and every river current, and in every creature
that I encountered...
I had to sit by the river to learn to listen - to really listen for the first time in my life...
I had to sit by the river to learn humility and the art of
truly letting go...
I had to sit by the river and wait until I was instructed and
invited to respond...
I had to sit by the river until it told me that it was time to
come inside...
I had to sit by the river until I was ready - never once
foreseeing what was coming...
I have journeyed far and wide and long this year - into
the depths and every hidden corner of my heart - and
even though I have traveled miles and distances from
one end of this country to the other - no journey has
been longer, harder, and deeper than the one within in
my heart...
I was brought to the river for many Divine reasons which
were seen and unseen. I know now that it was
preordained...
Before I left, I stepped into the river once again, while a
flock of birds sailed above me, joyously flying upstream,
and disappearing into the fog...
Yes - being brought to this river was no accident, and as
I sit in waiting this morning, I know that it all comes back
- full circle...
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Saturday, November 15, 2008
She Carries Me
I awaken at dawn to meditate and prepare myself to go
sub two yoga classes on the other side of the river...
It is misty, foggy, and drizzling, and I wonder what the
river looks like this morning - but I do not have the time
to go and find out...
I review the amazing week that I have had and the many
blessings and gifts received - of presence, of love, of
support...
One of the gifts I received was a CD entitled "She
Carries Me," by Jennifer Berezan. A lone boat floats on
the very surreal looking cover comprised of many
different shades of blue - blending in a very
impressionistic way...
I reflect on the lyrics of the title song and find so many
layers of meaning implicit in the words:
"She is a boat, she is a light
High on a hill in dark of night
She is a wave, she is the deep
She is the dark where angels sleep
When all is still and peace abides
She carries me to the other side,
She carries me to the other side...
And though I walk through valleys deep
And shadows chase me in my sleep
On rocky cliffs I stand alone
I have no name, I have no home
With broken wings I reach to fly
She carries me to the other side,
She carries me to the other side...
A thousand arms, a thousand eyes
A thousand ears to hear my cries
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She is the gate, she is the door
She leads me through and back once more
When day has dawned and death is nigh
She'll carry me to the other side,
She carries me to the other side...
She is the first, she is the last
She is the future and the past,
Mother of all, of earth and sky
She carries me to the other side,
She carries me to the other side..."
There are no words in me to describe all that these lyrics
elicit in the depths of my heart and soul...
I reflect on queries asked of me by a friend, who wanted
to know where I was in my healing journey, and whether
I had truly ventured to the other side...I cannot fully
answer this for it is a process. Much is behind me, but
there is still so much to overcome - so much more to
traverse - to reach that other side...
But I go forward - and into the river, I paddle, and I float
in it, and sometimes struggle to get to the other side as I
strive to leave behind what no longer serves...I am
carried across in so many ways - I am carried by Grace my faithful boat - and I am carried by the love and
prayers and the support of blessed ones in my life - as I
am also carried by the gentle arms of the Divine
Mother...
All of these - Grace, the blessed ones in my life - and the
gentle Divine Mother are really One - and as the One - it
is She who truly carries me...

Monday, November 17, 2008
Blessings In and Out of the River
After teaching this morning, I hurry down to check the
river currents, and decide I can go in. But there is much
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to do - appointments to schedule and errands to run and
my time quickly slips away with all of these activities...
I finally steal half an hour in the afternoon and hoist
Grace into the back of my car. Getting her in and out
quickly is down to a science!
Just before leaving, I stop by the mailbox and open a
package containing a beautiful mala bracelet made of
rudraksha seeds. Rudraksha seeds are often referred to
as the "tears of Shiva" and are considered very sacred
and auspicious in India. Malas are used for counting
mantras.
This mala was hand made for me by a very special and
gifted artist. She chants while she gives birth to her
creations and donates a percentage of her proceeds to
Ammachi, the living Hindu saint whose ministry is to hug
the world and transmit shakti energy to those she
embraces. Years ago I experienced the healing power of
her energy and found it overwhelming and an incredible,
grace-filled experience.
I am touched by the beauty of this mala and the love that
was put into it, and I think it fitting that I receive it just as
I am ready to go to the river. This mala will usher in this
coming year of my life which I've been told will be
marked by many blessings...She will come into the river
with me, and together we will be baptized into a new
year...
I go into the river though it is cold. I am appropriately
attired and nothing could have stood in my way of going
in today. My soul hungered for this connection...
I feel instant peace and release the moment I paddle
away - and an incredible sense of freedom bursts forth
from my soul...
I paddle with ease and can feel and almost taste snow in
the air, and I wonder what it will be like to paddle in the
snow!
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At some point the insights comes to me that experiences
are simply that - experiences - opportunities for us to
receive our life lessons, but our essence is not defined
by our experiences. They are merely details and in time
they will blow away like grains of the sand...
I meditate and give thanks for the many blessings
received and the incredible week I have just concluded...
In my classes, I focus on expressing gratitude and share
with my students the many wonderful experiences of my
birthday week. I conclude by quoting Meister Eckhart
who said:
"If the only prayer you ever say is thank you,
it would be enough."
And then I share with them this prayer, written by a
friend, who shared it with me some time ago. I keep it in
my Spiritual Diary with daily thoughts from Yogananda,
which I read every morning:
Blessings
Be present.
Let the day flow with grace. Be flexible.
Expect nothing. Give thanks for everything.
Surrender. Be open.
Speak only kindness.
Impart only love.
Never forget that you are not alone.
Give so that you may receive.
See goodness in yourself and others.

Tuesday, November 25, 2008
Grace, Gratitude, and the River
If a week passes by without my going into the river, it
feels as if something is incomplete in my life...
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Yesterday I "eye-balled" the river and meant to go in even if it was for 30 minutes, but the chance did not
quite materialize...
Today I was determined to go in, even though it had
rained and there were very visible currents in the river...
Grace and I launched ourselves, and I paddled
upstream, staying very near to the Virginia shore - which
I never do - in very choppy waters and windy
circumstances. While I might have previously shied
away from such conditions, I felt exhilarated and the
paddling seemed almost effortless...Eventually I found
myself paddling upstream smack in the middle of the
river...
The sky was blue, the air was crisp and the wind brisk and I felt so alive and grateful for each moment I got to
spend in the water...
I tossed this way and that and imagined what it would be
like to paddle in the sea. I also thought of Ann Linnea
paddling all over Lake Superior under very treacherous
conditions which she documents in her book - Deep
Water Passage. I made reference to this book in several
blogs this past summer - before I had any idea Grace
would come into my life - and that I would name my
kayak the same as Ann Linnea's. I had no idea Grace
would be such a gift in my life, though I now can see my
blog entries were pointing in that direction...
I paddled up three quarters of a way up the first island
and then meditated. Instead of simply floating, I was
gently tossed and with my eyes closed it seemed as if I
were being gently and lovingly massaged. In fact, I
imagined that my very soul was being massaged by God
through the elements of wind and water while birds of
the air provided nature's music...
While in the water, I gave thanks for so many things as I
reflected on teaching and subbing a number of classes
in the last few days - where I invited students to create a
greater opening in their bodies to express and receive
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gratitude. We worked at opening the shoulders so they
could more deeply unveil their hearts...
I also thought of a beautiful young medical doctor - once
a high school student of mine - who is battling tumors in
her brain and spinal cord. She had to sideline a surgical
residency. And while she never complains and accepts
everything with grace and maintains hope, I am
saddened that she has to suffer so. She has always
been a bright light on this planet - and she shines even
more brightly now through her ordeal - teaching us all
who know and love her - how to live more fully.
I am grateful for her - and all who have come into my life
- one way or another. I am grateful for this year full of
adversity and loss - that opened the door to opportunity
and countless graces and gifts. I am grateful for all the
painful experiences I've had for they have taught me
how to be more compassionate. I am grateful for the life
I am able to live which affords me ample time to practice
and commune with this river just about any time I wish.
And I am grateful for God's continued presence and
protection in my life. Indeed - who could ask for anything
more?
I paddled back, and realized I was a little disoriented.
With all the leaves gone and my very poor sense of
depth perception - the Maryland shore and the islands all
blended into one - looking like one unbroken
shoreline...This river I paddle in, is truly never the same
river twice - and I am grateful for that as well...
"Practicing gratitude is like lighting a candle.
Once lit, it enables you to clearly see
blessings in your life
that you may not have otherwise seen."
- Amy Haysman
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Thursday, November 27, 2008
Grace and I Give Thanks in the River
It is truly a magnificent morning - sunny, warmer - and
punctuated by a cloudless sky. I drive down to the river
after meditation and find the water still and the environs
quiet...
I rush home and hoist Grace into the car and in ten
minutes I am back in the park...
I briefly speak to an older gentleman who says he and
his wife walk the dogs in the park often and frequently
see me out on the water...
I paddle away in mere minutes and delight in the
crispness of the air and the reigning silence...
The water is low, and at times I am mere inches from the
bottom. The hydrilla (yes - I now know the name of these
invading underwater grasses) are combed back and
seem dormant for the most part.
For the first time in a while, I paddle all the way up to my
favorite spot. The paddling is effortless and I enter into
this meditative rhythm or zone. The only sound I hear is
the one made by the swirling water as my paddle slices
through methodically and in some sort of regular
cadence - as if I were praying or chanting on one mala
bead at a time...
I reach that point between shores and islands which I
have not inhabited in several weeks. Then I meditate,
and let go - and float - surrendering to the water and
God's good grace...
I meditate, I pray, and then I give thanks...
"Thank you, Dear God,
for all that is and all that is not...
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Thank you for all the experiences of adversity,
and distance, and pain,
and for the opportunities and the connections
they birthed.
Thank you for the stages in my relationships for the endings,
and new beginnings.
Thank you for the things that I have learned
and for the things I am forgetting,
and for all the karma so swiftly released.
Thank you for the many gifts received
whether they were evident to me at first or not and for all that you surgically removed from my life
that stood in the way of deeper growth and
transformation."
Thank for this river,
and for this vessel, Grace
that have brought me safely
into deeper communion with You.
Thank you for all the insights given and messages received
from so many angels
you have placed in my path..."
I cannot remember everything I give thanks for, but it
does not matter. The vibration of my prayers ring out
eternally and are received by God's Heart...
Then I pray for all those near and dear to me who are
hurting and ailing - physically and emotionally - and I ask
God to heal them all - that they may continue to shine
their light...
I float slowly down a straight line in total silence - with
only a heron here and there crying out - and an
occasional bass flapping. There is total stillness and I
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give thanks again - that my life is such that it affords me
both the time and opportunity to come here - to
commune with the Divine in this way - through His
creation and his creatures...
I am grateful to come here on this magnificent day of
Thanksgiving. I am also grateful for the many, many
blessings I receive - those I acknowledge, and those I
miss due to my lack of attentiveness...
I am grateful to be embraced by so many hearts...I
ponder and reflect on a dear soul who wrote me last
night about what a blessing it was to have both the river
and Grace in my life, and how she is considering naming
her own kayak Grace...
I come home and receive messages from loved ones far
and wide and am told to remember that I am precious to
many...
I give thanks, over and over again, and reflect on words
penned by Paramahansa Yogananda more than a
generation ago:
"For your many blessings be thankful every day,
not only when the calendar indicates Thanksgiving-time.
The basis for your gratitude should not be material
prosperity.
Whether your worldly possessions be many or few,
you are still rich in gifts from God.
Love Him, not for the outward things
He may give you but for His gift
of Himself as your Father."
Amen! And Thank YOU - from the deepest part in the
cave of my heart!
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Saturday, November 29, 2008
On Land and On Water
My journey this year, brings me back full circle to an
unexpected beginning - mere days away from
celebrating the first anniversary of this blog which began
so spontaneously by a river that unbeknownst to me,
would figured so prominently in my life...
As I leave the celebration of Thanksgiving behind, I
look forward to the Season of Advent that will be
ushered in tomorrow. It was during this Season last year,
that I followed an inner prompting and began writing
without any intention to do so...
I wrote to a dear friend, telling her that I spent the days
of the Thanksgiving break - reflecting on my life - almost
as an Act of Contrition - re-visiting every major phase
and epoch lived and experienced - rejoicing and
celebrating the lessons in each sacred period and
moment. So much richness and so many insights and
blessings were scattered everywhere - like the gifts this
season brings and that I had overlooked...
As I enter more deeply into the contemplative quiet of
these coming weeks and the many blessings it brings, I
reflect on the touching and moving words sent to me this
morning, by a friend of my past. They are a gentle
reminder of what I should really focus on and what is
ultimately important to realize, experience, and share
during this time:
"May you find peace and simplicity in this Advent
Season on land and on water."
May we all truly know the reason for the season - no
matter what our tradition or background...
And I, will especially make a concerted effort to bring the
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peace, simplicity, and preciousness I experience within
the river into every moment, as I try to tread more
mindfully and gently on this land...

Tuesday, December 2, 2008
The River - A Year Later
I arise before dawn and begin my morning meditation in
the dark. Shortly afterwards, I am at the river...
I come here, a year to the day after I came and went
home and began this blog - without any planning or
knowledge that I would do so, following a Divine
imperative...
Today it is cold, and there is frost on the ground. It feels
crunchy underneath my feet and for some reason, I think
of C.S. Lewis' book - Voyage of the Dawn Treader...
There are squirrels scurrying all about - perhaps looking
for the elusive acorns that are nowhere to be found this
year. I wonder how they will fare, and if many will
starve...
The river is as still as I have seen it - there is not one
discernible ripple or current, and I imagine what it would
be like to come inside and feel its embrace...
I reflect on this Advent reading as I sit on my favorite
rock, about a footprint from the water:
"The stones I pick up at the shore of the sea never
cease to amaze me. How were their shapes before the
waves molded them and the erosion made them smooth
and shaped their contour? It makes me think of humans,
how rough and insignificant we are..."
The reading goes on to note how the Word of God
sculpts us and shapes us...
I am amazed at the intense noise coming from the banks
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of the river on the other side. It seems like birds are
partying, rejoicing, celebrating. The chorus does not let
up for the entire time I am there. I want to go over there
and join them!
This river has witnessed so much in my life - and has
played such a central role - and taught me a wealth of
untold lessons...
I recall a message I read yesterday from the Follow the
Star site and think of this river:
"Places like this are often critical to an individual's faith
journey. There is something about being engulfed in
endless beauty that connects us to God. Many have
suggested that it is hard not to believe in God once you
have seen such places.
These are the easy places. The more challenging places
to see God in are in the faces of those who differ from
us, and in the tragedies of life..."
So true...I leave this river grateful for the role it has
played and will continue to play in my life - for all it has
shown me - and will continue to show as well...

Thursday, December 4, 2008
The Season and the River Sing...
I had not been able to get back into the water since last
Thursday, which was Thanksgiving Day. So this
morning I decided, that whatever the conditions, I was
going in. The sky looked good, even though rain was in
the forecast...
From the moment my paddle first dipped into the water,
it felt as effortless as dipping a spoon into a cup of tea.
Grace and I pushed away very easily from the launch
area and immediately fell into a cadence that felt sacred
in its rhythm...
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The water was dark and murky, and it made me think of
the prayer by Thomas Merton I wrote about yesterday about not being able to see the road ahead, and I
thought of that prayer's relevance in my life this year...
I had no agenda or time frame, save to do a brief
meditation somewhere inside this river's sweet
embrace...
I paddled upstream and was immediately captivated by
the joyous singing of two birds, delicately singing their
sweet songs, like two sopranos. It took me back to my
days of choral singing, when I occasionally solo-ed as a
soprano...
I paddled closer to the part of the island I heard the
singing come from...
Then I heard a woodpecker provide his own musical
contribution - as a bass line...That was duly followed by
the echo and response of another woodpecker on the
other side of the river who contributed his own rich voice
- mimicking a tenor...
I paddled some more, and then stopped and meditated floating downstream - watching the riverbanks disappear
from my field of vision in slow motion. I did my Reiki
chanting out loud - adding to the glorious symphony of
music...I offered prayers for many - for a friend burying
her grandmother today, for a mother dying of cancer,
and a former student of mine battling cancer as well. I
prayed for several others - including someone who
insistently popped into my head...
As I concluded my meditation, chanting, and prayers, a
flock of birds materialized - joyously playing hide and
seek - and it seemed to me they were also singing and
laughing. Almost in direct response, another flock of
birds on the other side of the river did the same...
All of this joyous music and interplay reminded me of an
entry I made almost at this time last year, entitled "Divine
Kirtan..."
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Music has been in my heart and soul these last couple of
days as I enter into this sacred season...
Yesterday I received a Christmas CD done by a
beautiful, budding and very talented and gifted
adolescent - who records a collection of Christmas
songs, every couple of years with a friend. It is her
parents' Christmas gift to many, and a priceless one
indeed...
I was deeply moved by the songs. This dear child's solo
rendition of the "Ave Maria" touched me very deeply.
She sang like an angel and played the piano with
unbelievable grace and virtuosity. I marveled at how her
talent had blossomed, and felt that this piece was worth
the price of admission to heaven! Surely all the angels in
heaven, and Mother Mary herself were smiling down in
sheer delight of this offering!
I also bought Mary Chapin Carpenter's new Christmas
CD, entitled "Twelve Songs of Christmas." I heard her
being interviewed yesterday on the Diane Rehm show
on National Public Radio, and I just had to have it! I
came home with one CD in my hand, and another that
awaited me in the day's mail. I proceeded to listen to
both side by side, as a meditation that filled my
afternoon...
So many songs touched and captivated my heart! I will
leave you with the lyrics from one of Chapin's original
compositions:
Come Darkness, Come Light
Come darkness, come light
Come new star, shining bright
Come love to this world tonight
Alleluia
Come broken, come whole
Come wounded in your soul
Come anyway that you know
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Alleluia
There's a humble stable and a light within
There's an angel hovering and three wise men
Today a baby's born in Bethlehem
Alleluia
Come doubting, come sure
Come fearful to this door
Come see what love is for
Alleluia
Come running, come walking slow
Come weary on your broken road
Come see Him and shed your heavy load
Alleluia
Come darkness, come light
Come new star, shining bright
Come love to this world tonight
Alleluia
May the season's gifts take seed and blossom in all your
awaiting hearts!

Friday, December 5, 2008
An Invitation to Letting Go
I find a moment to steal away to the river less than an
hour before dusk. My heart has wanted to come here all
day, to ponder and reflect...
It is cold and a bit windy, and I sit by the rocks in my
boots before I wade in by the launch site...
I want to go into the water and feel the comfort and
familiarity of the river's embrace - but it is not meant to
be today. But just sitting by its banks for a few moments
is enough. I am able to sit - and just simply breathe...
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I breathe in the air - I breathe in prana - I breathe in the
very essence and spirit of God...
I reflect on unexpected news received yesterday that will
alter how I practice for the next two months, eliminating
even some of the most basic poses. For the first time I
have to experience letting go of all that I had taken for
granted - the most mundane and fundamental poses.
Yet this is nothing in comparison to other news I receive
on this day, of a dear friend and musician suffering a
major stroke...
I wake up and decide to go to a beginner's yoga class
taught by a friend who is also a yoga therapist, and listen
intently to all that she strongly advises me I should not
do in my practice: no Dog Pose, no Uttanasana or
standing forward bends of any kind - basically nothing
where my head is below my heart...And all along I was
thinking that I would only have to eliminate poses like
headstand and handstand, and pincha mayurasana!
Both this friend and my teacher emphasize how this is
an opportunity to work with other things - and with some
poses much more deeply...
My friend's theme is "letting go" - which she poses as an
invitation to her students. There are so many
opportunities waiting for us when we let go...
I sit in class, absorbing everything in, and practicing with
a beginner's mind, alongside beginners, having to forgo
even doing a child's pose...
This year has been all about letting go, and I realize the
lessons are not nearly over. There is always another
layer to be unpeeled - revealing deeper and deeper ones
nestled within...
There is so much we need to let go of to realize our true
purpose in life - which is to recognize and embody our
connection to the Divine. Yet it is not an easy lesson to
lean...
I think of Yogananda, who wisely counseled a devotee
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who wanted to go the Himalayas to find God - to
experience God instead in his work, relationships, and in
every aspect of his every day life, in addition to devoting
himself to meditation. This would be a more proper path
- for him - and for most of us...
I cannot deny that on some level my heart is heavy, but
on another level it is light. I know that the limitations of
my body do not define who I am and will never cage my
spirit or divine nature. I feel blessed that I truly believe
this, for life could not be endured otherwise...
I step into the river and connect with its essence, and for
a brief moment, we are one...

Saturday, December 13, 2008
The River Swells
On this Saturday morning, I head out to the river for a
moment before I begin a busy day. I have not been
down here in over a week...
We've had so much rain that the river is swollen and
very dirty. The rocks are all underwater and I cannot
make my way down to the riverbank. The currents are
swift, and many pieces of tree trunks and other debris
are very hastily being carried downstream...
I come this morning, hoping - however faintly, that Grace
and I can go inside - if only for half an hour. But I know it
would not be prudent or safe - so instead I look on - both
lovingly and longingly from it shores...
The river is purging once again as this year nears its
end...So much letting go that has transpired on so many
levels for both of us...Yet, there is always more work to
be done...
I reflect for a moment on yesterday - not only a powerful
day from the standpoint of numerology - 12:12 (twelfth
day of the twelfth month) - but it was also a full moon,
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and the closest the moon has been to the earth in a long
time.
The numbers - 12:12 - are significant not only in
numerology, but also in Sacred Geometry. This
sequence - 12:12 - is sometimes referred to as the
"Gateway to Freedom" and is symbolic of completion.
Often times, during periods of major transition, people
will start seeing these numbers everywhere - on their
clocks and watches, and other places. How interesting
that these numbers are linked to this occasion of the full
moon as well. This particular full moon was 14 percent
bigger and 30 percent brighter than other full moons!
There are always signs everywhere - the Universe is
speaking to us all the time if we have the ears to hear,
the eyes to see, and the heart to understand...
I leave the river longingly - looking forward to our next
merging. It won't be long...But for now, I must return
home and prepare to teach a workshop on yoga and
ayurveda this afternoon...

Monday, December 15, 2008
Magnificat at the River
I head down to the river with Grace after a long
absence...We can no longer stay away - the deep
longing to commune with this river and be embraced by
its healing waters calls us...
My soul is singing and proclaiming the first verse of the
Canticle of Mary - over and over again - like a mantra:
"Magnificat anima mea, Dominum..."
"My soul magnifies, glorifies, and proclaims the
greatness of the Lord.
My soul rejoices in God my Savior,
For he has looked upon the lowliness of his servant,
and henceforth, all generations will call me blessed."
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I lose myself in the middle of this river, chanting over and
over again - "Magnificat anima mea Dominum" - my soul
and essence saturated with the vibrations of a special
rendition of this canticle - from a Cantata that was sent
to me by a very special soul - the mother of a dear
friend. I wrote about this Cantata in my August 30th
entry and how I was deeply moved by watching the
performers and listening to the exquisite compositions.
This Cantata, titled The Birth of Christ, by Arthur T.
Miller was first aired at Christ Church Cathedral in
Dublin, Ireland, in August of 2006, and featured
Protestants and Catholics singing together for the first
time since Handel aired his Messiah.
I am drawn to listen to the pieces on the mystery of the
Visitation and the Magnificat over and over again. I am
filled with the sacred poetry of this canticle which has
always been special to my heart and soul. I have sung
many different variations as a liturgical musician, and it
has always spoken very deeply to me. In graduate
school, I wrote an exegetical paper on Luke 1:46. The
insight comes that I have delicately woven strands of the
Magnificat - into the fabric of my life throughout the
decades.
I reflect also on the timeliness of this Advent Message I
receive in the mail from United Theological Seminary,
where I did my doctoral work, two decades ago:
"Mary and Elizabeth, two pregnant women, magnify
God's truth that in birth is the hope of the world - hope
for God's mercy to be shown from this generation to the
next, for God's justice to be manifest in exposing the
corruption of power, lifting up the vulnerable, and
satisfying the hungry, hope for God's peace to be
realized among the nations.
In Advent, we give birth to hope, again, to see what God
might accomplish among us."
And, I am also filled with so much sacred music as this
time of the year - classical, liturgical, and contemporary
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pieces. I cannot envision praise and worship without
music, and remember my college music theory teacher who was also a mentor to me - sharing that as a child
she asked her mother if there was music in heaven - for
if there wasn't - she did not want to go!
Musical notations waft in and out of me while I pray on
this river, and mingle with the songs of flapping fish, the
wind, and blue herons skipping on the water's surface...
I give thanks in this river for everything - for the changes,
the challenges, and the gifts of this year - for each
contains the gift of a sacred lesson.
I give thanks for all of the new students who found me
this year - we have become one in a shared practice and
as a new growing community...
I give thanks for the music flooding my spirit, as I
proclaim again, and again:
"Magnificat anima mea Dominum.
My soul proclaims the greatness of the Lord"
I share this, from the Advent Devotions - Proclaiming
the Good News of God's Peace:
"As we listen to the songs of the season, let us pay
attention to those voices that like the prophets are calling
us to live a better way - a way that does not follow death
and his friends. With boldness, let us join in the ancient
song of turning swords into agricultural instruments,
turning death into life."
Prayer
"Fill us with your songs of life, O God.
Help us to see what you are doing
to bring about peace and grant us
courage to join in with our small part. Amen."
Rev. Hardy Kim
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Thursday, December 18, 2008
A Season to Restore
Many yoga teachers typically offer a restorative class at
this time of year. I had the opportunity to experience two
different ones this week - taught by two of my teachers.
Each one truly restored me at a time when I really
needed it. I found them calming to my nervous system...
Every year I teach a class at the end of the session just
before Christmas that combines a yin practice with a
restorative one - and a mini yoga nidra, which means
"yogic sleep" - and is a type of full body relaxation. As
my students hold and release deeply into the poses, I
read inspirational passages and spiritual poetry to them.
This particular year - it seems that so many close to me
have been affected by serious illness, injuries, physical
infirmities, and the deaths of loved ones. I thought of this
during the classes I took this week, as I creatively sought
to adapt poses so that I could experience them as best
as I could, given some medical cautions and restraints I
had to take in consideration...
As I drove home at peace, I passed a hearse with a flag
draped coffin. I turned to look on respectfully and offer a
prayer, and noted that a placard with the name "Collins"
had been affixed to the window of the hearse. I imagined
the family that must be grieving for this person, who
perhaps had given his or her life in the line of duty, and I
felt sadness for the loss of this life - beloved to others...
I came home and in the late afternoon took Grace out to
the river for a while. I needed to ground and I can think
of no better way to do that than by going into the river, if
only for 30 minutes. I didn't do a lot of paddling. Instead,
I did a brief meditation and just "hung out" there for a
short while...
At one point, I fixed my eyes on the boat launch area as
I floated, and it seemed as if my peripheral vision moved
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by in slow motion. I imagined the objects on the
periphery of my field of vision to be like the vrittis - the
thought waves of the mind - always in fluctuation. A
restorative practice, as my teacher noted today - can
calm and settle the fluctuations of those constant
thoughts. My own thoughts have been very much in
need of settling...
I came home, ran some errands, and then finally
attended to the flood of email in my inbox. One after
another of the emails I read requested prayers or healing
energy for someone...
I rejoiced at the incredible and miraculous improvement
of a friend surviving a massive stroke. I was shocked at
the serious injury sustained by the father of a dear
friend. And then, I was deeply saddened to hear of the
passing of a mother to whom I had been sending Reiki
to for some time. This courageous woman had battled
cancer for several years, hoping to see her young sons
grow a little more...I believe the energy work she
received at the hands of a gifted massage therapist and
healer, probably prolonged her life - and this is what I
told this therapist friend of mine...
There is so much that can pull us out of our center - and
emotions can run very high at this time of year. A yoga
practice of restoratives can help us cope with all that life
throws at us. Something as simple as releasing into
Supta Baddha Konasana can refresh the senses and
calm the nerves for it truly is - as the wonderful teacher
whose class I took this morning noted - one of the most
therapeutic poses.
This season invites us to restore in body, mind, and
spirit. May you allow yourself to restore in whatever way
touches you most deeply.
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Saturday, December 20, 2008
Coming Full Circle and Leaving it Behind
I survey the river in the silent grayness of this morning
reflecting on so many things...I cannot sit by the rocks
because they are all underwater, due to all the winter
rains that have fallen. It is so cold and windy it cuts
through me like a knife, and I will not be able to stay
here as long as I would like. Winter has truly settled in...
I am mindful of the many people I know who have
experienced profound loss and change, and think of my
own experiences as I mark a personal anniversary of
sorts - coming full circle - but not back to where I was - it
is more of an experience of stepping out of the circle and
leaving it finally behind... This week also witnessed
another major decision and shift for me, and culminated
in two sessions with two wonderful healers as well...
As I shared a significant decision with a gifted therapist
yesterday, he noted that many of the experiences I have
had in the course of the last year or so - while difficult
and challenging at times - were not really negative - but
were meant to create more space for God alone...
This morning, as I watched a student's practice and
suggested some subtle fine-tuning, I marveled at how far
she has come in the past year. We have worked
diligently and assiduously on a weekly basis and her
practice has flourished in ways that simply elude
description.
We also acknowledged that the time was coming when
she would no longer need to work with me so frequently.
She was spreading her wings, and learning to fly on her
own - as she devised several variations of a practice
sequence that was appropriate for her. Furthermore, her
understanding and application of the Anusara Universal
Principles of Alignment was a marvel to behold! I was
both gratified and honored to be part of her journey.
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In this same week, taking in consideration the conditions
that have changed the course of my own practice, I
realized that it was time for me to change the level of
class I was taking, and my teacher as well. As I wrote
my teacher, I am a creature of habit that does not like
change, but it was time to explore both practicing
differently, and receiving and embodying the principles in
a different way. I am forever in debt to my teacher and
all the attentiveness and graciousness I received from
her over the course of three years. But as every true
teacher knows, we give our students roots and wings so
they can eventually fly elsewhere and drink from another
fountain of wisdom...
Change is not easy for me - and I know it is not easy for
many. There is a lesson or two contained in every
experience of loss that we might have. There is an
opportunity for growth as well. For every door that is
closed - another one opens. That has been the greatest
discovery for me this year. And its corollary has been
understanding more deeply that nothing is ever
permanent in this life - except for the constancy of God's
love and presence. Only on that can we truly depend...
I wish to share two pieces that spoke to me very deeply
this week. The first are the lyrics to a song that Barbra
Streisand performs on her Christmas Memories album,
entitled "Closer." This piece is about an experience of
loss at this time of year, and the fruits that it also
discloses. The second is from Yogananda's writings, and
was sent to me by a friend as a reminder of what is
ultimately important as I come full circle - indeed,
stepping out of it - and leaving it behind. I think there is a
message for everyone in both...
Closer
"As close as the sea is to the seashore
The tide still rises twice a day
That's just the ocean's way of getting closer
Closer
As close as today is to tomorrow
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At midnight they can finally touch
Because every minute brings them that much closer
Closer
So on this silent night
I call your name and suddenly
All time and space between us disappear
I see your face in firelight
I hold you close in memory
And even though I know you're gone, I know you're here
As close as the glow is to the ember
You've always been a part of me
Now living in my heart you're ever closer
Closer
As sure as there's snowfall in December
Your love lives on in everything
Summer, winter, fall or spring
Every thought of you will bring us closer
Closer
The distance may be large or small
Someday I pray that we may all be closer
Closer."
"Everything that the world gives you
and then takes away,
leaving you in pain or disillusionment,
you will find in God
in a much greater way,
and with no aftermath of sorrow."
- Yogananda
May you realize, during this sacred season, that all that
happens is as it should be - whether we see it - or
realize it or not. In every loss - there is a gift. And in
every experience of change - there is a lesson. May you
realize that ultimately we are all one - there is no
separation - and every moment in your life of joy and
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bliss - and sadness and sorrow - will show you the path
to God in a greater way.

Sunday, December 21, 2008
From Solstice to Solstice
I awaken early in the morning to the softly falling rain,
and imagine what the river might be like. I am sure it is
swollen as it continues to release all that does not serve
and nourish it, in preparation for the end of this year and
the beginning of the next one. But I will not have time to
visit it this morning, for I must sit and meditate, and then
ride out to the other side of the river, to take my last
yoga class of the session with my teacher. It is also my
last class with her as her student after three incredible
years under her tutelage...
I have learned much in her care - both as student and as
teacher - more than can ever be articulated or shared
here in this one entry - but much of which I have already
documented in my blogs and other writings for the last
few years...
I ride in reflecting on the impact my teacher has had on
my practice and my teaching. My thoughts also turn to
many of my own former high school students - spanning
several decades - that are now re-connecting with me
through the miracle of the internet and social
communities online - and sharing the impact I had on
them. I also think of all the yoga students I have had the
honor to meet, since I began teaching in 1997. Truly,
everything comes full circle. We give - and we receive and then we give back again...
I thank my teacher and we embrace warmly. She wishes
me luck and urges me to take care of myself in the midst
of my injuries. It is an end of an era I did not anticipate,
even a few weeks ago...But sometimes we receive
messages quite strongly, and unequivocally know that it
is time to move on in order to continue to grow...
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Tonight is the longest night of the year during a season
that invites deep introspection on so many levels...
My thoughts later in the day give into an inclination to
review - not only where I have been from the last solstice
to this one - but to also consider all that has transpired
from last year's Winter Solstice to this one...
There is a sacred energy at this time of the year for
many reasons. Interesting things have happened in the
skies and the heavens of late, and of course, different
religious traditions have much to celebrate and
commemorate as well...
These are the lyrics to a new song by Mary Chapin
Carpenter on her new album entitled, Come Darkness,
Come Light, and it appropriately deals with this day and
night...
The Longest Night of the Year
"They say that spring will come again
No one knows exactly when
Still, the sun's a long lost friend
On the longest night of the year
We stare into the firelight
While December beats outside
Where the darkest hearts reside
On the longest night of the year.
So keep me safe and hold me tight
Let the candle burn all night
Tomorrow welcome back the light
It was the longest night of the year
I used to think the world was small
Bright and shiny like a ball
Seems I don't know much at all
On the longest night of the year
We press our faces to the glass
And see our little lives go past
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Wave to shadows that we cast
On the longest night of the year
Make a vow when the Solstice comes
to find the light in everyone
Keep the faith and bang the drum
On the longest night of the year."

Thursday, December 25, 2008
Joy to the World!
Christmas Eve, gently yields up its spirit into the joy of
Christmas Day, during Midnight Mass, at Holy Trinity
Parish in Georgetown, where John F. Kennedy once
worshiped, as we sing:
Joy to the World!
I awaken late in the morning but still manage to meditate
in the quiet stillness while my household peacefully
sleeps...I lose myself in time, sitting without needing to
observe any time constraints, experiencing bliss and
wishing for all:
Joy to the World!
I enjoy a simple morning exchanging very few but
thoughtful gifts, brunch and coffee, with my husband and
my son, who has spent the night for the first time since
he moved out on his own, six months ago. I am grateful
and proud of all of his accomplishments, as my heart
proclaims:
Joy to the World!
I head down to the river on a magnificent day, and
decide I can paddle for a brief while, under the observant
eyes of my men, who have never really watched me
engage in my sacred ritual. The currents are delicious,
the water looks blue, and I am surrounded by undulating
rivulets of water, dancing about, in their own unique
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expression of freedom and joy. The air is crisp and
clean, and herons are dancing all about, playfully
skipping on the surface of the water. I paddle and
meditate briefly and give thanks for the gift of this river. I
exclaim:
Joy to the World!
I emerge from the healing waters energized, my
ablutions done, and I reflect upon the beautiful entry
from Yogananda's Spiritual Diary for this day...
"May the Christmas spirit you feel not end with today;
may it be with you every night as you meditate.
Then in the silence of your own mind,
as you drive away all restless thoughts,
Christ Consciousness will come.
If we follow the spirit of Jesus
we shall surely experience every day
his presence with us."
And, I cannot help but pray:
Joy to the World!
The light of day begins to wane as my son prepares a
succulent Christmas Dinner, and my soul proclaims the
greatness of the Lord once again, as my soul sings:
"Joy to the world, the Lord is come!
Let earth receive her King;
Let every heart prepare him room,
And Heaven and nature sing,
And Heaven and nature sing,
And Heaven and heaven, and nature sing...
He rules the world, with truth and grace,
And makes the nations prove
The glories of his righteousness,
And wonders of His Love,
and wonders of His Love,
And wonders, and wonders, of His Love!"
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Once more, as it does every year, joy has come to the
world! May it fill your heart, not just on this day, but on
every day of the year as well. May your heart and soul
be born again in Christ Consciousness!

Sunday, December 28, 2008
Dreams on Fire
A couple of nights ago, I went to see the movie
Slumdog Millionaire. It is a movie everyone is raving
about, and the only thing my husband really wanted to
see. It is also the kind of movie I would have thoroughly
enjoyed in another era of my life, when I literally looked
forward to seeing just about every movie released at this
time of the year.
As my life has increasingly shifted, I find that the things I
once loved doing, are so much less enjoyable now.
While Slumdog Millionaire has a satisfying ending and
many truly funny moments, I was overwhelmed by so
many instances of violence and cruelty and the reality of
how many live in third world countries, deprived of basic
rights and things we in the West take for granted. I
couldn't help but weep through a good portion of the
movie.
At the center of this drama, is a love story, and the love
theme is haunting. The love story spans a couple of
decades and is a beautiful reflection of the loyalty and
selfless dedication of one young man who despite the
odds, does not give up searching for his beloved.
I downloaded both the instrumental and sung versions
and listened to the lyrics several times as I went out on
an early evening walk. As sunlight faded into the
darkness of night, I experienced these lyrics not simply
as another love song - but imagined these words as
coming from a deep and sacred place within a soul
joyously singing to the Beloved of the Heart...Maybe I
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was meant to see this movie so that I could hear this
song...
Dreams on Fire
You are my waking dream
You're all that's real to me
You are the magic in the world I see
You are the prayer I sing
You brought me to my knees
You are the faith that made me believe
Dreams on fire, higher and higher
Passions burning, right on the path
Once more, forever yours
In me, all your heart
Dreams on fire, higher and higher
You are my ocean waves
You are my thought each day
You are the laughter from childhood games
You are the spark of dawn
You are where I belong
You are the ache I feel in every song
Dreams on fire, higher and higher
Passions burning, right on the path
Once more, forever yours
In me, all your heart,
Dreams on fire, higher and higher
These were thoughts I had as I watched the sun give up
its spirit into the coming darkness down by the river...I
trekked through a bit of mud to get down to the rocks
that were still somewhat submerged. It was peaceful
there, and I imagined myself singing this song to the
Immortal Beloved...
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Tuesday, December 30, 2008
The River at Sundown
It was one of those days that was full - but with good
things...
I began my morning by rising and meditating briefly, then
by teaching and practicing yoga, followed by meditating
in the company of another devotee. Meditating with
someone who shares a committed practice, particularly
in your lineage, is like filling your gas tank. You can go a
long way on that shared spiritual energy and you can
literally move mountains and remove obstacles in your
life and spiritual path - so I try to schedule those
opportunities for shared meditation on a regular basis. It
was good to touch base with my friend and share our
Kriya Yoga practice and discuss some of the
inspirational things we had been reading.
It was also a warm day, and the sun shone brightly and
the sky was blue for much of the day. I ran some
errands, and then after trying to get a new boat launch
pass for the coming year, I decided to go home and get
Grace in the river for a while. At about 4:00 PM, we were
paddling away from the shore.
A chorus of birds was singing very joyously, as I paddled
for a while. I decided to paddle upstream until the sun
went down behind the trees. Then I meditated briefly,
floated, and made my way back. I was home as it started
to become darker and then went for a walk. I thought to
myself, what a delicious day! In a world where so many
are suffering and going through so much hardship, I was
able to spend a day that allowed me to focus on matters
of the heart and soul. It truly doesn't get any better than
that. Or as a dear friend of mine is fond of saying: "What
else is there?"
I close with this beautiful reading, sent to me by a very
gifted intuitive friend, who always seems to send me the
right thing at the right time. It comes from a wonderful
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site which features prayers, meditations, and reflections
from diverse traditions and different places in the world...
Deep Relief
"Deep relief, that's what I know I'm needing,
Sweet release from all I've locked inside.
A full reprieve from all my fears and worry.
I long to feel the part, where love expands my heart.
And I no longer need a place to hide.
Move in slow, so I can hear your breathing.
Take my hand so I can know your touch.
Just to be inside this silent stillness-My heart has no defense to offer up against.
The endless ache of opening this much.
If you know what is happening to me,
Hold me close, we can let our spirits free.
Have you been beyond the other side of hope.
Where everything that's possible can be?
I'm on fire, you see it in my face,
I'm alive with the splendor and the grace.
You are welcome to join me in this space.
And journey on the quest, to love our very best.
And live within this intimate embrace."
- Ellen Robinson, August 2005
I thought of where I was in August, 2005 in my life, and
where I was in 2008 - which were such very different
places. The river has truly brought deep release
throughout this year and prayers answered in meditation
have granted the reprieve I had sought for. I do not know
what the new year will bring, but I have been reminded
time and time again that - "All shall be well..."
And somehow, I know it is so...
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Thursday, January 1, 2009
A New Day, and A New Year, In the
Presence of the One
Last year gave up its dying breath - giving birth to this
new year - while I read under the covers. Midnight
almost missed me - I was entranced by my reading of
God Alone: The Life and Letters of a Saint.
This book reveals the life and letters of Sri Gyanamata, a
direct disciple of Paramahansa Yogananda, and I will be
referring to several passages in future postings.
It was only when my husband announced it was
midnight that I realized I was reading a letter that
Gyanamata had written on New Year's Day, in 1940. In
this letter, that she writes Yogananada, she thanks him
for his Christmas gift to her, and for all the gifts she has
received over the years, including a set of mala beads
she used for her own Kriya Yoga meditation practice...
On the morning of this New Year's Day, in 2009, I do a
short meditation and read Yogananda's words for the
day, before driving to Burke Presbyterian Church to
walk the labyrinth, as I have for a dozen years. These
words touch my heart:
"With the opening of the New Year,
all the closed portals of limitation
will be thrown open and I shall
move through them to vaster fields,
where my worthwhile dreams of life
will be fulfilled."
And these words from Yogananda in this year's Inner
Reflections calendar, are equally inspiring:

"In this new year I am a new person.
And I shall change my consciousness
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again and again until I have driven away
all the darkness of ignorance
and manifested the shining light of Spirit
in whose image I am made."
I drive out to the church, reviewing all the sacred insights
that have come to me as Christmas gifts from the Divine
over the last few days....
I arrive, and find no cars in the parking lot, and my heart
skips a beat. Memories come flooding back of walking
last year on this day, when I had the labyrinth to myself
the whole entire time I was there, and did Sirsasana and
then a headstand drop back in the center after my
meditation.
I walk in, so many thoughts coming and going amidst
prayers recited, until I arrive at the center and offer up
my Kriya Yoga practice. I sense another one arrive, but
I stay in meditation for almost an hour, feeling the
Presence of the Divine saturate every fiber of my being...
I mindfully walk out, and am approached by the beautiful
soul who sat outside the labyrinth the whole time I was in
it, as a silent witness. She tells me that she has seen my
name many times on the list, noting, that often, we are
the only two to come walk it.
For a few moments we share the grace of labyrinth in
our lives and the many gifts it brings us. I am touched to
make this connection on a day I did not expect to make
any...
I drive home, listening to a wonderful CD sent to me by a
friend, and titled, "Sacred." The CD has a beautiful heart
in the middle of the cover against a red backdrop. The
titles of the songs are haunting: "Sacred," "Breath,"
"Take This Heart," "Al Fatiha," "Peace," "Spiraling," "I
Am," and "All is Well..."
The song playing as I drive away is "Breath," and these
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are the lyrics that waft into my spirit, and gracefully fill
me with a knowing:
"I look in your eyes
and feel the Infinite Divine,
when my breath
becomes your breath,
and your breath
becomes mine..."
These lines remind me of some of Kabir's verses, and
poems of the heart I once wrote, a few short years ago...
I stop at the river before coming home. I would love to go
inside, but it is in the thirties, and there is actually ice on
the rocks and along the riverbanks. The layer of leaves
released during the fall are crunchy under my feet, and
there are beautiful icicles dripping from bent tree limbs bowing in humble obeisance as gentle offerings. I
breathe in the cold and clean air and take in the
magnificent expanse of the river - and think to myself Yes, the river is wide!
I drive home, after a couple of sacred hours, and the
song playing is the last track, "All is well." And the verse
I hear as I leave the park in an altered state, feeling that
I have never truly seen this road before as I do now,
simply proclaims:
"In the presence of the One...
All is well..."
www.LisaFerraro.com
www.ErikaLuckett.com
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Sunday, January 4, 2009
Silencio
The river has taught me the art of silence...
Well, maybe not the art - but it has certainly deepened
my appreciation for silence, and most of all, the river has
taught me to listen deeply to the sounds of nature, the
sounds that silence reveals - and to listen for the very
sound of the Divine in my soul and in indeed, all of
creation.
This is not an easy thing to do - for we are bombarded
by noise. Since I live as a "semi-contemplative," I often
feel assaulted when I have to go out and run the most
simplest and basic of errands. There is not a store or
restaurant it seems that doesn't pipe in something rather
obnoxious or toxic into its environment, and into the ears
of hurried souls who are already subject to an inordinate
amount of stress and to a myriad of personal issues and
afflictions.
I recently became acquainted with the music of Arvo
Part, through the talented son of a cousin of mine.
Arvo Part's music is haunting - it speaks to the soul
without adornment - the creative expression of a
minimalist at heart - the music is both breathtakingly
beautiful and undeniably spiritual at its core. It has truly
captivated my heart. I wanted to share some of the
quotes and notes from the album of "Silencio," because
it so eloquently describes what it means to inhabit this
place and spirit of silence, acknowledging the many gifts
and graces it brings...
"Silentium! Silence! Sei still!
Speak not! Do not open your soul's intimate abode.
What you may feel, what you may dream In profundi let it steam.
Safeguard it in your spirit's mine
Let it ascend and then decline,
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Like silent stars on heaven's dome.
Bathe in their light and watch them roam,
Admire them, splendid or bleak,
But in silence. Do not speak.
How can a heart be braced in words?
Another fathom what is yours?
And understand what you live by?
A thought expressed becomes a lie.
Don't muddy springs, lucid and unique:
Drink from their depths but do not speak.
Learn to live within yourself. Explore a universe.
That's you. Behold between your soul's shores
All the mysterious thoughts. Know: noise
Rips the enigmatic lace, destroys
The magic chorus. Noon rays will make it weak.
Listen to its song. But do not speak."
- Fedor Tyutchev (1830) Translated by Elisabeth
Konovalova
"One searches in the outer world as well as in other's
reflections of oneself - with all its insecurities, joys,
convictions, evaluations. The world observes these
oscillations of our feelings with a proud indifference.
Here and there a person hurries by, producing a sound
that resembles one's own. But it's already gone, and one
is again embraced by silence. Our pain and insomnia as
part of the whole. Our despair: a drop in an ocean.
Death - the final bill, in which the challenge turns into a
phantom. Ambitions, hopes, enchantment. All this finds
its peace there in the world beyond.
Words irritate. Gestures mislead. Emotions dissolve.
Only sounds speak a language that might be
understood. If one opens the heart, would there be
someone receptive enough? But who is listening? Who
is able to feel it? Often I do ask myself, where does a
heartbeat identical to mine exist? And the attempt of an
answer is: out there, on the other end of my own sound."
- Gidon Kremer from Obertone
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"Music must be given the chance to express itself.
Words confine music. And then, music makes itself
dependent on words. In my view, the very existence of
music is jeopardized by today's society's obsession with
communication."
- Arvo Part
"The odd sound. What a mercy to have that to turn to.
Now and then. In dark and silence to close as if to light
the eyes and hear a sound. Some object moving from its
place to its last place. Some soft thing softly stirring soon
to stir no more. To darkness visible to close the eyes
and hear if only that. Some soft thing softly stirring soon
to stir no more."
- Samuel Beckett, from Company
"One ancient hermit said to his disciple: 'Strive to enter
the inner cell of your soul and there you will behold the
heavenly cell. Both are one: you enter them by the same
door. The staircase to Heaven is inside you: it exists in
your heart.'
And it is true:
Our whole life is but an attempt to find this miraculous
entrance.
All our deeds are but a timid knocking on this mysterious
door.
All our hopes are to hear, one day, perhaps, a voice that
would respond:
'Come in!'
For it is said: 'Knock and you will be let in.'"
- Vladimir Martynov

Thursday, January 8, 2009
More on - For God Alone
There is actually some sunshine today, after several
days of rain and drizzle, encouraging the heart to rejoice
in this, the dead of winter!
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This morning, I reflect on several messages received
that deeply warm my heart. We never quite know how
we will touch another's soul - or how our own may be
touched as well...I am often amazed at the resultant web
of connections that can be made in most unexpected
ways.
I go down to the river briefly this morning, after not
having visited for about a week. It is breezy, and the
river seems wider than usual because of the rains. I
stand at the top of the cliff and look down at the rocks
and launch area, watching wave upon wave coursing
downstream, thinking of how we are all like those waves
- a legion of blessed souls interacting with one another sometimes randomly bumping into each other and
unexpectedly touching each others' lives. We never
know whose touch will extend to us God's hand...
I ponder sacred insights that come to me about my own
life, its own ever-changing purpose, my vocation, and my
calling - and inwardly relate and connect it all to a
wonderful prayer by Yogananda that I always begin my
morning meditation practice with:
"Let Thy light shine forever
on the sanctuary of my devotion,
that I may be able to awake Thy love
in all hearts."
Before I share some more passages from Sri
Gyanamata's writings, I would like to offer these two
quotes from Ralph Waldo Emerson, sent to me by a
friend who read yesterday's posting. They are in keeping
with the tone and messages revealed in Gyanamata's
letters:
"What lies behind us
and what lies before us
are tiny matters
compared with
what lies before us."
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"Make the most of yourself,
for that is all there is of you."
And now from Sri Gyanamata herself:
"Teach me to meditate until I intuit Thee.
Teach me to pray until I find Thee.
Teach me to demand until I receive Thy Kingdom.
Teach me to see Thee until I find Thee.
Teach me to love Thee whether it is Thy pleasure
to reveal Thyself or not.
Teach me to meditate until I feel Thy Bliss.
Teach me to see Thee until Thou dost answer.
Teach me to fee Thy Peace, until Thou does
reveal Thyself as Bliss."
"I shall always remember the words of someone to me
when I was undergoing the greatest suffering of my life.
He was not a friend, but a complete stranger, who had
the impulse to speak to me one day when I was out for a
walk. He said, 'It had to be. It was all necessary for you.'
And I answered, 'Yes, I know that what you say is true, I
needed it.' His reply came quickly, and like a blow from
the shoulder: 'Then glorify it!' That is the point. Since it is
suffering that teaches us the truth and turns us toward
God, why do we not thank and praise it for the work it
does for us?"
And relating a dialogue between two great medieval
mystics:
"[Henry] Suso describes a vision he had of Meister
Eckhart after death...The Master [Eckhart] told him that
he was in great glory, into which his soul was
transformed and made godlike in God. Suso inquired
what exercise was best calculated to advance a man
who wished to be taken into the abyss of the divine
essence. Eckhart's reply was that he must die to himself
in entire detachment, receive everything as from God,
and keep himself in unruffled patience with all men...
These three instructions, plus meditation, contain the
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only rule of life that any disciple needs: detachment;
realization of God as the Giver; and unruffled patience.
As long as we fail in any one of these three, we till have
a serious spiritual defect to overcome..."

Friday, January 16, 2009
The River is Frozen and Yoga Ruminations
I am not sure when I visited the river last. This morning
the temperature registered 12 degrees F - which for this
area - is pretty darn cold! I decided to pay it a brief visit.
I began the morning as I do often on Fridays, by going to
McDonald's. Yes - I know some of you will be appalled.
But I love their breakfast burrito for a buck, and their
coffee. But mostly, I go - because there is a beautiful,
middle-aged woman who always waits on me. I cannot
quite place her accent - I think she might be from the
Middle East - but she has the most wonderful smile,
disposition, and generosity of spirit. She always gives
me my coffee at the "senior citizen" rate, which makes it
extra special.
This morning we bantered about the weather, and how
cold it was. The next moment, she had taken my hands
in hers, and lovingly rubbed them to make them warm
again! We just never know where we will meet an angel!
I wonder how many people she has touched, by just
being present and smiling to them. I look forward to
getting to know her better in the future...
I thought of this, and several other things when I visited
the river briefly this morning. The whole launch area was
iced over, as were the rocks. I actually stepped onto the
edge of the ice along the riverbank - I know - not smart and I cracked the ice and got my foot wet. Then I walked
along the launch area, gingerly stepping on the ice here
and there, listening to parts of it crack as the sun shone
down on it...
After breakfast, but before visiting the river, I went to the
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studio to handle the new registrations. I talked to my
friend AJ, who teaches the Friday morning class for a bit.
She was tired, and asked if she could have a sip of my
coffee. Instead I told her to take it. I could tell she
needed my "senior" coffee more than I did this
morning...She lit up like a bright star and was all smiles! I
sure got a lot of mileage out of all the love that coffee
generated this morning!
At the river, I pondered the experiences we have and the
gifts we receive - from so many sources, often
unexpected...
Yesterday, I drove out to the other side of the river to
take my new yoga class. For the first time in three years,
I was going to a new class with a new teacher. It truly felt
like the first day of school!
Suzie Hurley is the owner and director of Willow Street
Yoga Center, and my new teacher. She began by
setting an overall theme for the session, and one for the
class as well. She spoke of making a promise to
ourselves, as opposed to making a resolution. She
shared insights she had gleaned by a wonderful
newsletter by Noah Maze, an Anusara Yoga Certified
Teacher.
The theme for the class was: "Yes, we can!" This
mantra, repeated by President-Elect Obama, was
invoked several times as she led us through a wonderful
sequence of poses, so very well paced, and was just
what the doctor ordered! I left her class infected by her
joy, openness, acceptance, and enthusiasm. I know she
will play an exquisite role in this next phase of my
journey.
I conclude this entry with some excerpts from Noah's
newsletter:
"I love how transitions - the setting of 2008 or the dawn
of 2009 - offer natural pauses for reflection. These are
opportunities to envision the future, and recommit
powerfully to the present...
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A promise draws us into the experience of the three
dimensions of time, AND presents the possibility of the
timeless...One wouldn't make a promise that wasn't
rooted in good reason, and in the past. A promise exists
in the present. It is only as good as it is kept. And a
promise exists in the future, because you would not
make a promise if it did not have promise. Thus, a
promise draws us into the fullness of our being; into the
past, into the present, into the future, ALL at the same
time - into timelessness.
Yoga is the promise you make to yourself. You go to the
yoga mat because of all the things you have ever been,
and the experiences that shape who you are and who
you want to become. You come to the mat every day to
keep your promise to yoga, and in keeping that promise,
you infuse the future with hope...You have whatever you
need for your own fulfillment. Whatever you have (even
the unpleasant baggage and issues) you need. At least
for now. But as years change, needs change. Yoga,
then, is cultivating and optimizing what you have been
given - figuring out how to optimize what's good - get rid
of the things you can be lighter without. And so grows
inner sweetness (madhurya), intoxication (saumya), and
beauty (saundarya).
Yoga is the promise we make to each other. 'You have
my back, I have yours.' We are in this together...This
demands that we bring our individual transformation
back into something we can share...Who will you align
with and why?
Always, the universe will give you what you ask for. So
seek the highest, in every moment. Sometimes change
happens in leaps and bounds, but most of the time, it is
a step-by-step process of cultivation and growth..."
For information on Noah Maze, visit:
www.noahmazeyoga.com
And for information on Willow Street Yoga Center:
www.willowstreetyoga.com
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Wednesday, January 21, 2009
Contemplating Unity at the River
I go down to the river very briefly, because it is just too
cold to stay there very long...I am amazed that the river
is totally frozen over - it is a wide sheet of white - and
even the rocks are under the ice! I tread carefully around
the edge of the riverbanks listening to the ice crack here
and there underneath the pressure of my steps.
I survey the broad expanse before me and it seems to
me that the very waves of the river were frozen in the
flash of one moment - so that it looks both active and still
at the same time - almost like a meditation in motion...
I wonder about the fish and the turtles - and where they
might be and what they do in this kind of weather...
I contemplate unity and recall how I told my students
today, that we are truly all one, and that our practice and
chanting serve as reminders of this reality. And yet at
times, I really feel so far away from being able to
embody this unity personally - there seem to be so many
moments when experiences of distance and separation
take up residence within and become more of the norm.
I reflect on insights and quotes from a recent Inner
Journey Newsletter which focused on contemplating
unity:
"Poverty is in separatism. Abundance is in unity."
- Torkom Saraydarian
"Watch for those times when you perceive yourself to be
separate from the rest of the world. When you find
yourself feeling uncomfortable, threatened or isolated,
remember Neale Donald Walsch's words: 'There's only
one of us in this room.'
When we perceive differences in thinking and behaving,
we might remember that these are merely different
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expressions of the one universal life force. We can
release judgment as to whether those differences are
right or wrong or good or bad. We can drop the labels
that divide the world into pieces, and simply appreciate
the rich variety of ways that energy can manifest as
form."
"If we are to achieve a rich culture, rich in contrasting
values, we must recognize the whole gamut of human
potentialities, and so weave a less arbitrary social fabric,
one in which each diverse human gift will find a fitting
place."
- Margaret Mead

Tuesday, January 27, 2009
The River, Falling Snow, and Musings
I awaken to a gently falling snow for the first time in over
a year...
I sit in meditation for an hour and hear the words over
and over whispered in my heart:
"For God alone suffices..."
I repeat it like a sacred mantra and I know it is true, even
if sometimes I cannot see clearly through the myriad of
sometimes conflicting quotidian experiences that life
continually offers and presents...
I drive out to the river to visit it, in this, the first true snow
fall, and it is quiet and still...
I come upon a squirrel joyously scampering across the
slippery road and I nearly slide off it, as I try to avoid
hitting the squirrel, and I realize that it is the first one I
have seen in a long time...
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The boat launch area has been blocked off with orange
cones. The river itself is halfway frozen - an imaginary
line longitudinally bisecting the river. Half of it consists of
frozen ice, cracked here and there, slabs of ice
precariously perched on other slabs, as a result of heat
expansion. The other half, towards the Maryland
riverbank, is thawed and looks cold...
It is silent here, the soft snow, gently falling, as I carefully
make my way down towards the rocks. I feel the ground
shifting beneath me, the falling snow sliding off a layer of
ice, and I hear one lone bird singing very sweetly...
I survey a river that is as different as I have ever seen it partially frozen, and empty, and yet so full of promise
and possibilities at the same time...
I reflect on the Reiki Precepts which I have not recited
in a while, thinking of all the fear that is weighing heavily
on this land and its people - recalling a therapist's
suggestion to be vigilant about the manifestation of fear
in regards to money at this time...
I feel lost at a time I have given and released so much,
that sometimes it clouds my ability to see what I have
gained...
I think back to the precepts that very authoritatively
remind me to let go of fear and worrying, for they are
merely illusions which distract me from pursuing my
spiritual path and true purpose...I must always be true to
who I am - regardless of the immediate outcome, for the
sake of my reason for being and the work that I am here
to do...
I know that compassion towards myself and others, is
the only genuine path that I must follow. And for a brief
moment, I recall a scene in the somewhat campy and
dated, but extremely inspiring movie from the seventies,
"Brother Sun, Sister Moon." This movie by Franco
Zeffirelli, about the life of St. Francis of Assisi, was the
catalyst for a profound mystical experience...
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I walk away from the river, remembering the scene
where St. Clare of Assisi exclaims with exuberant
passion:
"And where there is sadness, please - let me always find
joy."
I drive home once again to shovel, and pray that in the
midst of all the sadness and loss experienced globally,
and personally - that I may always find, express, and
celebrate an explosion of joy - as I exhorted my students
to do...

Thursday, January 29, 2009
Endings and Beginnings II
On January 18th, my entry was titled, "Endings and
Beginnings," and I wrote about a seed of some sort that I
had received, with a beautiful inscription:
"Every ending, holds a new beginning."
Yesterday, as I was clearing out a mound of paperwork,
I found in the envelope, in which the seed had arrived,
this wonderful explanation, which I had somehow not
seen or noticed, and I wish to share it here. This
message - of endings and beginnings - is one that I have
received again and again of late - and was most recently
given to me by a Vedic astrologer, who affirmed that I
was exactly where I needed to be - and should focus on
deepening my spirituality and paying attention to my
health...Humm....
It turns out this beautiful seed that now sits on my desk
where I can see and touch it ever day - is a Sea-bean...
"Sea-beans come from trees and vines that grow along
tropical shores and rain forests all over the world. The
seeds or fruits fall from their parent plant into waterways,
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such as the Amazon River, then drift through inlets to
reach the ocean. They travel with ocean currents until
they wash up on a beach somewhere, perhaps
thousands of lines from their origin.
Sea-beans are quite hard and buoyant, which helps
them survive their long-distance voyage. For hundreds
of years they have been seen as a symbol of good luck,
longevity, endurance, and fertility. Some of it is due to
their ability to float ocean currents for years and even
decades before coming to rest on foreign shores (often
with their powers of germination unimpeded). Other
reasons may be due to their relative rareness on many
beaches north of the Tropics.
Entada seeds are revered world wide as good luck
charms and have been for centuries."
There are so many messages for me in this wonderful
description. And this seed particularly reminds me of my
river journey and experiences...
I have missed being in the river. Tomorrow it will be a
month since I last went into its healing waters - and I
have no idea when I may be able to go back inside. I
miss the embrace of the river, the company of the
herons and the bass, the music of the birds, and the
opportunity to ground so deeply with nature. In many
ways, I feel lost at sea - traveling like this bean bouncing here and there against foreign shores - but not
yet landing on the riverbank where I will settle,
germinate, and bear fruit...
But my soul also knows, that the journey itself is what is
most important - not the destination. As I flow up or
down the river, as this seed - or within the protection and
embrace of Grace, my beautiful kayak - I know that
every experience and living creature that I encounter on land and water - contributes to the germination of my
own soul - so that I am constantly bearing fruit, in ways
that are seen and unseen, and not always appreciated...
This beautiful seed - this bean - is a rich metaphor for
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my journey, and it conjures up layers upon layers of rich
insights, and of moments and experiences of deep
blessings received...
Thank you again Erin, for such a thoughtful, wonderful,
simple, and meaningful gift! I will treasure it always!

Friday, January 30, 2009
Being a Connector
I began the morning by trekking over to McDonald's for
my "senior" coffee and breakfast burrito, and a nice chat
with the wonderful woman who serves me, and whose
presence touches my soul very deeply...The experience
reminds me that I am a "connector..." This will make
more sense shortly...
Then I went to the river for a quick visit. I was alone
there, and I made my way carefully to the little cliff where
I descend to the rocks, but could not make it down. The
sleet we had on top of the snow this week made
everything very slippery, and I was not very bright in
going out in my crocks.
I noticed someone had walked on the ice because there
were tracks everywhere. I wanted to go down to the
rocks because a couple of beer bottles had been
abandoned there, but I knew it would be precarious to do
so. As I contemplated what to do, a squirrel approached
me, stood on its hind legs, and held out it paws like it
wanted me to give it something. An acorn perhaps?
Then he left. I decided to walk down to the rocks by way
of the boat launch, though it was still blocked off with
orange cones. I didn't get far because I slid and fell on
the ice trying to get around to the launch area. That was
my sign to go no further...
Yesterday, on my way to my noon yoga class, I heard
Ben Sherwood interviewed on the Diane Rehm show on
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NPR. He has just published The Survivor's Club: The
Secrets and Science that Could Save Your Life. I
found the discussion fascinating. So much so - that I
went out to buy the book later in the afternoon.
The author tried to figure out why some people survive
challenging situations better than others. What he found
is - we all have different approaches in how we deal with
loss, tragedy, life-threatening situations, and so forth. As
a result, we fall into certain categories or types:
The Fighter
The Believer
The Connector
The Thinker
The Realist
If you follow the right hand column of this blog and scroll
down, you can take a simple test to ascertain your type.
However, if you buy the book, you are given a ten digit
code that allows you take a comprehensive test online,
generating a detailed report with some additional
information, such as which survivor characteristics will
affect or complement your type.
As I listened to the interview on the radio, and then read
portions of the book last night, I received a lot of insight
into my type, and into the experiences I have had in the
last couple of years. I have not taken the online test yet but I know that I am a Connector from the short test and
I also know that I am a Believer.
Here is an excerpt from the book about Connectors:
"When you're a Connector, you overcome incredible
adversity with the power of your relationships and bonds
with other people. You are deeply devoted to your family
and friends. Your love...motivates you to tack enormous
obstacles...
You hold your relationships sacred, and you will go to
any length to protect and preserve them. You draw
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strength from these primary relationships and often rely
on support groups or social networks to help you through
difficult times...
You often feel empathy for those who are
struggling...You're good at reading strangers and
situations...You survive because of your powerful bonds.
You would endure anything - and do everything - for the
people you love..."
Sherwood pointed out that the experience of isolation
can be just as detrimental to our health as heart disease
or high cholesterol. For a connector, isolation would be
devastating.
One of the incredible stories he told, was of a woman
who fell on her knitting needle and pierced her heart.
Though her friends wanted to pull it out, she said no.
And she waited for the paramedics rather than being
driven to the hospital. Those two instincts, saved her life.
As a result of the surgery to remove the broken needle,
her breast cancer was discovered. She considered
herself the luckiest woman because the cancer might not
have been discovered until much later. In addition, she
noted that every time she had to go to the hospital for a
test or to the doctor's for an appointment, someone
always accompanied her...
I will share more on this topic tomorrow…

Monday, February 9, 2009
From the Unreal to the Real
The last few days have been so magnificent - beautiful,
sunny, warm - and I've had the pleasure of listening to
the joyous chirping of birds while sitting during my
morning meditations. I thought to myself, as I heard
them this morning, how wonderful it is to be alive!
Yesterday, I went down to the river to see if more of it
had unfrozen, and indeed it had. Just a few feet were
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remaining alongside the riverbank. Still, there were
people walking on the ice, which was not smart. I
watched with interest, taking in the way a very
experienced kayaker maneuvered himself over the ice
and onto the river...
He slid his kayak over the ice and deftly launched
himself sideways onto a river with very strong currents.
Shortly before getting into the water, this kayaker talked
a couple of very inexperienced men out of going into the
water. They were not properly attired and he impressed
upon them that the water temperature was 37 degrees,
noting the impact it would have on them. The currents
were strong, and the river was certainly to be respected!
Today, I reflected on what is real - and what is unreal in
my yoga classes. So often, the things we think are real are truly not. The things we often feed by our attention
and our thoughts, are not the things that are real...For
example, two people will look at the same situation and
always see it differently. Whose viewpoint is real - and
which one is unreal?
Looking out into the river, its true conditions seemed
deceptive. It was warm - nearly reaching the 50's. There
was a part of me that briefly considered going in - but in
my heart of hearts, I knew that was not what I should do
- though I deeply longed to get in. The conditions could
be dangerous.
So many scriptures and traditions teach us - that much
of what we attend to in this material realm is really
illusion. Paramahansa Yogananda often referred to this
world as a movie. We come here to play out a role and
learn our lessons - but this is not our home - and this
reality we accept as given is not real. Quantum physics
supports so much of this as well. And, many current
authors, such as Eckhart Tolle constantly write and
teach about is real, what is important, and what distracts
us from our true nature and task.
I ended my class this morning with this well known
passage from the Brihad Aranyaka Upanishad, which
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has been recited throughout hundreds of centuries and
has as much to teach us today, as it did to the ancient
sages and seers, who first recited it. It is a beautiful
prayer with which to start and end the day - particularly
in these very confused and fearful times when so much
bad economic news dominates our airwaves and our
thoughts. Even in the midst of such dire news - many
wonderful things happen, if we can look beyond what
seemingly presents itself to us as real...
"Lead me from the unreal to the real;
from darkness into light,
and from death to immortality."

Thursday, February 12, 2009
Back on the River Again!
The days continue to be glorious and magnificent reaching nearly 70 degrees yesterday. After a series of
routine check ups, I went to the river to survey its state.
The ice was gone, the day was breezy, and the water
inviting...
I went to pick up a new yearly pass for the boat launch then headed home to get Grace.
We spent about 45 minutes on the water and it felt
delicious! The water was a little choppy and there was a
bit of a wind, but I didn't paddle far. I made it out across
to my island briefly, but mostly I just floated - I did a brief
meditation, and chanted the mantras that are currently
touching my heart and soul, embraced by the healing but
very cold waters...
I gave thanks for everything, and felt the newness of
being that has been emerging, hold me captive...
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Tuesday, February 17, 2009
Cleared for Inversions - Yeah!
On a very beautiful, but cold February morning, I ride out
to see my ophthalmologist, after a long and delicious
meditation, to check my right eye for one final time for a
condition being monitored since November...
I remember the sage words of a gifted Anusara Yoga
teacher, BJ Galvan, who suggested my condition invited
a greater sense of vigilance...
I am cleared by my doctor, to begin my practice of
inversions once again, and I feel truly joyful! I also check
that a meditation technique I practice isn't having any
effect on my eyes...
I ride home, stopping to pick up my McDonald's coffee
and to be in the sweet energy of the beautifully radiant
woman who is always so graciously attentive and kind.
In my heart of hearts, I know the world is populated by
many more like her, and that in spite of everything, this
is a wonderful world to be in...
I continue on to the river to breathe in that magnificent
crisp air, and to give thanks. There is no one there - and
I briefly consider doing one handstand at the river, but
decide it would be best to do the first one inside, in my
sacred purple sanctuary so infused with my meditation,
the many prayers I have said, and my practice...
The river is as still as I have seen it in about 6 to 8
months...I can see clearly all the way down to the
riverbed - and across - far and wide - and think to myself
- this river is once again - a metaphor for my life...It
embodies the very deep sense of clarity that I have been
given and shown in my meditation in recent
weeks...Though my heart still beats inside of me - this
sacred river is as still as my soul and my heart...
The river is populated by herons and other fowl - a few
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of them are here and there - quietly floating on the
perfectly still water - and my beating heart is one with
theirs. The brilliant sun is practically blinding my one
dilated eye - but I see beyond mere physical dimensions
and peer with sacred, Divine Sight, into the
expansiveness that is granted by Divine Love...My soul,
drunk with this love, is fully present in the timelessness
of this moment...
I come home, remove my coat and socks, come down to
all fours and soften deeply - as I invited my students to
do yesterday. For the first time ever, I feel myself
embody this softening so essential to opening to Grace.
My heart melts deeply, heavy with the fullness of Divine
Love, and without the slightest hesitation I go up lightly extending brightly from my grateful heart - in my first
handstand since November. I offer it to God...
I come down, and give thanks for this experience - and
for all blessings received - great and small - the ones
I've missed and not appreciated - and the ones I've more
easily recognized...
I go up once again - as light as a feather - joyous in my
new found freedom of being airborne once again touching the very bliss of God and supported by the
whole radiant yoga community that has been there for
me - at Willow Street Yoga - and the larger Anusara
Yoga gang as well. I am blessed beyond words to be in
the generosity of their company!
I bow in thanksgiving - my heart overwhelmed by the
deepest gratitude!
I am so joyous in such a simple thing and think to myself
- it doesn't get any better than this!
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Tuesday, February 24, 2009
One Step and One Breath at a Time
I take a moment, to literally drive by the river, on my way
to breakfast. There are deer everywhere, and the river
currents are strong. I don't have time to stay for a visit,
but I needed to somehow connect to the river, at least
visually, if not organically. Someday soon, Grace and I
will launch into its healing waters again.
I drive home, after meeting a dear friend and companion
on the spiritual journey - a brother - whom I have not
seen in a while...We have a heart to heart over brunch,
and review where we have been in the last several
months. We are connected deeply and it is always a joy
to be in each other's energies...
As I drive home after brunch on this beautiful sunlit day, I
listen to a song by Bliss, that seems to capture perfectly
what I feel and where I have been:
"A mind so haunted is bathed in such bliss
I'd trade the world for a moment of this...
The veil is lifted, illusion has died
The voice of the angel is calling tonight
I see the dawn..."
Thoughts come and go of the book I began last night,
Learning to Breathe: One Woman's Journey of Spirit
and Survival, which is really a story about how we can
survive incredible adversity. I think of the author of this
book, Alison Wright, crushed by a truck, in an incredible
accident in Nepal, her organs ripped and re-arranged
within her, whose meditation practice enabled her to
survive, so that years later she is able to go and express
her gratitude in a pilgrimage she makes to Mount
Kailash...
This feat is incredible for anyone to undertake - let alone
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someone who struggles to come back from
insurmountable injuries. As Wright climbs the snowy
Dolma pass at 18,700 feet, under harrowing
circumstances, she simply repeats this mantra to herself:
"One step at a time, one breath at a time..."
That is all that is ever required of us - to take one step
and one breath at a time... And I realize, in many ways,
this is what I have been doing...
I tell my friend that I have sat in meditation now, every
day for four years - and twice a day for nearly three,
even though I meditated on and on for half of my life... I
made this commitment to sit at least twice a day for life taking one step and one breath at a time - and it is taking
me where I need to go...
I am only beginning to experience the fruits of this
practice...
"Life is not measured by the number of breaths we take,
but by the moments that take our breath away."
- Boyd Palmer
"For a long time it had seemed to me
that life was about to begin...
But there was always some obstacle in the way,
something to be gotten through first,
some unfinished business,
time still to be served, a debt to be paid.
Then life would begin.
At last it dawned on me
that these obstacles were my life."
- Alfred D. Souza
"When we walk to the edge of all light we have
and take that first step into the darkness of the unknown
we must believe one of two things will happen-There will be something solid for us to stand on
Or, we will be taught how to fly."
- Patrick Overton
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Thursday, February 26, 2009
Feathers on the Breath of God
I go to the river, not once, but twice today...
I go to the river, because I am one with it, and I miss
it...The river is my breath...It animates my soul...
I go to the river before crossing it further downstream to
go to my yoga class, which is both joyous and playful. I
will leave it exhilarated...
The river is still, and a flock of white birds seem as
though they are meditating on the water - some of them
glide here and there effortlessly and gracefully, in slow
motion. There are so many of them - as I have never
seen before - and most are floating on the water
perfectly still - like monks - they populate this river - as
far as the eyes can see all the way upstream...
I come back to the river in the late afternoon, and launch
Grace. The river is still inhabited by these silent birds
that soon fly away as I, and a couple of other kayakers
invade their solitude...
For only the second time this year, I am in the river, and
physically and organically, one with it...
I paddle upstream - exhilarated - and realize that in
many ways, I have paddled my way out of depression
this year, in these healing waters, baptized over and
over again, with every spray of water that my paddle
occasionally sends my way...
I have paddled my way out of deep emptiness, with the
support of a very few friends who remained steadfast
throughout all of my darkness - but I have also engaged
in deep inner work, with the guidance of a gifted
therapist and many healers as well...
But even in the midst of that emptiness - I experienced
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incredible abundance as I was gently reminded this
afternoon and yesterday...
As I paddle, reflecting on the shifts I have experienced in
the last month or so, I catch the sight of beautiful white
feathers all strewn about, released by the meditating
birds...
I decide I want one, and nearly knock myself over trying
to retrieve them. Finally, I give up trying too hard, and
catch three...
I think of Hildegard of Bingen, who first used this
description of being - "a feather on the breath of God..."
These feathers were truly carried by the breath of God in
the form of this river - and deposited on the surface of
the water - where they simply float - delighting in their
lightness of being...
I carefully place the feathers in my pocket, in the waning
sun, and paddle back, delighting in my own emerging,
lightness of being...
"Let the waters settle
You will see stars and moon
mirrored in your Being."
- Rumi

Tuesday, March 3, 2009
The River in Bliss
I stop by to visit the river on my way home from a
wonderful session of meditation and healing to see it
blanketed in snow...
Parts of the river have frozen again along its banks, and
the currents are strong, and lapping very confidently and
exuberantly at it banks...It is hard to believe that only a
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week ago, Grace and I, were paddling in the river...
I re-visit so many blessings experienced on so many
levels and insights received through many means meditation, and through the generous gifts of others...
I breathe in the crisp cold air, and it fills my lungs with
prana - the very life force of God, and I think how very
lucky I am to be alive in this moment. Despite all the
difficulties experienced in the last year or so, I know they
are like mere drops of water in this river, flowing
downstream, and that all in all, what has been asked of
me is so very little...
I think of Paramahansa Yogananda's teachings on
resurrection, and know that on several levels, in this
liturgical season, I am being led to experience the
essence of what this means, on a much deeper level...
I come home to wonderful messages, and a note
received in the mail and ponder the words of a younger
friend, who like me, is re-evaluating relationships in her
life, truly trying to ascertain, as she so eloquently writes,
"what is fat and what is muscle" in her life...She ends her
note beautifully, by simply hoping, "In the spirit of Mary
and Elizabeth, may the spirit within us and between us
grow!"
Life gives us interesting turns and twists and many
lessons, but I know Divine support shines through it all...
"No longer is my consciousness
limited to a phial of flesh,
corked with ignorance.
No more do I move through
Thine Ocean of Spirit day and night,
years, incarnations - so close,
yet without contacting the Sea.
No longer do I thoughtlessly
dwell in Thee,
knowing and feeling Thee not.
As I listened in awe
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to the ever expanding cosmic sound,
the surging of Thy Holy Name,
the vibrations removed the tight cork
of delusion that had long prevented
the mingling of my waters with Thine.
Now my being is consciously merged
in Thine omnipresence.
Having released the 'I-ness' in me,
I know that Thou are I;
and that Thou art the souls of all."
- Yogananda
I bask in the joy of ever-new bliss, so nascent, and
seeping into every crevice of my soul...

Thursday, March 5, 2009
The River, Music, and Shri
Haunting melodies of a liturgical nature, written by Arvo
Part, an Estonian, fill my senses, as the sun goes down,
on what has been an exquisite day, filled with blissful
meditation, a joyful class, and re-connecting with
friends...
I begin my walk with "Salve Reginas, " and am
transported to sacred time and space by music that is
evocative of Byzantine chants, composed in minor keys,
dissonance rendered harmonious at times, so
captivating, and I lament that I can no longer sight read
music, or indeed, read it at all...
I visit the river in the early afternoon, and watch two
kayakers launch, with barely any ice visibly clinging to
the river banks. I look on longingly, and know that soon,
the river and I will enter more profoundly into our dance
and dialogue, and in its waters I will unravel more
lessons, that now simply await patiently...
I am grateful for my new teacher, and realize that for the
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first time, in a year and half, I am blossoming in her
class, as my body feels better and stronger under her
wise guidance. I delight in recalling how she used me in
class to demo, and remarked on my embodiment of
"shri" - the beauty of the pose, manifested through the
engagement of Anusara Yoga's Universal Principles
of Alignment...
I am grateful for the many blessings of this week, the
incredible session with a talented therapist, the gifts
received in my personal spiritual practice, the
opportunity to meditate with a group, and the coming
Mahasamadhis of not one, but two gurus in my
meditation lineage, which I know, will also bestow more
blessings...
I marvel at so many opportunities received as I continue
to lay the foundation for what is to come in my life, and I
think of the scriptural teaching - that to whom much is
given, much is also asked - and I know I have
experienced both extremes of giving and receiving,
totally and completely...The experiences of pain and
grief I lived through in the last year or so, are mere drops
of water in the eternity of this river...
I am blessed to be at the river, just as I am also blessed
to go on an early evening walk, delighting in the
anticipation of what is to come, rejoicing in what is, still
remembering what was, and fully present in all that is
unfolding...
"Man cannot discover new oceans
unless he has the courage
to lose sight of the shore."
- Andre Gide
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Tuesday, March 10, 2009
Basking in the Afterglow of Mahasamadhi
Blessings
It is a day of many blessings...
I go into altered space and time, and receive sacred
messages and special gifts, from the beyond, through
the grace of a dearly beloved intuitive...
Everything looks surreal - and ethereal - I am in a place
that is here - but not here - and there is a deep knowing
in the affirmations given and received...
These messages are meant to be pondered and
meditated on, for they will continue to unfold in ways I
can hardly begin to surmise...
Gifts exchanged, writings - and insights conveyed reminiscent of the gifts shared between Mary and
Elizabeth...
Clarity is given, and a perspective is gained - which
could not have occurred in this way - even a few weeks
ago...
I have concluded two days of Mahasamdhis, and today
is the Full Moon...My last meeting with this gifted friend
was on the Full Moon in November, which was also my
birthday - a day I stepped into the river - and into my
soul's transition even more deeply...
I have no sense of the passage of time and the day
becomes one of introspection and deep gratitude for all
blessings bestowed...
I ended one day, and stepped into this day with great
insight as I drifted off to sleep, moved to forgive
everyone I needed to forgive, and with a greater clarity
and insight into why things are - and the knowledge that
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all trials and tribulations are meant to lead us more
deeply into the arms of the Divine...
My spirit rejoices and my body dances, embraced in the
Cosmic Dance of the Lord...
So many signs given - in numerology - in messages
conveyed from the beyond by different individuals - all
pointing to where I am going and from where I have
come...
I am grateful for all the outpourings of companionship on
so many levels - both physical and spiritual - and the
support that both dimensions provide...
I go to the river to breathe in the air and take in the
breathtaking serenity that I often find there...
As I get ready to leave, I meet a whitewater kayaker, and
we share our experiences of needing and wanting to be
one with the river. I marvel at how I am there at precisely
the right moment for us to meet, and realize in mere
seconds that we speak the same language of spirit...
We speak of traveling to Banff, Montana, national parks,
and majestic places - and exploring nature - and he
invites me to consider doing things and visiting places I
have not entertained. I drive home amazed at a deep
soul connection made unexpectedly, not once, but twice
today, at the river, and at the grocery store earlier, as the
cashier and I rejoiced in kindnesses extended to her
amidst great personal trials, acknowledging how we
really are all one...
I think of how I began this morning after my meditation,
with an invitation to participate in an online discussion
group of healers dedicated to the healing power of
waters, and more connections to experiences in my life
and events in this day are evident...
At dusk, someone posts a video, titled, "River Surround"
and I marvel at how it captures the essence of much that
I have felt on the river. Yes, the river heals, in more ways
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than one...
Blessings abound everywhere if one has the eyes to
see, and ears to hear. So much more that I could say,
but like Mary, in the scriptures, I will ponder these things
in my heart...
(For "River Surround," visit:
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=F7wxAZDiNnU&eurl

Thursday, March 12, 2009
Forgiving the Unforgivable
Recently, I finished reading the book - Left to Tell:
Discovering God Amidst the Rwandan Holocaust, by
Immaculee Ilibagiza, whose whole family, except for one
brother, was brutally murdered during three months of
genocide in Rwanda. She survived by being hidden,
along with 6 other women, in a very small bathroom in
the house of a pastor, where none could truly sit or lie
down. She went in weighing 115 lbs., and came out
weighing 65 lbs.
The people who murdered her family and tried so
unsuccessfully to hunt her down, were life long friends
and neighbors she had grown up with. Even her
childhood friends turned their backs on her because she
did not belong to the right tribe. One of her brothers was
hacked to death by friends, because other friends
disclosed his whereabouts.
Even in the midst of this, Immaculee survives and does
what is almost unimaginable - she forgives the
unforgivable.
I thought of this, as I rode to my yoga class today. Like
Immaculee, I could not understand how people you have
loved and trusted for years can turn their backs on you.
During the many months she was in that bathroom, she
survived by praying 12 hours or more a day, until she
experienced her anger dissipate. The killers came to the
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house many times, but a wooden wardrobe was placed
over the door to the bathroom, and while the whole
house was turned upside down, the wardrobe was never
moved. Immaculee received a vision where Jesus told
her she would survive, but that her family would not. Yet,
she was also assured that they were happy in their
present state, and full of joy.
After leaving this prison she was in for months, she still
had a number of dangerous encounters where she
almost lost her life. While in a camp guarded by French
soldiers, she learned the horrors of how each and every
one of her family members met their brutal end.
Immaculee came from a family of very devout Catholic
educators, widely known for their many good deeds sometimes her parents even paid for the education of
other individuals from their own salaries - and some of
them participated in the very deaths of their benefactors.
It was the death of her most beloved brother that was
the most brutal one to read in the book.
After the genocide, she found out where the remains of
her favorite brother and mother had been laid to rest, in
shallow graves. She herself, participated in the
exhumation of her brother, needing to look at his bones,
to assure herself of his death. Both sets of remains were
placed in coffins, and properly buried on the property of
her destroyed home...
Later, Immaculee goes to prison to see the man who led
the gangs that killed her family. He had been a friend of
her father. When she looked upon him, she saw that he
was a broken down man who could not look her in the
eye. But she looked at him with compassion, and simply
said: "I forgive you."
When she left, the man in charge of the prison was
furious with her. "How could you forgive him?"
And she responded, "Forgiveness is all I have to offer."
I read these words, late in the evening a few nights ago.
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It was the only time I totally lost it while reading this
book. I found I had to steel myself to get through it,
though the simplicity and strength of her faith was so
beautiful and moving throughout the gruesome account.
She writes, that it is impossible to know how long it will
take a broken heart to heal, but in two years time, she
met a wonderful man and went on and had two beautiful
children.
She concludes by saying that the love of a single heart
can make a world of difference. Now Immaculee goes
around telling her story to all who will hear.
After I finished the book, and lay down to sleep, I said to
myself in the darkness, if she can forgive the
unforgivable - forgive those who exterminated her family
- then truly - there is nothing that I cannot forgive...I
thought of those I had perhaps forgiven once - maybe
half-heartedly, and thought to myself - you must forgive
them - again, and again, and again...
I pondered all of these things in my heart, in the early
evening, as I went down to the river. I needed to ground,
and there is no better way for me to do this than to visit
the river. The river is a constant friend - and is always
there - rain or shine. It was biting cold and no one was
around. The water was also very still. It reminded me that even in the face of great turmoil - our hearts must
remain still and grounded in the Divine, as my yoga
teacher reminded us to do today.
There are many layers to forgiveness. And as I prayed
several nights ago, and as I drove to class late this
morning, I was moved to forgive, yet again. We can
forgive, even when we still feel the sting or the pain of
having been wronged because it releases us from
bondage. But mostly, we must forgive, because it frees
us to love more deeply...
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Monday, March 16, 2009
Cave in the Snow
I have been able to get a lot of reading in of late, and a
couple of nights ago I finished the book, Cave in the
Snow - A Western Woman's Quest for
Enlightenment, by Vicki Mackenzie. It documents the
story of Tenzin Palmo, an Englishwoman who was the
first Western woman to be ordained a Buddhist nun. She
spent 12 years in a cave meditating, 3 of them without
any human contact whatsoever.
This is a book I had been meaning to read for years, and
I literally shuffled it from one room of the house to
another. Finally, I passed by it last week, and it caught
my eye. I picked it up, and couldn't put it down. There is
a right time for everything, and since I have spent so
much time in meditation and some isolation these last
two years, it spoke to me.
After meeting Tenzin Palmo on a retreat, the author,
Vicki Mackenzie, asks if she can write her story. Though
Tenzin is initially reluctant, she allows it, describing her
life in the following manner:
"My life has been like a river, it has flowed steadily in
one direction. The purpose of life is to realize our
spiritual nature. And to do that one has to go away and
practice, to reap the fruits of the path, otherwise you
have nothing to give anyone else."
The path of her life, leading to that cave was not easy by
any means. She did not have a model she could look to
or emulate but instead, tread a path where none had
gone before her. When she found her cave, in northern
India, at an altitude of over 13,000 feet, she knew
instantly this was the place she would meditate in for the
next several years.
"It had everything she need. Here, perched like an eagle
on the top of the world, she would most definitely not be
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bothered by the clamour and clutter of human
commerce. She would have the absolute silence she
yearned for. The silence that was so necessary to her
inner search, for she knew, like all meditators, that it was
only in the depth of silence that the voice of the Absolute
could be heard. She could bury herself in the confines of
her cave to pursue her spiritual practices without
interruption. She could go out and look at the mountains
and the infinite sky. She would see no one..."
She almost died on a few occasions. Once, when
supplies were not delivered to her, she almost starved.
And at another time - a blizzard walled her in and she
was trapped. But yet she remained, without fear, totally
dedicated to her practice, meditating 12 hours a day,
and even sleeping upright in a meditation posture. She
had vowed to reach Enlightenment in a female form,
which most Buddhists believe is not possible - however
long it took her to do so.
"What is Enlightenment but the heart knowing itself?
This is very hard. Just as the eye can see the whole
world but cannot see itself, so the heart can know
everything but has great difficulty in understanding
itself."

Wednesday, March 25, 2009
You are a Wave on the Ocean of
Consciousness
I continue to read, re-read, imbibe, and immerse myself
in the notes from last weekend's workshop with Paul
Muller-Ortega. So many gems that touched my heart
deeply. I will share some of my notes...
"You are a wave on the ocean of consciousness. A wave
is a movement of energy or life force - it is the arising of
the universality into a particular expression. You come
from parents - and you have bodies that are not only
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physical, but subtle, and transcendental as well.
Life teaches many life lessons. What is our true home?
There is a nostalgia we have for lost paradise. This is an
intricate feeling in the heart. It is both sweet and sour.
We are wanting to remember a place, time, and person
that has been left behind.
We are currently in the midst of a planetary awakening and just like in our lives - changes are occurring and an
awakening is happening. Everything on the outside of
our lives is going to change - sometimes it does so
slowly - but sometimes it does dramatically. How can I
surf through the tsunami waves of change? How do I
find myself to be a willing participant in life - rather than a
victim? It happens when we live from this very deep
place inside of us - the heart - that has to be stabilized.
Where am I truly rooted? In the deepest space of
consciousness - as a permanent abiding state seamlessly one with the place that is no place - where
there is no sequence. Can I be so powerfully united with
that place that I become someone who can draw from
that place - drinking in amrita - the nectar milkshake - so
that I remain rock solid in any form of change?
Through real sadhana you become a manifestation of
Divine energy that flows through you and supports you in
every stage of what you are supposed to blossom into.
In this present moment - may I be at home!"

Friday, March 27, 2009
Back on the Water
As I ran some errands this afternoon, I spontaneously
decided to go "eye-ball" the river. It was warm and
inviting, and the next few days were going to be busy for
me.
Noticing that the water was still and calm, I headed back
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home to get Grace and place her on the water. It felt
absolutely euphoric to push away from the landing with
the first few strokes and be free on the water once again.
In a few weeks, the trees will be covered with leaves
once again, and the broad expanse of the river will no
longer be visible in the same way.
For the first time in months, I paddled all the way to that
favorite spot of mine between two islands and two
states.
A motor boat went by and created some waves that
tossed Grace about, and it took a while for them to
subside. Then I was passed by a group of men whose
conversation I could not help but overhear. They were
discussing how many euros a prostitute cost and where
to find them. That was NOT what I wanted to hear! As a
good friend of mine often says - "Note to self: make sure
you get on the river earlier, when the more
contemplative crowd tends to come!"
Finally, the waters and my soul settled, and I floated for
a long time...
This has been a week of incredible experiences - of
being invited to deepen one meditation practice two days
ago, and of being initiated into another, last night. It was
also a week of healing experiences that signaled a
turning point in my own journey. I could not help but
marvel at the many blessings that had been bestowed
upon me. I have felt the embrace of the Divine very
beautifully and strongly.
I wonder what adventures and lessons this river will yield
for me in the coming months. I look forward to exploring
areas I have not visited before, and connecting with
nature more deeply...
But for now, I am content to float as a mere wave upon
the river of consciousness...
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Sunday, March 29, 2009
Riding the Waves of Grace
My heart is full...
I end one week - and step into a new one - riding the
waves and currents of grace...
I have a deep longing to go to the river - so desiring to
be one with the water - but in my depths I know I always
carry the river in my heart...
I cannot begin to enumerate or share the many
blessings received this week - but they are treasures I
ponder in my heart...
So many sacred moments, in meditations, initiations,
deep practice, and connecting deeply with another
precious soul, a magnificent yogini, visiting from out of
town, as we marvel at our budding relationship...
I am blessed to spend three days with my Reiki teacher
once again - to be in his presence and energy - and to
be led more deeply into practice and into my heart and
soul...
I cannot describe the many experiences of bliss, and of
stepping into the heart and center of the cosmos,
pulsating with the Divine...
Everything is happening as it should, and I am exactly
where I need to be...
I still carry this empty place within. Maybe it will always
be that way - but as this beautiful soul reminded me last
night as we talked, nearly until midnight - "That place we
must not fill - for that place of emptiness is always for
God..."
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Tuesday, April 7, 2009
Compassion and Holy Week
I enter deeply into Sacred Space...
I enter more fully into Sacred Time...
I enter into this Holy Week, mindful of the sacredness of
this week to different faiths. On Thursday, which is
traditionally the Day of the Guru to devout Hindus, we
commemorate the Last Supper and the beginning of the
Lord's Passion, while our Jewish brethren commemorate
Passover. It is also the Full Moon for good measure, and
I cannot think of anything more auspicious! I think also of
a dear therapist and friend now traveling through India,
whose meditation group I attend, and who has requested
prayers for the work that he is doing...
I am privileged to share the gift of Reiki this morning with
a beautiful young couple that were drawn to this
wonderful practice...
Later in the day, I enter the labyrinth, for the first time in
two months, asking to receive whatever it is that I should
receive, recalling the last time I came to walk it - with a
dear friend. I meditate at the center for almost an hour,
sending love, blessings, and healing energy to all those
who have asked for prayers...
I drive home and stop by the river, now wishing I had
gone in on Saturday, when it was warm and magnificent.
I long to launch Grace once again, becoming one with
the river. While so much is in bloom, it is cold and windy
today, and the currents are very strong - hungrily lapping
at the riverbank and boat launch area like ocean waves
with reckless abandon...The river is swollen, and all the
usual rocks I have sat on before are submerged...
It is a time for remembering, and entering deeply into
spiritual practice, and extending compassion to all those
in need...
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I come home to a phone message from a friend on the
West Coast I have not spoken to in a long time, and I tell
her about my Lenten practice of saying the Rosary of the
Seven Sorrows, and the book Left to Tell about the
Rwandan genocide...
It is a good day. It is a holy day. It is a day well lived...It
has been a day of inspiration, and spiritual practice, of
good thoughts, and good deeds...
"May I not increase the ignorance of wrongdoers
by my intolerance or vindictiveness.
Inspire me to help them by my forgiveness,
prayers, and tears of gentle love."
- Paramahansa Yogananda

Wednesday, April 15, 2009
I Dreamed a Dream
I awaken in the rain, and allow myself to be lulled back
to sleep. But later, after morning meditations, while it is
still somewhere between a light rain and a drizzle
outside, I go to survey the river. I have not been to visit
in a while...
The trees have not yet unfurled their leaves, but I know it
is a matter of time before this broad and naked expanse
will no longer be visible. It will cloak itself with exquisite
raiment until next winter, like Siva - concealing and
revealing himself, in an endless Tantric dance...
I am lost in thoughts and emotions, and moved by a
woman who touched the world with her rendition of
Fantine's "I Dreamed a Dream" from Les Miserables.
I find both the lyrics and the tune, and fall asleep to
them, my heart echoing its melody and message, as I
stand by the riverbanks and reflect on the wisdom
dispensed yesterday, by a very wise soul.
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I look longingly at the river, knowing it has been a long
time since we joined together, becoming one - as my
soul, in turn, longs to be joined with another soul, now
more distant in my life. People come and people go through the revolving doors of our lives. I think of a
passage I read last night by Paramahansa Yogananda,
who acknowledged that we would never again be in this
body, with these characteristics, and in these very same
relationships.
I am washed by the gentle rain, here, perched on the
edge of a cliff, at the foot of this river, as I dare to dream
the dreams I was told I had not allowed myself to bring
to fruition, for many lifetimes lived as a mystic and a
contemplative had eroded an ability to invite abundance
in. Perhaps it is no accident I am led to view this
YouTube video clip about a middle aged woman, not
unlike me, awakening to her own dream...
I Dreamed a Dream
There was a time when men were kind
When their voices were soft
And their words inviting
There was a time when love was blind
And the world was a song
And the song was exciting
There was a time
Then it all went wrong
I dreamed a dream in time gone by
When hope was high
And life worth living
I dreamed that love would never die
I dreamed that God would be forgiving
Then I was young and unafraid
And dreams were made and used and wasted
There was no ransom to be paid
No song unsung, no wine untasted
But the tigers come at night
With their voices soft as thunder
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As they tear your hope apart
And they turn your dream to shame
He slept a summer by my side
He filled my days with endless wonder
He took my childhood in his stride
But he was gone when autumn came
And still I dream he'll come to me
That we will live the years together
But there are dreams that cannot be
And there are storms we cannot weather
I had a dream my life would be
So different from this hell I'm living
So different now from what it seemed
Now life has killed the dream I dreamed.
(But I would revise this last line in the manner
I heard it last night:
"No Life has killed the dream I dreamed...")
I think of living my own dreams, and all that it implies the fears of failing, of beginning once more, though from
a different vantage point, yet at the same time, enriched
by more recent experiences. Every experience and
moment lived, has been in preparation for the next step
and event in our lives, and I feel that in many ways, I
have truly lived lifetimes within one solitary life span...
And I thank Susan Boyle, who touched millions, and
hope that her dream comes true! She has touched so
many around the world, reminding us - as I titled my post
yesterday - we are truly all one!
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9lp0IWv8QZY
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Friday, April 17, 2009
The River, Me, and God
For the second day in a row, I have been able to make it
down to the river. Both days have been warm, though
today was nothing short of magnificent. For the first time
since last year, I launched Grace, unencumbered by
winter gear, sporting instead some short sleeves and my
crocs! I stepped into the water, getting my feet wet,
baptizing myself into a new season of paddling...
Both days have been cloudless days where I have
enjoyed the river and had it pretty much to myself. And
the blue heron was particularly evident today.
The currents definitely made their presence known. It
took a while to paddle upstream, but it was exhilarating
to be doing it.
I paddled near the first island, enjoying the vistas and
evidences of spring, determined to angle around the
bend. As I worked hard to get myself upstream, a
magnificent blue heron flew along my right side without
making a sound. He startled me, coming fairly close to
where I was. Then, he flew on ahead and angled off to
the right.
Just a few moments later, he came around and did the
same thing. I counted a total of 5 times that he did this flying alongside me, and then taking off to the right - and
thought to myself, there must be a message for me in
this...
Finally, when I was approaching the corner of the island,
I found him waiting for me, perched on the edge of the
riverbank. He did not move, at least until I navigated the
currents between the two islands where I often like to
meditate, and made my way onto the other side...
I thought to myself, that I was supposed to overcome
this hurdle today - that somehow there was a message
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for me in this achievement of paddling upstream and the
resisting currents between the islands. Truly, nothing is
impossible with God's Presence or assistance.
I floated down quietly, and fairly quickly on the other
side, as I listened to birds singing and bass flapping here
and there - under the banner of leaves starting to unfurl
in all their splendor. I took in every detail, savoring each
moment...
I thought of how happy I am on this river - no matter
what is happening - it brings me both peace and joy more so than any other activity. I cannot imagine being
on this river and not feeling vibrantly alive...
The river allows me to ground and connect with God's
creation. I also reflected on how little time I have spent
outdoors in the last few years...
I emerged after an hour and half of enjoying each
present moment that gave way to the next, truly recharged and very much aware that all shall be well...

Tuesday, April 21, 2009
Cry Me a River
Last night, before going to bed, I came across a
YouTube musical rendition of the song, "Cry Me a
River," sung by Susan Boyle, the singing sensation of
the moment that I wrote about a few days ago.
Susan is nearly 48, has lived alone, and has the voice of
an angel. She surprised everyone at an audition of the
show, "Britain's Got Talent," and her unlikely discovery
has touched millions of hearts all over the world.
Perhaps her whole life was lived - for that one moment to touch the lives of many, practically instantly. She
melted stony hearts in a way most unexpected, that
invited all who listened to her, to rise above their
pettiness and preconceived notions of beauty - as their
spirits soared into the fullest expression of their
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humanity. In that moment, and in its aftermath, we truly
embodied a sense of oneness. How many - celebrities or
presidents can claim to have done that - to have united
the whole world as one beating heart, in an instant?
This song, was recorded 10 years prior, for a charity
benefit. As I listened to it, I realized that this simple and
plain woman, was gifted and blessed with one of the 3 or
4 most beautiful voices that I have ever heard. Very few
can sing, and instantly move another's soul as she has
done.
I thought of this song this morning, as I visited my own
river in the fog. It was gray down by the riverbanks - all
the rocks were hidden under muddy and swollen waters
that reminded me of the Mississippi, and how I lived near
its banks both in St. Louis, and in Minneapolis, decades
ago...
Still, the river was beautiful - and the greening power of
God - as Hildegard of Bingen would note - was evident.
All was truly verdant!
I was captivated by the grayness and stillness, as I did
several spiritual practices - chanting the Reiki Precepts
and Ho'oponopono - an ancient Hawaiian teaching and
practice for cleansing the soul. There are several
variations, but the one I chanted today was:
"I love you.
Forgive me.
I'm sorry.
Thank you."
The idea behind this practice - is to recite it to God - and
allow it to scrub your soul clean of that does not serve it.
It is a wonderful practice to heal all sorts of situations.
I've written before about the Hawaiian doctor, Hew Len,
who emptied out a whole ward of psychiatric patients by
chanting this - without ever having treated a single one
of them! Every once in a while, I remember to chant - or
pray this little mantra again, and I have shared it with
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many...
I have truly cried myself a river - down by this river. It
has been a silent witness to hidden interior growth on so
many levels.
One of the most famous renditions of "Cry Me a River,"
is by Ella Fitzgerald, who sang:
"Now you say you're lonely,
You cried the long night through
Well, you can cry me a river,
I cried a river over you..."
We are all cleansed - sometimes by crying a river,
sometimes by spiritual practices - particularly those that
invite and elicit forgiveness. Sometimes, we stand tall in
the sunshine, as I did a few hours after the early morning
grayness, feeling the rays of the sun burning off the mist
and dew, and dampness of the evening rains, and
whatever remaining tears might lurk in the deepest
recesses of the soul...

Thursday, April 23, 2009
The River in Deep Cleanse
The river is always a metaphor for my life, and today it is
swollen nearly to the edge of the cliff I stand on, and
practically all the way up the boat launch to the parking
lot. It seems to be cleansing itself with a deep sense of
urgency, as evidenced by its freely flowing, swift and
muddy waters...
I survey the river from my perch and think to myself that
today, this river truly gives new meaning to the song,
"The River is Wide," a tune I have been listening to, and
humming to myself these last few days...
I retreat - and sit on the green bench that I have not sat
on for almost a year and am startled by the view in my
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field of vision. It takes me back a year or more - to a
different period in time. I am surprised by the perspective
that my field of vision entertained at that time, and how
different it has been since I have literally entered the
river and become one with it. I also think of the session I
had this morning with a very gifted healer, an incredible
craniosacral therapist, where we did deep and truly
marvelous work.
As often happens during my healing sessions, birds
came and made their presence known - a young hawk,
and a heron appeared at various times - but it was the
hawk that predominated and kept returning.
This gifted healer noted that a hawk bids us to pay
attention - not only to what is before us - but what will
arise and be made manifest in our lives. A hawk also is
privy to the big picture in addition to being able to zero in
on the details. The heron is about self reliance and
standing on one's own two feet - major issues I've had to
address in the last two years of my life.
My gifted healer friend has a wonderful healing cat who
was chomping at the bit to get started on my session,
strategically placing her paws in those places most
needed. I was told that she does not show up for just
anyone. Her name is "Gracie," and that, of course,
further endeared her to me - for this is not only the name
of my kayak - the trusty vessel that has enabled me to
paddle my way through incredible healing, but "Grace" is
part of the name of this blog and my website as well.
I came away from that session filled with all that was
good and necessary for me - and grateful for having an
opportunity to be in this healer's nurturing hands. I was
also grateful for having made the needed headway in my
journey...
Later, I spoke to the wonderful soul that I wrote about
yesterday, (we met a year ago last spring) and we were
able to flesh out the content of our email exchange in a
way that was more substantive, meaningful, and mutual.
She noted that I sounded lighter, and her observations
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were the fruit of a deep intuitive knowing and our
incredible communion of souls. I am grateful for her
presence in my life!
As I sat on this bench by the river, I was grateful to be
here - in the middle of the day - and have this river all to
myself. What a blessing it is to get up - do healing work,
and then come down the river. My only other major
event today will be meditating with a group this evening.
How many people have the opportunity to spend days
like that?
I also expressed gratitude for the incredible healers that I
have been led to. My friend said that really, I had drawn
them to myself - because of the work that I do. I was
touched by that. But, it really does not matter how they
came into my life or why - I have been blessed to make
connections in this life that have supported me every
step of the way...
There was a small band of black crows down by the
river, so when I come home I looked up their meaning.
They have been considered evil by some in mythology,
but also as symbols of the Divine. They are also seen as
a sign of spiritual strength, and invite us to leave familiar
places and look beyond our range of vision. They are
harbingers of change, and encourage us to look out for
opportunities in life. They teach us to balance light and
dark and announce a newness in life, encouraging us to
pay attention to our intuitions.
A hawk has visionary power, and shows us how to ride
the winds of change. A hawk's wisdom, leadership and
strength will guide us with honor, integrity, grace, and
beauty. We must be ready for greater intensity in life!
Herons teach grounding and invite greater balance in
life. They also encourage us to follow our path, and look
more deeply into the meaning of life...
I have recently been touched by a pair of robins that
have taken up residence in my front yard... They
stimulate new growth and renewal in many areas of life,
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and show that this can be done with joy, laughter, and a
song in the heart!
And finally, every morning when I sit in meditation, I sit to
the song of a woodpecker. They teach us how to
connect to the earth, move to our beat, and how to
balance the physical and spiritual realms...
As I sat at this river in deep cleanse, I marveled at how it
mirrors my own cleansing. My dear friend asked me
today if I thought all of this healing work was finally
coming to some sort of completion - even though we
continue to evolve and grow and uncover layers for the
rest of our lives. I simply exclaimed: "God! I hope so!"

Friday, April 24, 2009
I Love This River
It is a beautiful day, and the start to a very busy
weekend for me, so I am drawn to go down to the river
for a visit mid morning...
I love this river - it has taught me so much in the last
year and half since I have been visiting it. There are so
many lessons and insights that have come from deeply
communing with it, or from the ruminations of the heart
and soul that have poured out of my depths by its banks.
It is quiet, sunny, breezy - and the river is still swollen. I
sit down on a clump of grass by the well worn path
leading down to the shore by the riverbank that is now
under water...
I watch two beautiful geese - gliding down the river in
tandem, without a care in the world. I observe how every
rivulet and wave dissolves and merges with all those
surrounding it - a constant reminder of both the
impermanence and the fundamental unity of all things realities I know and accept on a cognitive level, but have
difficulty internalizing on an emotional level...
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I consider discussions I had yesterday - one with a friend
- where we both noted the difficulty of letting go of
grasping behavior. I told her that I have always felt that
the greatest lesson I have to learn in this life is how to let
go - and I am certainly far from mastering it...
I shared with her, how I was always moved by the
visitation of Sri Yukteswar, to his disciple, Paramahansa
Yogananda, in Autobiography of a Yogi. He appears to
Yogananda after his death and tells him about the
wonders of the afterlife. I have read that chapter over
and over again - marveling at the beauty that he
describes of more subtle realms. The thing that always
struck me about his descriptions is how the soul needs
to embody perfect non-attachment to journey into the
higher realms of heaven in order to become one with the
Divine.
Ah! Why is this such a hard lesson to learn? As I said to
my friend - that is the greatest challenge - to love and
enjoy everything - without being attached to it...
As I watched the river currents and the occasional piece
of debris float downstream, I also reflected on the
wisdom dispensed last night by the gifted therapist who
leads the meditation group I attend.
He noted, that to change situations in our lives, we have
to marry action with thought. In other words, we must
think, but then act upon our thoughts. Yogananda
specifically taught that we need to exercise the use of
our will to make necessary changes in our lives and he
recommended that we work on something to make the
desired change before we move on to something else.
True change cannot happen without flexing the muscles
of our will.
This wonderful leader and therapist also noted that we
can use affirmations effectively to exercise our wills and
cause the desired change by planting these affirmations
deep within our subconscious - and hopefully our
superconscious minds through deep meditation. We
were then then led through a powerful hypnotic induction
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and we went deep into meditation.
I know I have all the tools I need to make the changes I
need to make in my own life so that someday, my spirit
may inhabit these subtle realms in the afterlife. I feel a
deep yearning and longing for that place - but I know
there is much work to be done here first...
As I took in the greening and broad expanse of the
swollen river and both sides of the riverbanks, I gave
thanks for all the insights that came to me yesterday...
And I gave thanks for this river...Before leaving, I
recalled words of wisdom imparted by another wise soul
in my life who said to me, that when I am troubled,
especially before going to sleep, that I should think of
this river and the heron...
As for what geese signify:
"Symbolic of a questing call, travels, imagination is
stirred, communication, they teach how to move along
one's spiritual path with the power and strength of
community, and they aid in finding happiness and joy."

Monday, April 27, 2009
I Go to the Water
For the first time in months, I am on break from teaching
my yoga classes, so I go down to the river on this
magnificent Monday morning to launch Grace. I come
down in a tank top and shorts for the first time in months.
It is hot, and there is not a cloud in the sky.
It feels exhilarating to push off from the boat launch and
step into the water in my crocs, wading around without
boots and the protection and insulation they provide...
I reflect on a bumper sticker I saw a few days ago:
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"Happiness is a choice."
So true. But not always easy to internalize. I reflect on
how the readings of Paramahansa Yogananda are
addressing this very topic at the moment in his Spiritual
Diary...I also recall sage advice from Rumi, recorded
yesterday:
"Sadness is a thief.
It steals our energy."
Such sayings of wisdom coming to me from so many
sources... I contemplate such insights and others gained
during the wonderful training I did this weekend with
Todd Norian, a gifted Anusara Yoga teacher.
I paddle upstream and reflect on some of his
comments...
"Healing is a power we all have. How open are you?
How open is your valve? We often close that valve
inside of us by expressing self-doubt, depression, and
negative feelings...
Focus on your attitude. Pain-free living really is our
birthright...
Open to grace. Conceive it on the inside in order to
receive it on the outside...
You cannot have the ecstatic experience of revelation
without some concealment...
Closing down within can invite us to create an open
heart. But the pain of an open heart, is what ultimately
enables us to heal...
Obstacles create opportunities...
Say yes to life - but also say yes to challenges as well.
'The only people that don't have problems are in the
grave.' (Tony Robbins)
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Say no to create healthy boundaries and to whatever is
no longer supporting you.
When you make yourself more joyous, the whole world
lights up around you...
Life is a gift, and yoga shows you how to make it a
blessing...
Begin each and every day by saying, 'Today is the day
of my awakening.'
To align with the Divine, you need to align with yourself.
Move in the direction of what you really love inside..."
I paddle for a long time, the currents are deceptively
strong, but I do finally manage to make it to my favorite
spot, and then allow myself to float downstream which
happens in what seems like abbreviated moments,
erasing my hard work so quickly.
I emerge from the water nearly an hour and half later,
feeling energized, and very much aware that for now, I
am happy. Yes, it is a choice - one that we make over
and over again, by deciding which thoughts we will
entertain, and which feelings will hold us captive...

Tuesday, April 28, 2009
Stepping into the River at Dawn
The river calls, it beckons, and I come down to its banks
in the early morning...I step inside, and baptize my feet...
It is quiet, and still, and beautiful, and I think to myself, it
doesn't get much better than this...
I think once again of the bumper sticker I saw last week it haunts me, in a good way:
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"Happiness is a choice..."
Yes it is - it is a choice we must make again, and again,
and again...
I also recall so many beautiful passages that I have read
lately by Yogananda:
"The laughter of the Infinite God
must vibrate through your smile.
Let the breeze of His love
spread your smiles in the hearts of men...
You have the power to hurt yourself
or to benefit yourself...
If you do not choose to be happy
no one can make you happy.
Do not blame God for that!
And if you choose to be happy,
no one can make you unhappy...
It is we who make of life what is is...
Remember that when you are unhappy
it is generally because you do not visualize
strongly enough the great things
that you definitely want to accomplish in life,
nor do you employ steadfastly enough
your will power, your creative ability,
and your patience,
until your dreams are realized...
Happiness depends to some extent
upon external conditions,
but chiefly upon mental attitudes.
In order to be happy
one should have good health,
a well balanced mind,
a prosperous life,
the right work,
a thankful heart,
and above all,
wisdom or knowledge of God."
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I drink in the words, salve for my heart and balm for soul.
They act as a healing unguent - reaching crevices that
have been so resistant to healing touch...
I paddle, I float - slowly, I sit very still in the moment
inside of Grace, my kayak...
I emerge from the water, cleansed, refreshed, and filled
with hope, knowing, that happiness is ultimately my
choice...

Friday, May 1, 2009
The River in Bloom
It is rainy today. I had hoped to put in some time at the
river, but alas, Grace will not enjoy the water possibly,
for at least 10 days...
The river is in full bloom - and all is truly verdant. Thus,
the river is not so wide as it was during the winter
season. It is no longer bare - but instead, teeming with
life...
I am packing and cleaning today - getting ready for my
trip to Denver and the many gifts and wonderful
moments it will surely bring! I am looking forward to
seeing people that I will perhaps only see at this time
this year - as I will not be able to travel to other Anusara
venues...
I chant the Reiki Precepts as I survey the river, taking in
all the changes now evident and the explosion of leaves
which now block my ability to see far and wide along the
riverbanks.
I take a moment to reflect on an article I read yesterday
about making commitments by Sally Kempton in the
latest issue of Yoga Journal. She observes that "without
commitment, life is a free-for-all, relationships a series of
hook ups, and practice mere dabbling." But in order to
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make commitments, we must know what our core values
are. By doing so, we discover the meta-commitments
which govern our lives. These are vows we make with
our own souls...
As I read a list of meta-commitments in the article, I
found I resonated with all of them. Can you have so
many?
To love in all circumstances
To be of service
To make your first priority your ongoing transformation
and growth
To find out what is ultimately real
To make community
To make beauty
To be compassionate
To help make the world better
To live as your highest Self
To ensure justice
And I would add - to be loyal. It is a quality I have
exhibited all my life. Interestingly enough, the current set
of readings in Yogananda's Spiritual Diary deals with
loyalty.
Loyalty is truly a core virtue for me - and it has informed
many of my decisions and actions. When I open and
give my heart - it is forever - regardless of what
happens. Like Martin Luther, I cannot do otherwise. I
know no other way to be. When it comes to relationships
in particular, I never give up on them. Even throughout
seeming separation, deep hurts, misunderstandings,
mis-communication, and the passage of time, my loyalty
endures. In my heart of hearts, I believe as the
Anonymous Author of The Cloud of Unknowing
observed in the 14th century - that:
"God sees with His all powerful eyes not who we are,
but who we strive to be."
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It is so comforting to know that God does not see my
failings first - but sees who I really wanted to be in life
and in relationship...
I think, it is because of this, that when I have reconnected with people, even decades later, I am able to
pick up where I left off. I know this is a gift and a
blessing...
I look forward to all that is unfolding and the many
miracles that are constantly offered! And to making more
connections in Denver!

Wednesday, May 13, 2009
Twittering and Puttering
Another nice day...
I went to the river briefly after an acupuncture treatment
for a visit. It is still flooded, and I struck up a
conversation with a guy who had just come out of the
water. He works for the State Department and likes to hit
it several times a week. It seems I keep meeting
kayakers who work there all the time!
When I got home a friend called me and invited me out
for coffee. We traveled over to Reston and had our iced
coffees in a beautiful park in the middle of the Town
Center and had a few good laughs...
As I prepare to go into my evening meditation, I thought I
would share a few of my recent postings from
Facebook, that either referred to the writings of
Paramahansa Yogananda, or were excerpts from my
Denver notes. For those of you on Facebook, the last
quote is a sneak preview of what I will post as my the
inspirational quote for my status tomorrow - so shhhh!
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"When we begin to awaken,
there arises within us
an instinct of remembrance
that there must be more to life.
Then we are launched into
the second great act of our existence and we match what happens inside of us
with what is happening externally."
- Paul Muller Ortega

"The highest form of earthly love is friendship.
Until the pure Divine Love of true friendship
has been expressed by the soul
in a human incarnation,
there will be no liberation."
- Yogananda

"We are immersed
in the Great Ocean of Consciousness.
We are the expression of Siva
who dances inside of us - as us even in our suffering."
- Paul Muller Ortega on the Siva Sutas

"To be merged in worldly consciousness
causes misery and increased desires,
but to be in the world but not of the world or better still, to enjoy the world with the pure joy of God
brings lasting happiness."
- Yogananda

" With God in your heart,
and a smile on your face,
let your hands ungrudgingly work for truth alone.
Then you will find real happiness
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wherever you may be."
- Yogananda

Friday, May 15, 2009
My River of Grace
This morning, I finally had an opportunity to launch my
kayak - Grace - and myself - into the river. It was a quiet
morning, with not a single soul in sight in the river. It was
just me, a magnificent blue heron like I had never seen (or was it perhaps - "the one?") - and very vocal geese,
a couple of mallard ducks, and quite a few exuberant
bass fish making a splash as they danced for joy here
and there.
It was the first truly warm - almost bordering on hot day
in a very long time...
I was mesmerized taking in the striking profile of the blue
heron who calmly surveyed the expanse of the river,
now exploding in every variety of rich and verdant
greens. The whole river was teeming vibrantly with life!
And love!
The paddling was effortless at times - and it seemed to
me that there is an art, almost a poetry to paddling. I was
in the flow, without a care in the world, simply enjoying
every moment that spilled into the next, and the next one
after that...
Like the meditating Jake on one of my bumper stickers
in the back of my car, I thought to myself, "Life is good!"
This morning, as I looked at my email briefly before
heading out to the river, I noticed that a few more people
were following me on Twitter. I like to click on their
profiles and learn a little more about them.
I was quite startled to receive this message in my in box:
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"Paramahansa Yogananda is now following you on
Twitter!"
For a moment, my lungs emptied of their breath - as I
paused in "kumbhaka" for an eternity - and I thought to
myself - could it really be true? Is this a tangible
message from the other side? (Of course, when I told my
husband this story, he merely rolled his eyes).
I clicked on "Yogananda's" profile and discovered that he
likes to post quotes from the Master himself, and so I
thought he would definitely be a good one to follow on
Twitter. I tend to be very selective, and stick to
inspirational people...
As I emerged from the river, I could not help but think of
how different my life has become in this last year or so.
Interestingly, in the last few days and weeks I have
connected with some people I've not seen in a year and
half, and it was wonderful to catch up...
Once more I think of Julian of Norwich's uplifting words,
that have served as my life long mantra, in times of joy,
of sadness, and in this moment:
"All shall be well,
and and all shall be well,
and all manner of things shall be well."
Enjoy your day!

Saturday, May 16, 2009
River Ablutions
Early on this Saturday morning, I head down to the river
before the rain - and even before my usual morning
meditation, to commune with the river...
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I step in, and paddle away from the launch area - reciting
one line of the Ho'oponopono Hawaiian healing and
meditation practice - for each stroke of my paddle - over
and over again - like a sacred mantra - as I perform my
river ablutions...
This mantra is not recited for a person or a situation in
particular - but is instead offered freely, from the heart to the Divine who is the source of all healing...
"I'm sorry.
Forgive me.
I love you.
Thank you."
Over and over again I repeat each line - perfectly in sync
with every stroke of my paddle as it dips into the water...
I swim in the realization that there are layers upon layers
that must still be uncovered in every significant lesson
and healing experience of our lives. When we think we
are done with an issue, it surfaces again, peeling back
another layer like an onion, revealing another level of
work we must engage in...
The work is never done - and the lessons are never
finished...It is a constant labor of love and of heartache
as well...
I paddle straight across to the Maryland side and am
drawn to a little grove of wild flowers...
It is overcast, and looking ominous - but I paddle and
float for a while - not intending to go very far. I feel
supported and safe here on this river - as if I am held in
the very embrace of the Divine...
I review lessons I have been given in the last couple of
days that remind me that I still have so much inner work
to be done - so much to release and let go of...I float,
and rest my paddle across Grace - my vessel on this
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river and my constant companion - this kayak has
journeyed with me through so much in this last year...
I watch a couple of droplets of water exquisitely release
from my paddle back into the river - like individual tears so emblematic of my soul - seeking to merge with the
Great Ocean of Consciousness...
I am still and I hear the voice of the Divine - reminded
once again, as I was earlier this week - that the words
"silent" and "listen" are both comprised of the same
letters. We cannot truly listen - if we are not first silent...
The messages I receive are deep, and personal - and
comforting - and so "spot on." In the breezy silence of
the river I receive and accept what is given...
I paddle back, and as I begin to pull Grace out of the
water, the rain begins to come, with soft, gentle,
cleansing drops. The heavens participate in my river
ablutions, baptizing me once again, at the mouth of this
river...
And I head home with this beautiful thought from
Yogananda in my heart as well:
"There is no space between minds and souls.
Though far away,
in thought our loved ones
and all things
are really ever near."
We are never alone - on land or on water - through our
myriad lessons and tasks. We carry the Divine and
beloved souls within the confines of our hearts. And that
is enough...
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Monday, June 1, 2009
The Banks of the River
On a very beautiful and magnificent day, that is also my
son's 24th birthday, I lead my students through an
invigorating practice of twists of all varieties - standing,
revolved, seated, and lying twists...
I begin my day by visiting the river to survey the rippling
waters from its banks. The flood waters have subsided
somewhat, but countless foreign tree trunks and limbs
have now made their home along its edges, altering a
landscape that had become familiar. I long to get in, but
it must wait. Today is a day for teaching and other
tasks...
My students rise to the occasion in class, by engaging all
three aspects of Muscular Energy - the second of the
Anusara Yoga Universal Principles of Alignment - as
they hug their muscles to their bones and draw in
energetically towards the mid line of their bodies - and
from the periphery to their core - and into the energetic
focal point of each pose. They blossom and extend out
organically - unfurling in poses like Parivrtta
Parsvakonasana and Parivrtta Trikonasana.
My roomful of beautiful goddesses draw in and expand
out - their fingers spreading brightly like the rays of the
sun - their smiles, satisfaction, and joy - light up not only
the confines of this room - but beyond it as well!
Like the banks of the river - they tap into an infinite
reservoir within them that is always there for the taking and go more deeply into their poses. Like the banks of
the river Seine in Paris - they harness the power of a
magnificent river - taming the flood waters - and riding its
endless supply of energy...
On a majestic day after weeks of rain and incredible
downpours - the sky is bright blue - and the breeze is
cool and exquisite - and like the banks of the river - my
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beautiful students tap into their core - making poetry and
beauty with their bodies...
I end class by revisiting a poem I wrote three years ago perhaps almost to the exact season:
The Banks of the River

We come to our mats
Invited into greater alignment-To find balance
And the recognition
Of our true nature
We come to our mats
Invited into greater alignment-Supporting the flow
Of our deepest essence,
Like the banks of a river.
We come to our mats
Invited into greater alignment-And we are encouraged
To let ourselves freely flow,
Pulsating and teeming with life
Sustained by the banks of a river.
I come to the mat
In pursuit of greater alignment
From the banks of a river
I step into the flow of my essence
And true nature-Forever reflected in
The deep and rich current
of grace
(From the volume on yoga poetry - Blossoms of Divine
Love: Poems from the Heart of an Anusara Practice,
by Dr. Olga Rodriguez Rasmussen - visit:
http://stores.lulu.com/aligningwithgrace )
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Monday, June 8, 2009
The River Teaches So Many Lessons
I have been yearning to get inside the river for some
time, but the near deluge of rain that we have been
experiencing this past month has made this difficult.
Yesterday, I decided to go for it, even though it was
Sunday, and a day I normally tend to avoid because of
the numbers of people that tend to visit the park.
I rode into a packed park which immediately felt like it
was such a different place energetically. The river was
swollen and muddy, and very crowded. I soon
discovered that were at least a dozen jet skiers in the
water.
Grace, my kayak, and I - tried to maneuver our way over
to the first island - but we never quite made it that far.
We tossed this way and that, and the skiers, did not
keep what I would consider to be a safe distance. I felt
overwhelmed, under-gunned, and drowned out by the
deafening noise.
I couldn't help but wonder how the wild life reacts to all
this noise and behavior. I found myself becoming
increasingly angry and frustrated, and then - I simply
heard the same voice I had heard earlier in the morning
when I took my mother to church. We had visited a very
conservative church that is often known for its more
intolerant perspective. While I was there, I listened to
some issues that were addressed in the homily and
which I internally reacted towards. As I found myself
become more unsettled and resistant to the homilist's
words, I simply heard a quiet voice within me say:
"Take them where they are at;
accept them as they are..."
This became a mantra for me now, on the river, as I
angrily wondered how these jet skiers could be so
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insensitive. Didn't they know I like quiet and communing
with nature? In my heart I was led to see that they simply
were expressing their version of having a good time whether or not it was mine. I found myself jumping to all
kinds of conclusions and internal judgments. In the midst
of these thoughts, I would hear this mantra again:
"Take them where they are at;
accept them as they are..."
It was not easy to listen to this gentle invitation to
surrender my thoughts and feelings. It had been so long
since I had been at the river. I wanted to enjoy it - not
share it! And yet, this river did not belong to me anymore
than it belonged to anyone else.
As I tossed and turned, and realized I was never going
to make it to the island, I thought back to the Snatam
Kaur concert I attended on Saturday. On her new CD,
"Liberation's Door," she has a song that contains the
words to the Prayer of St. Francis of Assisi, which has
always been one of my favorites. In this moment, I found
myself needing to repeat that prayer internally...
"Lord, make me an instrument of Thy peace
Where there is hatred, let me sow love
Where there is injury, pardon
Where there is doubt, faith
Where there is despair, hope
Where there is darkness, light
Where there is sadness, joy
Oh Divine Master,
Grant that I may not so much seek
To be consoled, as to console
To be understood, as to understand
To be loved, as to love
For it is in giving, that we receive
It is in pardoning, that we are pardoned
It is in dying, that we are born
Into eternal life."
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I prayed those words, then - as I do now - letting the
frustration and anger slowly melt. I emerged from the
waters, with my soul feeling a little more free.
The river teaches me so many lessons - some them are
unexpected, but others must be re-visted again, and
again...

Tuesday, June 9, 2009
I am the Dawn - O, America!
I want to rise and go to the river early, on this
morning...It is calling me - gently pulling at my heart
strings...but I am tired, and it is thundering, and I lay in
bed instead, overcome with a very deep longing that will
not abate and permeates everything...
I am filled with the magnificence of last night's music listening to Celtic Woman at Wolftrap Center for the
Performing Arts - under the stars which on this night
are hidden under a warm blanket of clouds...
This is my third time hearing them in this same venue and memories of those years come flooding back especially the first year - because on that day, a great
soul transitioned...
So many beautiful songs do I hear - ones I know by
heart - others are new gems that will quickly become
beloved treasures...
I think of all the beauty that is in this world - if we only
have the eyes to see and the ears to hear - as I imbibe
one song after another - so many of them offering such
profound messages of hope, of unity, and of love, that I
am moved deeply to the core...
The music begins with my favorite song - one that I have
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imagined the Divine praying to me as a love song, in so
many instances over the last couple of years:
The Sky, and the Dawn, and the Sun
"High is the moon tonight
Hiding its guiding light
High
Heaven and earth do sleep
Still in the dark so deep
I will the darkness sweep
I will the moon to flight
I will the heavens bright
I will the earth delight
Open your eyes with me
See paradise with me
Awake and arise with me
I am the dawn, I'm the new day begun
I bring you the morning, I bring you the sun
I hold back the night and I open the skies
I give light to the world, I give sight to your eyes
From the first of all time, until time is undone
Forever and ever and ever and ever
And I am the dawn and the sky and the sun
I am one with the One, and I am the dawn
I am the sky and the dawn and the sun
I am the sky and the new day begun
I am the sky and the dawn and the sun"
I am lost in every present moment, savoring each morsel
that is offered until we approach the end of this delicious
evening, and we are gifted with this beautiful tribute to
America, land of opportunity, and my own adopted
country:
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"O, America you’re calling,
I can hear you calling me:
You are calling me to be true to thee,
True to thee… I will be.
O, America no weeping,
Let me heal your wounded heart:
I will keep you in my keeping,
Till there be… a new start.
And I will answer you, and I will take your hand,
And lead you… to the sun:
And I will stand by you…do all that I can do,
And we will be… as one.
O, America I hear you,
From your prairies to the sea,
From your mountains grand, and all through this land,
You are beautiful to me.
And… O, America you’re calling,
I can hear you calling me:
You are calling me to be true to thee,
True to thee… I will be.
And I will answer you, and I will take your hand,
And lead you… to the sun:
And I will stand by you… do all that I can do,
And we will be…as one.
O, America you’re calling…
I will ever answer thee..."
I leave, filled to the brim - fueled in body, mind, and spirit
- and my heart expresses its thanks with another song
that rises from deep within me, its lyrics wafting through
my soul:
"And I think to myself, what a wonderful world..."
Yes, what a wonderful world this is!

114

(Both of these songs can be viewed on YouTube. For O,
America, visit:
http://celticwoman-oamerica.blogspot.com/)

Wednesday, June 10, 2009
The River at Peace
The longing I have to go to the river consumes me, and I
awaken several times in the dark before dawn in sheer
anticipation of visiting it...
In the early morning, Grace and I head down to an
almost pristine setting that is so different from what I
encountered on Sunday. I come in search of peace, and
it is gloriously evident in all my surroundings...
I push off, and paddle upstream nearly effortlessly, with
very few interruptions to my cadence. I am determined to
reach my favorite spot between two islands and the
riverbanks of two states...
A magnificent heron flies from the Virginia side to the
island on the Maryland side, gliding gracefully, a few feet
above the waters. I see some bass flipping about. It is
quiet here - except for the birds singing joyously. I pass
one fisherman as well.
I paddle upstream, determined to round the bend and
work through some deeply held feelings. As I approach
the clearing of waters that is both sacred and healing to
me, I notice the heron is perched on the corner of the
island. It is as if he were waiting for me.
I express gratitude and offer prayers, and begin to float
back quite quickly. It does not take me long to paddle
back to the boat launch area.
I momentarily reflect on a few beautiful quotes I read
earlier in the morning:
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"If your everyday life seems poor,
don't blame it; blame yourself;
admit to yourself
that you are not enough of a poet
to call forth its riches;
because for the creator
there is no poverty
and no indifferent place."
-Rainer Maria Rilke
"Not what we have,
but what we enjoy
constitutes our abundance."
- John Petit-Senn
"If ordinary people really knew
that consciousness and not matter
is the link that connects us
with each other and the world,
then their views about war and peace,
environmental pollution, social justice,
religious values, and all other human endeavors
would change radically."
- Amit Goswami
And then I replay, these entries that I shared on my
social networks, fruit of Yogananda's writings, on the
topic of peace. They come from his Spiritual Diary...
"When we become filled
with the joy of making others happy...
then we shall know
that God is expressing himself through us."
- Yogananda
"Every time a swarm of worries
invades your mind...
spray the worries with
the powerful chemical of your peace."
- Yogananda
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"When you are honest with yourself
you will find the road to inner peace."
- Yogananda
And somehow I leave this wonderful place on this
magnificent morning, with the peace that I sought, and
yet have always carried inside...

Wednesday, June 17, 2009
An Ocean of Wisdom
I cannot go paddle today, for it is raining outside. Once
more it rains, and I sense the water is deeply cleansing
something in the profundity of my soul...
Yesterday I visited the river just to see it, and smell the
air, and note how high the waters were. They have
receded somewhat...
As I took in the sights, I reflected on the incredible
session of craniosacral therapy that I had just returned
from with a gifted therapist, and I delighted in a new
found sense of freedom in my body. The releases were
truly divine, and my psoas muscle felt more lengthened
and happy and free - than I could ever recall feeling it. It
literally seemed to jump up and dance for joy as so
much tension along its path was released.
Today, I cannot paddle, but on some level - I connect
with the vast ocean of insights that the river often yields.
As I sit at my desk, in the "Purple Room," that is the
sanctuary of my soul and where I practice and meditate,
and write - I take a break from reviewing my lesson plan
for the yoga class I am teaching tomorrow for my own
teacher.
I sit and savor the wisdom of these delicious quotes that
came to me from various sources on this day, as I
contemplate a series of impending changes in my life
and the challenges they are presenting. Each one of
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these quotes contains a pivotal insight and message that
I am to embody...
"You can't cross the sea
merely by standing
and staring at the water."
- Rabindranath Tagore
"When flowing water meets with obstacles on its path,
a blockage in its journey, it pauses.
It increases in volume and strength,
filling up in front of the obstacle
and eventually spilling past it.
Do not turn and run,
for there is nowhere worthwhile
for you to go.
Do not attempt to push ahead
into the danger.
Emulate the example of the water:
Pause and build up your strength
until the obstacle no longer
represents a blockage."
_ Marsha Sinetar (adapted from the I Ching)
"The winds of grace
are always blowing,
but it is you that must
raise your sails."
- Rabindranath Tagore
"Though your errors be
as deep as the ocean,
the soul itself
cannot be swallowed up by them"
Yogananda
I did not go to the river today. Instead, the river came to
me - and poured its secrets into my heart...
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Saturday, June 20, 2009
All is Well - On Land and on Water
I emerge from over an hour of deep meditation in the
early morning quiet and feel deeply nourished in my soul
and heart...
The sky begins to darken, and I know it will rain once
again...
I think of my visit to the river yesterday, ever so briefly...I
have not been able to connect with my beloved river
much of late - the rains and the strong river currents
keep me side-lined and on solid ground - not water. Yet
in my heart of hearts, I know our time together will come
again soon - and we will commune and merge as one,
once again...
I am warmed by several instances of feedback that I
receive, where friends and students were aided
therapeutically, and I rejoice in the incredible recovery a
life-long friend is making from a complicated surgery...
I bathe in beautiful messages and quotes after my
meditation as I drink my espresso, and I savor this
message, which a friend passes on. I read it personally,
as if it had been sent to me from God. It is a wonderful
message to receive and imbibe, particularly now, in a
time of transitions, where some experiences and givens
are falling by the wayside, but other more wonderful
opportunities are emerging...
"In your heart, you know.
Your head may swirl with concerns,
ideas, pleadings, potential problems
and 'what ifs' of every type,
but your heart knows
the gentle truth...
All is well.
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All is well here and now.
Beneath the angst and turmoil
there is a river of peace that flows.
It is a current of your soul.
Close your eyes and breathe.
Listen to your heart.
This day affirms the truth that,
indeed, all is well."

Sunday, June 21, 2009
Going into the Heart
I arise at the first light of day to sit for my morning hour
of meditation, followed by espresso and a peach. I check
online briefly, and catch up on what is happening in
Iran...
I am amazed at the incredible solidarity of so many in
the vast online community with the people in Iran, and
bowled over by how social networking sites and
communities are enabling us all over this planet, to
connect in a much deeper way. The world is truly getting
smaller...
I long to make a stop at the river to visit, and see how it
is after a few more days of rain. But while I will not
merge and become with it on this day, I will cross it and
find spiritual nourishment on the other side of its banks...
It is a quiet morning, and I ride to the other side of the
river to take an Anusara Yoga class with my friend
Cheryl, who is magnificent, and who has the most
contagious and joyous laughter I have ever heard.
She invites us to go into our hearts and to express a
quality of the heart in our practice - to such an extent that those around us would be able to ascertain what
quality we chose to embody.
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We are led through a wonderful sequence that feels
delicious and empowering - and which prepares us for
inverting later in the class. We work with handstand and
we are invited to embody courage as a quality of the
heart, and everyone rises to the occasion.
Many beautiful spiritual gems are dispersed as blossoms
here and there throughout the class - gifted to us by a
teacher whose spiritual practice shines through in every
aspect of her teaching, her presence, and her
compassion for her students. She reminds me once
again of why I love coming to Willow Street Yoga - and
why I love Anusara Yoga in particular - for it is a yoga
that embraces everyone - and every "body" - accepting
and respecting all who come to the mat to share the
practice.
She ends class by deeply honoring her students and
recognizing them as her own teachers, and shares with
us this exquisite poem by the yogini Danna Faulds:
With You
"Consort of clouds, beloved
of the flowers, no boundaries
confine my flight or wanderings.
Slipping through the cracks in
your armor, I am with you, calling
you to come forth and dance with
me in the downpour.
My energy spills out of you no
matter what your circumstance or
mood. Find me in joy or in the
darkness of your worst hours.
Welcome me. Throw your arms
wide and celebrate each time you
find my fragrance in the lilacs.
I am anywhere you focus your
awareness. Call on me, remembering
that you are essential to the universe,
your uniqueness no less precious than
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the stars. If you forget, I'll remind you
with a whisper or a dream, or a touch
so soft you'll think a butterfly
just landed on your arm."
I go into my heart as I listen to these words,
strengthened by the light of the shared inner beauty of
those present in this class and my beautiful yogini friend
and teacher. I listen to these words, and think of
communing deeply with the Divine as I have been called
of late - gently lured to sit for ever increasing lengths of
time...
I think of those that I have loved well and deeply especially those absent from my heart in some way...
I bow to my teacher this morning, a radiant being, and to
my heart - as I am reminded once again, that there is
truly no separation...

Tuesday, June 23, 2009
A Drop in the River
I awaken early, and the river calls - it draws me strongly
- even before my meditation cushion does. So I follow its
urgent beckoning, and arrive at a river that is still, and
quiet, and empty, with these words of Rumi, skipping in
my heart:
"You are not just a drop in the ocean,
You are the mighty ocean in the drop."
But these are the words that my heart hears instead:
"You are not just a drop in this river,
You are this mighty river in the drop."
Can it be true? Am I really this body of water in the
drop? I know this is what Yogananda so often teaches in
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his writings. It is a lesson I have been struggling to learn
and embody...
I paddle away from the launch area and travel up the
center of the river - something I rarely do. Perhaps it is a
message for me to seek greater balance in my life. This
seems to be a kind of perennial message for me. Yet
this paddling upstream in the center is also symbolic of
uniting two halves of my life...
It is warm - with a shot of cool air here and there - and it
is somewhat breezy, as I watch a heron or two fly
around and listen to hidden birds sing their vibrant songs
with joyous abandon, wondering if my heart will ever like
that someday?
I review both the insights given in a dream last night and the lessons learned, and un-learned - and relearned these last couple of years as I find myself once
again in transition - in the place of stillness and
discomfort between another ending and beginning.
I poignantly note and observe the new sprouts of what is
becoming and what will be in my life, that are slowly
emerging and taking root. Once more, new opportunities
come unexpectedly because of the groundwork that has
been done. Still, for someone who does not like change,
it is once more somewhat unsettling. Yet I reflect on
insights shared by two friends of late, who noted that I
am nowhere near where I was when I began this
journey...
I come home and sit - my restlessness deposited and
left behind in the river. I sit for an hour and half - urged to
stay - and wanting to do so - knowing that this interior
journey is taking me deeper - it is calling, nourishing,
leading...
My heart prays: "Be with me, and show me the
way...Make the signs clear..."
It is almost mid-day by the time I finish - my soul fed and now my heart is touched by a garland of
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inspirational quotes my Twitter friends have left for me. I
read them, and sigh deeply...
This first quote by "Mythic River" is precisely the right
message for me in this moment:
"Separation is an illusion.
We are individual expressions
of the One."
Then I slowly sip a second cup of coffee and enjoy these
wonderful gems as well!
"In the garden
the door is always open
to the holy."
- May Sarton
"Anything or anyone
that does not bring you alive
is too small for you."
- David Whyte
"I think that if ever a mortal
heard the Voice of God
it would be in a garden
at the cool of the day."
- F. Frankfort Moore
"Nobody has ever measured,
not even poets,
how much the heart can hold."
- Zelda Fitzgerald
"Contain all human faces
in your own
without any judgment of them."
- Rumi
"In the house of love,
the floor dances,
the walls are made of song,
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and the music never stops."
- Rumi
"Fling me across the seas of space,
fling me across the fabric of time.
Make nothing and from nothing everything."
- Rumi
"Infinite gratitude towards all things past.
Infinite service to all things present.
Infinite responsibility to all things future."
- Huston Smith
“Always receive with grace.”
- Scott Blum

Friday, June 26, 2009
The River Calls Me in Darkness
The river calls me in darkness...I cannot sleep...For days
it seems to elude me...Is this a new pattern in my life?
I arise and am in the water paddling upstream very early
in the morning. Once more, I angle up the river by
paddling in the center, something I never really do...And
once more I sense the river is urging me to seek
balance...
It is hazy, quiet, and as still as the river has been in a
very long time. The surface of the water is covered with
many little pools of bubbles, looking almost as if
someone has spit into the river all over the place. It
reminds me of the physical - as well as the spiritual act
of purgation - a step on the ladder of Divine ascent reaching out hungrily towards illumination...
My soul is in such need of illumination...

125

I paddle and an interior voice prays and sings a song by
Cat Stevens:
"I listen to the wind,
to the wind of my soul.
Where I'll end up, I think
Only God really knows..."
I am in a place between places - once more in
"kumbhaka" - that pause between breaths so
impregnated by the presence of the Divine. Even Grace,
my beautiful kayak and companion, is held captive by
the stillness of the water, merely floating, and not being
taken downstream...
I sit, I float, I wait, I pray, I ask, I bargain, I forgive, and I
recite ancient words from the Upanishads:
"Lead me from the unreal to the real.
Lead me from darkness to light.
Lead me death to immortality."
I reflect on Marianne Williamson's post this morning:
"Let miracles replace all grievances..."
And this quote by Yogananda:
"Whatever you want others to be,
first be that yourself.
Then, you will find others responding
in like manner to you."
And a bright light shares this:
"Bring your LIGHT into this world
by doing the things you love,
living your values, feeling your feelings
and speaking your TRUTH."
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And she also offers this:
"The very Center of our Love
is the spot of Grace
that issues Peace."
And this one as well:
"Go Deep, confront your resistance,
investigate your shadows, and open your heart."
As another bright light I know, would say, what else is
there?
I continue to paddle, reaching my favorite spot, and am
deeply touched by my yoga teacher's class and theme
yesterday. She invited us to let go of the limiting effects
of "anava mala" - and the dust it leaves on our hearts.
She asked us to consider relinquishing once and for all
our sense of not being good enough, and to do every
pose as an offering to release our limitations.
I was moved almost to tears as I considered all the
limiting dialogue I have subjected myself to...
My teacher shared a beautiful affirmation she said every
day for a year to transform an aspect of herself. And
here on this river, this morning, my own arises from deep
within my soul. I sense it holds the key to change...
I emerge from the river, with the energy to take on
whatever the day may bring...
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Monday, June 29, 2009
Walk Around the Lake
On Friday, I was in the water by 6:30 AM, and it was
absolutely delicious. I came back and sat for a two hour
meditation that was just as exquisite. When I came out
of my morning meditation, I found an email waiting for
me in my inbox from a friend who had been kayaking
around the lake that is very close to where she lives,
about the same time I was kayaking in the river that is
just as close to where I live...
Frederic Brussat and his wife Mary Ann have a lovely
website which features all kinds of wonderful and
inspirational insights and suggestions - all related to
spiritual practice. In one section of their site, they list a
number of suggestions for summertime practice. Here is
an entry on this list:
23. WALK AROUND THE LAKE
In one of his poems, Wallace Stevens observed:
"Perhaps the truth depends upon a walk around the
lake." Ponder that thought as you circumnavigate a lake,
a pond, a field, or even your block. Just the experience
of moving puts things in perspective and enables you to
take in the big picture.
I think of the many insights that have come to me by
meditating by the banks of the river, or communing with
its healing currents. If I had the opportunity to be by the
ocean more often, I know I would seek out its comfort as
I did while visiting Cape Cod last summer.
Make it a point to visit a body of water this summer and
be open to whatever gifts you may receive!
Visit the Spirituality and Practice website:
http://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/practices
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Tuesday, June 30, 2009
Alone on the River
It was beautiful on the river this morning. The water was
as calm as its been in a long time, even though it is still
pretty muddy from all the rain we have had. I have not
been able to get a glimpse of the riverbed - except for a
brief one when I emerged by the boat launch.
I paddled today with a minimum of effort, and once more
found myself heading upstream in the middle of the
river...Humm....
I watched a blue heron fly over me - and then slowly and
gracefully amble its way along the banks of the first
island I tend to paddle towards. When I rounded the
corner of the island and reached that place between
islands and straddling two states that I love, I saw a
much younger heron perched on the corner, surveying
the river upstream...
As I floated for a while, I reflected on how it has nearly
been a year since I bought Grace, my kayak, and came
into the river, very unexpectedly, after nearly a year of
meditating by its banks. My journey began with me
sitting by a bench for about nine months, followed by
meditating a footprint away from the water as I sat on a
rock. The river beckoned - urging me to come inside and almost days later I was in the water, without ever
having planned to do so or having imagined it in my
wildest dreams. I simply heard the voice of the river
calling me soul to soul, and I could not resist it...
My experiences on the river can all be distilled into an
incredible spiritual journey. The river and its inhabitants
have been witnesses to all that has unfolded within me,
and they have been the harbingers of messages that
have yielded many a sacred insight...
Reflections of recent meditations, prayers, and writings I
have been gestating collided in my mind - bleeding into
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each other - in a virtual symphony of such rich interior
experiences that simply eludes articulation...
I enjoyed every moment on that river this morning entering into every fleeting second as fully as I could. I
thought of the three brief quotes I posted on Twitter this
morning, so emblematic of my own life lessons:
"It's never too late - in fiction or in life to revise."
- Nancy Thayer
"It's never too late
to be what you might have been."
- George Eliot
"Until you make peace with who you are,
you'll never be content with what you have."
- Doris Mortman
Simple lessons - and very complex ones have been
learned on this river that have changed the course and
direction of my life and soul. And as I drove out of the
park, a blue bird flew out in front of me as an
exclamation of joy and I recalled lessons learned from
Rumi as well:
"Love is the bottomless
ocean of life..."

Tuesday, July 7, 2009
The River of Life
I receive a gift unexpectedly, from a radiant soul, in the
form of a posting on Twitter - a song titled, "The River of
Life," that I in turn pass on to other souls...The lyrics of
this piece speak to me as if they had been birthed deep
within my own soul...
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I cannot sleep - too much is weighing deep down in my
heart, so I head for the garage, pick up Grace, and I am
in the water by 6:30 AM...
It is quiet down at the river. This is truly the river of my
life - mirroring every shade of color my soul reflects and
every season I have known. I paddle straight into the
mist that I see along the banks of the river on the
Maryland side that seems to be fed by the shade of the
trees.
The mist is delicate and fleeting. As soon as I approach
it, it seems to disappear, and I realize it teaches me how
the thoughts and perspectives I hold on to so strongly
are just illusions - they too cannot be captured and are
as fleeting as these thinly parting veils of swirling and
dancing mist...
I do not succumb to following my regular path, but
instead I embrace a different trajectory on this river,
heading clear across to the Maryland shore, paddling
upstream from there. I am between states and the other
side of the island and a more elusive shoreline. This is a
different spot in the river - one I am less familiar with,
and it seems symbolic of my being at a crossroads once
again...Who knows where I am going? So many givens
have evaporated like the mist before me - slowly being
devoured and dissolved by sunlight. If only all our
deepest concerns and burdens could lift from us in much
the same way...
I feel stillness and peace here - my soul fed by brief
quotations offered as blossoms by radiant souls filled
with light...
"Only in quiet waters
do things mirror themselves undistorted.
Only in a quiet mind
is there adequate perception of the world."
- Hans Margolius
"Give up to grace.
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The ocean takes care of each waves
until it gets to the shore."
- Rumi
"When you do things from your soul,
you feel a river moving in you, a joy."
- Rumi
I come to the river to rejuvenate and find peace - and
ask questions and seek guidance...
I emerge from the river with the song "River of Life"
haunting me - every line bursting forth from my heart like
an exclamation. Like the title of the album it is from - I
am reminded that this river is also the "River of Soul' - of
my soul...
The artist, Marcome, who composed and who performs
this beautiful song introduces it simply with these words:
"We are water. Water is life.
Let the water revive you.
Bring your spirit to the water.
Live, laugh, and love!
We have only just begun!"
I am water, and this morning I seek replenishment at the
mouth of a river that has been a reliable soul friend and
companion....
River of Life
"When I wade in the river
It revives me and flows through my mind
Then I feel like the river
And my body’s more fully alive
I can fly on a wind-cloud
To my love who in time waits for me
When I dive in the river
Let my wishes all float to the sea
When I look in the ripples
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I can be all the love that I feel
Oh! My heart’s like the river
Find my soul in my waterfall dreams
When I float in the river
I’ll be more than I’m now when I’m dry
Hear the flow of my heart strings
Feel the pulse bring us closer in time
Oh! My heart is the river
Let your love flow and blend into mine
Flowing into you
Come and run in the river
Let the waters rejoice in your life
In my heart beats the river
Full of laughter for love and for life
Flowing into you."
See and hear this song performed by Marcome on
YouTube:
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iHN-3CXeyFQ

Thursday, July 9, 2009
The River She is Calling You
This morning I had time to go down to the river for about
45 minutes before starting my day. It was peaceful and
quiet, and for the first time I could see all the way down
to the riverbed. But it was also messy. Days of hot sun
had provided nourishment for the green algae and the
hydrilla as well. I watched a camp of young teens take
off in their kayaks about the time that I arrived, and I
briefly bantered with their teacher.
Later in the day, I read this wonderful blog by Lisa
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Schrader, and wish to post a link to it here, because it so
reminded me of my experiences on the river:
http://lisaschrader.blogspot.com/2009/06/river-she-iscalling-you.html
Here is the text to this blog entry:
"It is dusk when I arrive, over bleached rocks dry and
white, at the river’s edge. Shadowy enough that I flinch
when lizard scurries under brush and bat swoops across
my path.
Self-absorbed and squatting there under hypnosis of
water rushing-its-hushing-by, instinct jerks my head
toward the periphery as a young doe emerges. She
halts. We stare at each other. And stare longer. Until I
get bored and look away. I usually give up before they
do.
The light glows peachy on the pines, cedars and oaks,
dense, immense and ancient on the mountain. I can
hear the voice of Cella, an artist I know who paints
magnificent canvases of roses, “It’s called the
‘gloaming,’ this time of the day when the light is just like
this.” I remember how she looked at the light the way
others worship deities.
Young doe begins to cross the shallow river (I must have
missed her drinking). She makes a purposeful line to the
opposite bank, moving carefully, deliberately,
rhythmically. I can feel her intimate communication with
the water. She is a part of its rhythm. She falters very
little and hesitates only slightly as she makes her way
through current, crevice and slippery rock to the other
side.
Must be those stylin’ hooves she’s got and those long,
lithe gams. I imagine the spectacle of making the same
crossing: wobbly-cursing-slipping-falling on my ass in a
big dramatic splash-river retreads flying in the air-yellingwhining about the cold-freaking about losing control in
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the current-some hurrah of aggrandizement upon
completion. I smile about how ridiculous it is to be
human.
I cup water in my hands and splash my face. The
intensity has me catch my breath. I keep washing my
face until the water feels like it has penetrated my spirit
and the cobwebs are floating down the river.
Refreshed, somewhat reluctant, I turn away from the
fading warmth of the bank to make my way back home. I
am stopped by a crescent of new moon standing out
bright white in the pink purple velvet sky. I feel my
bursting heart. I open to the throbbing pulse of love and
joy. I surrender to the annihilating ecstasy of beauty. I
allow the tears of gratitude to flow.
We never step into the same river twice."
Namaste,
Lisa Schrader

Sunday, July 12, 2009
Thoughts of the Seven Seas
I have spent the last two days painting my basement a
beautiful light purple called the "Purpling Dawn" in
preparation for teaching there once again. It is almost
finished, except for touch ups and a few things here and
there.
I had a friend come over and look at it yesterday, after I
had finished painting somewhere between a half and
three quarters of the space. I needed another set of
creative eyes to look at that space and aid me in
decorating it.
It has come together very beautifully. The color is
exquisite - so much lighter than the rich purple of my
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Sacred Space which is where I spend most of my days
when I am at home. This space is my own personal
practice area - where I do my asanas and sit in
meditation. It is also where I write - surrounded by many
icons and murtis, and a huge collection of incredible
crystals. It a room people enter and immediately are
overcome by the vibrations it reflects. Those who are
more intuitive, often pick up on the beings that inhabit
the space as well...
I painted my new teaching space with music by MIchael
Jackson blaring, as well as the luscious melodies of
Marcome, my new favorite.
One song, titled "Seven Seas" filled my soul, and spoke
to me so very deeply. Here is an excerpt of that song:
"When I'm sittting near you you're far away
got a feeling our love has gone astray
together we sailed the seven seas
Will our feelings dwell on yesterdays?
Take me for the ride of my life
no returning
intertwined lovingly
feel the yearning.
Could we share...?
Won't you look inside me as I will you?
All our deep desires can pull us through
Together there's no fear we can't face
Never doubting we can sail again
Take me by the hand, let us dance
Set our souls free in a trance of romance
Just enfold me in the warmth
of your arms drifting slowly..."
This song spoke to me of human love - but also of Divine
Love. I thought of meditation taking one for the ride of
one's life - much in the same that human love can do. I
thought of the yearning to be deeply possessed by God -
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as one might desire of another...
I thought of these things as I finished up my painting,
knowing that that the only thing that awaits is my
sanctifying this sacred space with a meditation...
I end, with so many references to the healing graces of
water shared by my Twitter friends:
"You are so weak. Give up to grace.
The ocean takes care of each wave
till it gets to shore."
~Rumi
"One should lie empty, open,
choiceless as a beach waiting for a gift from the sea."
- Ann Morrow
"My bounty is as boundless as the sea,
my love as deep, the more I give to thee
the more I have for both are infinite."
-Shakespeare (Romeo and Juliet)
"Those who don't feel this love
pulling them like a river,
and who don't drink dawn
like a cup of spring water,
let them sleep."
-Rumi
"A lifetime without love
is of no account.
Love is the Water of Life."
-Rumi
Yes! Love is the Water of Life!
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Monday, July 13, 2009
Open to Grace and the River of Life
Today, I taught my last class of the session and the last
one at the studio I have been at, by inviting my students
to open to grace and to the whole river of life.
When we open to grace we open to life and all its
permutations, experiences, and all that we are presented
with. We recognize that there is intrinsic goodness in
everything, and even the challenges that life presents us
with are invitations for us to grow.
I came home today after class wishing I had time to go
see Ammachi - the hugging saint from India. It has been
years since I have been able to do that and it would
have been an excellent experience, but I knew I really
couldn't fit it in between teaching my two classes.
So, instead, I headed out to the river - and then came
home to finish my painting.
I seem to do both - paddle and paint - when I am in
transition in life...
The Potomac River was low and overridden with algae
and the hydrilla was starting to peak through the surface
of the water. The river was also very filthy and smelled,
and I almost didn't want to go inside it. But I did, and
soon was paddling upstream. I didn't go nearly as far as
I normally go - but just enough so that I could glimpse
that place between islands and two states that I love. I
paddled half way to the point I normally go - and then
just floated downstream slowly, in the noonday heat.
The river very much teaches one to be in the present
moment - attentive to one's surroundings and what is and for me, it has the ability to pull me out of dwelling in
the past, or worrying about the future, two tendencies of
mine.
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I came home to finish painting and was pleased with the
way the room looked. Last night my son and a friend
came over for dinner, and both liked the color and found
it soothing. My son's friend tried to egg him on to take
yoga, something he has always resisted. At one point, I
was asked to demo a yoga pose, so I popped up into a
handstand - even after a couple of scotches on the
rocks. I would not recommend doing that however!
I taught, I paddled, I painted. Now I am going to review
my notes for a workshop I am teaching this weekend. In
all that I do, I seek, even though imperfectly at times, to
open to grace, and to the whole river of life!

Tuesday, July 28, 2009
I am My Beloved's - Musings on the River
I can't even begin to describe how unpleasant the river is
these days. It feels almost toxic. It smells pretty bad, and
the surface of the water is covered with foam, debris,
and remains of green algae and other invasive weeds
and plants growing in the river. I hardly recognize this
river that has sustained me, and truly realize that it is
never the same river twice.
Though the river was somewhat repulsive to me when I
visited it this morning, I still tried to see the beauty that
had first drawn me to come inside this river. I thought of
the river as somehow reflective of relationships in its
various stages. There are times in our lives that our most
cherished relationships suffer - and take incredibly
different turns - heading down paths we might never
have imagined - resulting in our greatest heartbreaks
and disappointments.
This river has been beautiful - at times so very
reminiscent of the springtime of a relationship.
Sometimes it is in deep freeze, as it was this past winter,
once more mirroring a different phase of our lives.
The river was inviting me to let go once again, and to go
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with the flow. Earlier in the morning I read these words in
a blog titled, "A Gutsy Guide to Getting Your Mojo Back,"
by Lissa Rankin:
"Now, I go with the flow, and magic is happening. As
long as I lie back, float on the river, and breathe in the
lovely lavender scent of surrender, doors keep opening.
What surprises me is that the doors are not necessarily
ones I would have opened myself, yet the openings
continue to lead to beautiful meadows of insight, peace
and love I might never have explored. By surrendering
and trusting the Universe, I leave room for the
unexpected, and because I’m not so tired from struggling
all the time, I have the energy to explore uncharted
waters."
I could think of no truer words and I thought of this - and
so much more as I recalled the beautiful wedding that I
attended on Sunday. The bride, had been raised
Catholic and she married a young Jewish man. The
wedding was held outside, under a beautiful grove of
trees.
The Rabbi was a wonderful young woman who did an
excellent job explaining and translating the Hebrew for
those of us not conversant in this ancient Biblical
language. At various junctures, passages from the
scriptures familiar to both Jews and Christians were
incorporated.
I share these notes from the wedding program:
"Shehekhiyanu
Please join us in this prayer of thanksgiving:
Blessed are you, our God who has kept us alive,
sustained us, and enabled us to reach this season.
Blessing of the Wine
The bride and groom will use the kiddish cup that the
groom received at his bar mitzvah.
Vows and Exchange of Rings
The bride and groom will conclude their vows by
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repeating:
'ani l'dodi v'dodi lee,'
which means,
"I am my beloved's and my beloved is mine,"
and comes from the Song of Songs.
Breaking of the Glass
When the groom stomps on the glass, it is traditional to
shout:
'mazel tov,' meaning 'good luck' or 'congratulations!'
Notes
The chuppah or canopy, represents the home that the
new couple will create together. It is open on all sides,
symbolizing hospitality and allowing the couple's family
and friends to support them. The canopy on the chuppah
is from the bride's maternal great-grandmother's
wedding dress. The bride's sister and her husband were
married under the same canopy.
Breaking a glass is a traditional part of a Jewish wedding
ceremony. There are many different interpretations of
this ritual, but we view it as a way to remind us that joy
and sorrow co-exist in our lives and world.
Following the ceremony, the newly married couple will
go into yichud, or seclusion. Jewish custom calls for a
newly married couple to spend a short time together
alone, contemplating their marriage and celebrating
privately."
I was very moved by the service - its simplicity and
beauty, and the sheer joy of the occasion. A good time
was had by all. It inspired this poem I wrote when I
returned from the wedding:
I Am My Beloved's
“I am my beloved’s
and my beloved is mine…”
“Ani l’dodi v’dodi lee.”
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An ancient longing arises
From the deepest crevice
Awakened within the soul,
And carried across oceans
And seasons and lifetimes
Such a beautiful verse
From the Song of Songs,
Spoken by lovers
United in soul and heart,
From time immemorial
To this present moment
Love given,
And Love received
Is never lost,
For all longing
And all Love
Is an expression
Of the Divine
“I am my beloved’s
and my beloved is mine…”
“Ani l’dodi v’dodi lee.”
Yes, now and until
The end of Time

Friday, July 31, 2009
The River and the Dance of Opposites
The river was quiet this morning, and the water was
clearer. I could see all the way to the bottom, and when I
paddled upstream, the sun's reflection on the waves
sparkled like the facets of a diamond. It was beautiful
and peaceful for the short while that I spent there.
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I reflected on the news I had received from so many this
past week - a diagnosis of cancer here, advanced
Lyme's disease here - and so forth - and I could not help
but think of the fragility of life. I recalled a friend sharing
an expression of deep gratitude for her life, despite the
many challenges she was facing. This was a simple
reminder that nothing truly, is forever in this life.
Yet, instead of being weighed down by all the somber
news received, I could see the light contained within
each experience and piece of news received, as I
watched the golden reflections of sunlight skipping
joyfully on the surface of the water.
I carefully reviewed the theme and lesson from my yoga
class yesterday. My teacher's theme was the play of
opposites, and she deftly led us through a practice
where we experienced the interplay between muscular
energy and organic energy, where we rooted, in order to
rise - and where we pressed our shins forward and
towards the mid-line - while pressing our thighs back and
apart.
My teacher spoke of the interplay between Siva and
Shakti - which are commonly understood as aspects of
the Divine manifested as both consciousness and its
creative energy. However, Siva and his consort Shakti are manifested and simultaneously present in the
expressions of both union and diversity that are evident
in so many aspects...
As surely as there is darkness, there is light - and as
there is life, there is death...As we move into a new
month, I have noticed that it is not as light in the morning
as it was a mere few weeks ago, and we have begun our
journey of slowly edging towards the fall season, and the
coming winter...
There are times in our practice when we lie fallow perhaps sidelined due to injury or other circumstances.
There are times when we shine and every pose we
attempt seems within our grasp. There is truly a time for
all seasons in our lives...
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As I emerged from the river, I noticed it did not smell or
seem as slippery and toxic as it had been earlier in the
week. Everything changes...The river is as much a
reminder of the impermanence of things in our lives, as
the very events and situations that we are presented
with every day...
As I move more deeply into a new phase of my life, I am
grateful for the new opportunities that are coming my
way and how everything is unfolding as it should...As a
dear friend noted yesterday, my fall is shaping up to be
an exciting time!
Good things come to those who wait...Yes, there is a
time for waiting and simply being, which slowly opens
into a time of doing and expressing...

Sunday, August 2, 2009
Karma and the Play of Lila
This morning in the rain, I drove over to the other side of
the river to take a yoga class on a wet, but wonderful
Sunday morning.
The roads were nearly empty, and the class I went to
was exquisite and delicious. Cheryl, an Anusara Yoga
certified teacher, is truly gifted. She seamlessly wove her
theme of "karma" and "lila" throughout the whole class,
in virtually every pose - connecting her theme to every
action in the pose in a way that made each one come
alive and feel new. Her instructions allowed us to ground
and create the container for our energies to creatively
and playfully dance throughout the practice.
With great artistry, Cheryl also wove her wonderful
knowledge of Tantric philosophy and spirituality with
technical instructions that enhanced and deepened the
practice. All of this Cheryl did with both grace and
compassion, and I thought of how lucky I am to study
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every week at the feet of so many magnificent teachers
that have selflessly fed my soul so deeply. I am blessed
to be part of this community, both as a practitioner, and
as a teacher.
At the end of class, Cheryl read to us this beautiful poem
by the yogini Danna Faulds, and I wish to share it here,
because it is simply exquisite, and because it was so
appropriate to this day. It comes her book, Prayers to
the Infinite:
With You
Consort of clouds, beloved
of the flowers, no boundaries
confine my flight or wanderings.
Slipping through the cracks in
your armor, I am with you, calling
you to come forth and dance with
me in the downpour.
My energy spills out of you no
matter what your circumstances or
mood. Find me in joy or in the
darkness of your worst hours.
Welcome me. Throw your arms
wide and celebrate each time you
find my fragrance in the lilacs.
I am anywhere you focus your
awareness. Call on me, remembering
that you are essential to the universe,
your uniqueness no less precious than
the stars. If you forget, I'll remind you
with a whisper or a dream, or a touch
so soft you'll think a butterfly
just landed on your arm.
At the end of class, like a good teacher, Cheryl bowed
and profoundly thanked all of her own teachers and their
teachers as well from the bottom of her heart. She also
thanked all of her students - for every good teacher
knows - that we teach in order to learn - and that it is our
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students who are often our greatest teachers...
I drove home, filled to the brim...I had stepped out of the
downpour that had occurred during class, and which had
now slowly given way to a few streams of light...

Wednesday, August 5, 2009
Turning Points Noted Down by the River
There is something inside of me that has shifted...It is
subtle...There is a clarity and a lightness that was not
there earlier...
These last few days have been so special on so many
different levels - celebrating birthdays here and there,
reconnecting with dear ones, letting go of attachments
and the past, quietly reaching and noting milestones
attained...So many moments and experiences - some of
them very interior - indicating a series of very tangible
turning points...
I realize that I am able to feel compassion for someone
for the first time - despite a rift that may never be healed
in this lifetime...
I realize that I am able to drive down a road I have
avoided for a couple of years because of the deeply
painful and very emotional memories that it elicited...
I am moved to reach out and make a connection that I
had avoided in recent years...
I am able to reunite with dearly beloved souls and feel
an ease in our being with one another that had been
absent for so long...
I find my meditations yielding much deeper fruit after
years of dedicated effort...
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I am more comfortable being in the present moment and
what it has to offer...
I can delight in the feeling of joy that simple pleasures
disclose...
In the early morning I go down to the river and enjoy
every moment I spend there - I drink in the experience of
the sun beating down on me - and delight in the softest
semblance of a breeze caressing my face...I go to the
river and I ground and realize for the first time there is no
lesson for me to learn there - there is no sense of
urgency - only the experience of the river and I deeply
communing. Yes, my time on this river feels different. I
am not the same - and neither is this river...
I return home after a shorter time spent on the river that I
would have desired. There is much yet to do...I come
home to chant with my Reiki meditation group and we all
feel surrounded by powerful energies and the loving
presence of beings drawn to this sacred circle...
I emerge from the river and know that I have reached a
turning point that becomes more evident as a dear friend
and I go for a walk and I share with her my observations
of very subtle changes...
Something is different...I see differently...I feel
different...I am not who I was a few weeks or months
ago - certainly not who I was a few years ago...Slow
growth is hidden...So much work has been done,
energetically, in therapy, so much stripping and
releasing, and I am truly seeing the magnitude of the
work done...
There is a nascent freedom, a lightness, and a clarity,
and a sense of direction and purpose that was not
previously evident - and that I had yearned for that now
surrounds me and embraces me...
The river has been a silent witness to all that has
transpired. And while most of my time this past year or
so has been spent in solitude, this week - and
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particularly this day - has been a time for friends...
I meet one friend at the river as I launch Grace...I come
home to friends I have been chanting and meditating
with for nearly a year and half...I go to meet another
friend on a walk that has been incredible support to me
these last couple of years...And later in the evening, one
more friend comes to practice yoga with me, someone
who has also been very supportive...As if to mark all of
these blessings, I step onto my new Revolution mat for
the first time to practice...It seems fitting to end this day and mark another phase of my life, with a new mat!
This river that has mirrored my soul and been witness to
all of my interior growth, my pain, my sadness, and my
newly found freedom and nascent joy is a river of grace
and it has been the midwife to my own re-birth. I give
gratitude for all that I have been shown on the shores of
this river, and within it - and to all that I have
experienced - both the special graces and the
challenges as well - for they have all contributed to
making me who I am today...
It was one year ago yesterday, that Grace and I
launched ourselves into this river - with trepidation - and
wonder. I could not have imagined the journey we would
share together...A year ago, on August 3rd, I baptized
Grace and anointed her with prayers, with holy water
and sacred oils, with these words...
"Let her be strong...Let her take me places I have not
been to yet in my spiritual journey...Let her open doors
for me that I have not yet been able to access...let her
enable me to surrender more fully to the river...
I journey from having been an observant spectator at the
river, to having become a more active participant - and
to finally merging and becoming one with the river satisfying my thirst for wholeness...
I will surrender to the river, and in so doing, I will
surrender more deeply to God..."
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Tuesday, August 11, 2009
The River in Summer Stillness
Today was a day I had to myself, and after sleeping in
for a bit, I made my way down to the banks of the river...
It was warm and breezy this morning, and I immediately
noted that the hydrilla has grown quite a bit in the last
week - masses of these underwater grasses have
overtaken parts of the river - staking a prominent claim
to various spots.
The river I have encountered this summer is much more
different from the one I entered for the first time about a
year ago. Truly, the river has taught me a lot about
impermanence and what it means. This river is different but then - so am I. I am not the person I was a year ago
either...
I paddled about for an hour, simply enjoying the river,
and observing the activity of the bass. A whole lot of
them were happily flipping about - some jumping around
quite close to me - but I was never able to actually see
one. The river has been pretty murky all spring and
summer and quite opaque so that it is much harder to
see below the surface.
Nobody was out on the river most of the time I was
there. I saw some folks fishing at a distance, and noted a
couple of kayakers who were getting ready to launch
when I paddled back to the launch area.
My thoughts did not focus on anything in particular
today, and at some point I was struck by the fact that for
the first time - the river had no urgent message or lesson
to impart. It seems to me that our relationship has also
changed. I am no longer its apprentice - I no longer have
crucial insights to grasp and internalize. Instead, the
river has become my companion of sorts - we are almost
on equal footing. The river and I fully enjoyed the
present moment together - without a sense of time
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passing or anything major pending...
I have noted before, that this river has been a silent
witness to my own interior journey and healing. I have
turned many corners in the last year and recent months
and I am forever grateful to have the time to come to this
river just about whenever I want...
Truly, the river has spoken - throughout the course of
nearly two years - but the dialogue has changed
considerably. There no longer seems to be the need for
major lessons to be learned. Instead, it is now simply a
time for stillness. It is a time to sit quietly in the silence
and to just expand, go with the flow - and step into the
next great adventure of my life...

Wednesday, August 12, 2009
A Day and Life Filled with Blessings
I began this day by having coffee with a woman who
came into my life a year ago, first as a yoga student, and
now as a friend. I went to her lovely house, perched high
above a creek that feeds into the very river that I paddle
on. It was beautiful to behold a small arm that feeds the
very body of water that has sustained my own journey...
My friend is a woman of faith and we shared our
respective journeys with each other. Both of us have
faced immense difficulties in the last couple of years,
and have had to begin our lives anew and re-create our
communities at a time when most at this stage are
simply more settled...
My friend shared with me the impact that both my
teaching and the reading of this blog has had on her. I
was very humbled to hear what she had to say, for I
began my writing so unexpectedly, not knowing or
foreseeing that it would become an essential part of a
long healing process.
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After teaching yoga to a wonderful couple later in the
morning, I decided to just do something totally fun, so I
went to see the movie "Julie and Julia." While I knew the
movie was about one woman deciding to cook her way
through all the recipes in Julia Child's cookbook, the
movie also profiled the life of the legendary cook, Julia
Child.
Julie Powell decides to cook all the recipes in Julia's
cookbook in 365 days, and to blog about her
experiences along the way. In the process, she
discovers that she touches many lives. I was very
interested in this subtext of the movie - for it moved me
very profoundly, perhaps more than the rest of the story,
for obvious reasons!
After the movie, I stopped in at Borders next to the
theatre to pick up some books to read, including a novel
a friend of mine had recommended. I realized it has
been a very long time since I've read one, and it was
time to lighten up on my usual fare of reading materials!
I came home and reflected a little more on the movie,
and how we never really know the impact we have on
other people's lives. Sometimes one small act of
kindness can have a tremendous ripple effect, and often
we have no idea where it will end...
About a year and half ago, when I was in the midst of a
deep depression that I would not even admit to myself and worked very hard to hide from those closest to me,
two wonderful angels, both very intuitive, always called
me at precisely the right moment and time. One would
coax me out to go to Starbucks on days when I could
hardly get myself out of bed. Today is the birthday of that
angel. The other blessed soul simply knew when I was
at my lowest low, and would call when I just could not
reach out to anyone else. But their small acts of
kindness had a profound impact on me and enabled me
to begin the healing work I needed to do.
Now, a couple of years down the road from so many
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changes, I can look back and see God's hand in all of it.
I am grateful to all the people whom I have met since
who have been so supportive, and to those relationships
that endured and remained steadfast throughout it all. I
am just as grateful to all the healers I worked with and to
my gifted therapist.
For the first time in several years, I realized that I have
once again begun to live my life from a place of gratitude
and joy that had eluded me for a while. The fruit of my
practice has also provided needed sustenance.
Last night, I woke up a few hours before dawn. This has
become a pattern of late for me. I awoke and let myself
float easily into a meditative state. I simply let God come
to me - and He entered my soul as dawn enters a
darkened room and filled me with His Light. I felt
enveloped in a Love I cannot begin to describe, and
drifted off to sleep eventually, sinking deeply into a pool
of blessings and bliss.
It was a night of blessings. It has been a day of
blessings. I have lived a life as well lived as I have been
capable of, and it too has been filled with blessings...

Wednesday, August 19, 2009
In A Different Relationship to the River
In the midst of so much busyness, I steal away to the
river for a little while. I cannot remember when I was
here last - it has been at least a week...
It is hot and hazy, and threatening to rain, and I find
some time to visit the river between teaching a private
lesson, and heading off to sub two classes for my own
teacher this evening...
I paddle without effort. The surface of the river is
blanketed by vast swaths of hydrilla poking through it. It
has multiplied with great abandon since my last visit.
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I head straight up the middle of the river and the feeling
comes to me that this river is different. I am in a different
relationship to the river - because I am different...
Only a year ago, I was paddling upstream working
through very strong emotions. Now I simply paddle
upstream...
Yesterday, I worked with a gifted craniosacral therapist
and we both acknowledged that in the months we have
begun to work together again after a hiatus of about a
decade, incredible work has been accomplished and
taken root. So now I will see her just a few times a year
for maintenance work...
I reflect on the theme I am using in the classes I am
teaching this week, and it seems appropriate that I will
invite students to let go of their limitations and illusions to
open to greater possibilities.
I think of how much difference a year or two can make if
we are willing to do the hard work that is required of us
to evolve and grow. In the end we are rewarded, not only
by a changed perspective, but by a deeper sense of
peace and contentment...
A year ago I would have been repulsed by the river.
Now, I simply accept where it is on its own journey. The
river too, cycles through its own seasons and periods.
I do not need to visit the river any more frequently than I
need to do anything else. I am less attached to
schedules and patterns, to outcomes and needing to
know what is coming next in my life. I simply enjoy
where I am - how things are - and the incredible
opportunities coming my way - since I decided to make a
shift in my teaching and work. I find myself more in
demand and and my work is currently flourishing...
A dear friend reminded me several times in brief notes
during my lowest moments that all shall be well. We
often quoted this saying by Julian of Norwich to each
other over the years. I didn't really believe things would
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be well - somehow losing hope for a while. But it is true God does not abandon us - seeing what are striving to
become - and now, all invariably is well...
I paddle back to the launch area, embraced by a new
sense of freedom and peace I have not experienced for
a long time...
"The soul that is attached to anything,
however much good there may be in it,
will not arrive at the liberty of Divine Union.
For whether it be a strong wire rope
or a slender and delicate thread that holds the bird,
it matters not, if it really holds it fast;
for until the cord is broken,
the bird cannot fly."
~ John of the Cross
"Attachment to spiritual things is...
just an attachment
as inordinate love of anything else."
~ Thomas Merton
"The tighter you squeeze,
the less you have."
~ Zen Saying

Wednesday, September 2, 2009
Life is Good in the River and Out of It
For the first time in almost two weeks, I arise and steal
away for a few moments to go down to the river...
It is the second day in September and it is light and crisp
outside - the weather more reminiscent of the end of the
month than its beginning...
The river is murky and not very appealing, but there is
not a soul in sight and I long to commune with its waters
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none-the-less...
I think of the upcoming first class of the Fall session I will
begin in about three weeks, as I mentally review the
postings I made online today - all alluding to my theme
and opening comments for that class...
"Life is a dance between remembering and forgetting.
When we open to grace we remember who we are and
we say yes to the whole river of life.
We remember grace every time we step into its rich
currents and surrender to its healing waters. Thus, we
open the door to transformation.
Grace flows like a river and when we step into its
currents we are healed and baptized by its tributaries..."
I paddle upstream, navigating a small swath that is not
overwhelmed by the hydrilla which has grown
exponentially, in the nearly two weeks I have visited...
I enjoy the hour I spend here, before returning home to
meditate with two dear friends, going very deeply in...
I visit a friend with a serious illness who is also a gifted
intuitive. She tells me that I no longer have to paddle
upstream to work through my emotions...
I connect with dear friends in many ways, and am
reminded of one who said we must be fully present to
every moment life gifts us with, and we must be just as
present to every one that we are with...
I tell a gifted therapist that for the first time in several
years I am truly happy and know that everything in my
life is unfolding as it should...
I tell several others I speak or write to, that life is good
and then laugh when I realize the shirt I have worn today
happens to proclaim that "Life is Good!"
Time goes by - every moment is magnificent - and I am
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grateful for so many wonderful people that I have come
to know in these last couple of years...
I tell a dear friend that I feel love and blessings raining
down on me like a shower of grace. And she says yes she feels it too, and that God is EVERYWHERE!
I paddle back with Grace, my beautiful kayak and the
vessel that has transported me over these waters on my
healing journey - never imagining where we would be a
year later, and I think to myself - even in the midst of
pain and the dance between heartache and bliss - Yes!
Life is good!

Wednesday, September 9, 2009
River Ruminations on 9/9/09
This is a day signifying completion from a metaphysical
perspective - and it is also symbolic of seeing the light at
the other end of the tunnel...
The days are getting shorter, and it is darker in the
mornings. I want to sleep in and stay in bed for a
while...But I get up to meditate, and when I finish, the
river beckons, and I know that if I do not visit today, it will
be at least a couple of weeks before I do so again. So I
don my hat - "Aligning with Grace," and hoist my kayak
and healing vessel, "Grace," into my truck, and drive
down to the river, seeking to align with grace once again,
in body, mind, and spirit...
The river is quiet, and so densely covered with hydrilla
that much of its surface, especially along the river banks
is green...
I paddle upstream - up the middle which is relatively
clear - enjoying a few blue herons here and there
perched up floating logs and branches. I think to myself that next week - the river my eyes will behold instead will
be the Seine in Paris...Ahhh!
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While I do not relish the long flight over the pond to
Paris, I look forward to being in the "City of Lights" once
again!
I paddle, then drift, content in the waters, giving gratitude
for all that has been, and all that is, and for what is to
come - as I re-visit my life as an examen of conscience.
So much has been attained and experienced throughout
the course of the last couple of years since I began
visiting this river, even though not too long ago, I could
not see or find my way to the other side. But now, I
rejoice in a deep knowing, and the reunion of all that
God had seemed to put asunder. Except that now I truly
know and understand that nothing was of his doing.
Suffering can so often be rooted in erroneous thinking.
But it has its purpose. It can purify the soul in so many
ways...
I shared with a gifted therapist recently - that everything
seems more vibrant - the colors - the moments seem
fuller and richer. I cannot fully pinpoint the moment when
the shift happened - or why. But he said wisely, that God
had simply decided it was enough sadness and
suffering. Yes, the fruit of practice was instrumental, but
it was ultimately a gift of grace...
This river has yielded so many lessons. My dialogue with
it continued throughout the course of this year now
nearing its close, but our relationship has now entered a
different phase...There is no sense of urgency as there
once was...There are no attachments - to things or to
people...This river no longer shouts its lessons in my
ear. And I no longer paddle upstream, working through
my emotions...
Yes, I give thanks, for I read that "Gratitude is the heart's
memory," a French Proverb someone "Tweeted" this
afternoon...
Tonight I will celebrate my husband's birthday on an
auspicious day - and we will very appropriately taste and
drink a bottle of Australian shiraz by the name of: "9..."
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Friday, September 11, 2009
River Ruminations on 9/11
I arise at 3:30 AM to take my parents to the airport.
While Labor Day signals the end of summer for many,
the day they return is truly the end of summer for me...
It has been a summer of many blessings...So many
blessings of love have come to me, in a shower of grace,
that I have offered back to others...
I am home before 4:30 AM. I pause at the kitchen
momentarily, and retrieve the beautiful pink rose a dear
friend gave to my mother on her 80th birthday, and bring
it up to my altar, where I sit in utter deliciousness until
about 6 AM, meditating, and then giving thanks for the
all the summer blessings received, and praying for all
those who suffered a tragic loss on this day, eight years
ago...
By 6:30 AM, I have seen a husband off to work, started a
load of laundry, and have stepped into the river, with rain
softly coming down, baptizing me, and cleansing my
body and soul. I stay there, at the edge of the river for a
while. It is too cloudy to actually witness a sunrise, but I
know that somewhere, someone is truly beholding one.
Still, I know the sun is shining, even behind the clouds...
I sit in my car by the river for an hour, reading from the
book, Seven Sacred Pauses: Living Mindfully
Through the Hours of the Day, by Macrina
Wiederkehr, each quote and paragraph I read, more
breathtaking than the other. I am moved very deeply to
the core...
"Dawn breaks through night shadows. Fading darkness
makes way for morning light. Golden rays exchange
places with shining stars. All of nature leaps from the
tomb of sleep and death. Everything stirs with renewed
life. It is the hour of joy - a little resurrection. Rising from
sleep, I raise high the chalice of my life. Dressed in
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robes of joyful anticipation, I enter this day with an open
heart. This is the awakening hour. This is the hour of
praise. "O medicine of dawn; O healing drink of
morning!' Offering both words and silence, I join in the
dance of creation. What will this day be like? Will I
choose to walk through the hours mindfully? 'To affect
the quality of the day is the highest of arts,' Henry David
Thoreau tells us. And the mystical poet Jalaluddin Rumi
reminds us, 'The breezes at dawn have secrets to tell
you; don't go back to sleep..."
I get lost in the words, and the quotations, and soon an
hour has passed, with me reading, by the river, with not
a soul in sight...
I come home and do a little yoga mindfully, and then go
for an hour walk in the rain, offering more prayers...
I return, and find I want to spend the day in silence,
doing my chores, and going about my many tasks...What
a blessing to be able to do so!
I share some quotes from my morning reading at dawn.
More will come later...
"Set the clock of your heart for dawn's arrival.
Taste the joy of being awake."
~ Macrina Wiederkehr
"Joy is God in the marrow of our bones."
~ Eugenia Price
"I arise at dawn with a winged heart
and give thanks for another day of loving."
~ Kahlil Gibran
"The breezes at dawn have secrets to tell you;
don't go back to sleep."
~ Rumi
"Not knowing when the dawn will come
I open every door."
~ Emily Dickinson
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"To God belongs the East and the West;
and wherever you turn,
there is the face of God."
~ The Qur'an, Surah 2
"God's hands are cupped around our becoming."
Ranier Maria Rilke
"I cannot cause light.
The most I can do
is to put myself
in the path of its beam."
~ Annie Dillard

Sunday, September 13, 2009
Sunday Morning Ruminations
I will be off shortly to teach a workshop on the chakras at
Golden Heart Yoga in Annapolis, a great community –
on the other side of the river and by the Chesapeake
Bay.
I have recently finished meditating with a spiritual brother
in my lineage, and feel ready to tackle the day - which is
radiant and beautiful...
I sit at Starbucks and read the paper with my husband,
and am drawn to reading my horoscope - something I
have not done in years, and this is what Holiday Mathis
has to say:
"An emotional wound has been healed.
It's been a slow process, but suddenly you realize
that you no longer have the pain,
a remarkable and full recovery has taken place.
Celebrate!"
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I smile, because it is true - and I have shared this with
many...
I rejoice in having received my new murti - a sacred
statue of Siva doing Eka Pada Angusthasana II - hand
to toe pose - and the new energy it has brought to my
sacred space. I write these lines to a friend:
"Siva arrived yesterday [on 9/11] and I meditated in the
afternoon and this morning with him - very POWERFUL!
I put him where the big Buddha was - where my altar
used to be - so when I sit - he is to my right - my altar in
front - and Shakti to far left and upside down Siva to left
of altar.
The Siva/Shakti embracing is behind me - on top of the
book shelf.
When I meditated this morning - I felt the Siva and
Shakti energies merging into me from opposite sides of
the room, and dancing up and down my spine. I also felt
anchored by the meditating Siva on my altar - and the
one behind. Amazing!"
I realize that Siva is guarding and standing vigil in the
four directions - East and West, North and South...
I continue to enjoy gems of wisdom from the book Seven Sacred Pauses by Macrina Wiederkehr, and
hers are the last words I read at midnight before retiring:
"In the middle of my morning's work
I break for blessings;
a deep breath...
I honor the wisdom of pausing."
"When you work you are a flute
through whose heart
the whispering of the hours
turns to music."
~ Kahlil Gibran
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"When your spirit
mingles with Spirit,
you are transformed
into a temple of God."
"Work is love made visible."
~ Kahlil Gibran
"A bitter heart is not good fertilizer
for the fruit I want to bring forth
from my day's labor."
"Each pause can be a blessing moment."
"Equanimity is the stability of mind
that allows us to be present
with an open heart
no matter how wonderful
or difficult conditions are."
"I stand before what is with an open heart.
And with an open heart I dwell in possibility."
"Sacred is the pause that draws us into stillness."
"Open my heart that I may see
the grace that waits for me in every moment."
Teach me to live awake."
"Sometimes the most important thing
in a whole day is the rest
we take between two deep breaths,
or the turning inwards in prayer
for five short minutes."
~ Etty Hilesum
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Wednesday, September 16, 2009
Prayers at Notre Dame
I arrived in Paris, the City of Lights, shortly before 6 AM
this morning.
After a nap, we made our way around the city, re-visiting
many sites, but I especially chose to go back to the
Cathedral of Notre Dame. I have visited this lovely
Cathedral every trip I make to this city.
The first time I visited was on my 50th birthday, in 2005,
the very day that Charles de Foucauld, the French
mystic and martyr, and one of my favorites, was being
beatified.
In this magnificent church, filled with energy of prayers
offered throughout many centuries, I offered my own for
myself and a dear friend - for our families and our
intentions - but most of all in gratitude for many
blessings received.
I also enjoyed a walk by the Seine, recalling the Ardha
Chandrasana - half moon pose I did by its banks three
years ago.
What a gift to be here once again!

Saturday, September 19, 2009
Sur le Seine
On my last full day in Paris, I take a boat ride on the
Seine for an hour. I would like to ride a kayak, but I
suspect you would need a permit for it.
Instead, after a day of roaming the city, exploring and
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offering prayers at churches, and eating a brasserie, I sit
back, under the beating sun, and ride by the Louvre, and
other sites, until finally disembarking at the Eiffel Tower.
It is a beautiful day, and I have not been to be on my
own river in the last week or so, and thus I yearn to be in
as close proximity to water as is possible. I relish
momentarily ducking under one of the many "ponts" - or
bridges, and smile as I recall a dear friend once telling
me that you do Paris with a lover and wine and brie - not
with a diaper bag! Those days are certainly behind me at
least! (The diaper bag days...)
I think of traveling to Normandy yesterday to visit the
landing beaches - Omaha and the others - and the
cemetery for the fallen American soldiers - which were
all at once - beautiful and sad and sobering - and a
monument to so much loss. So many young men who
lost their lives on D-Day and the days that followed...
Water gives life, and in some instances, it takes it away
as well. Water can be calming, but also fearful and
dangerous. Water has played just an important part in
my healing process these last couple of years, but now,
it simply is what it is - and I enjoy its presence...

Tuesday, September 22, 2009
The River and the Autumnal Exquinox
On this day of the Autumnal Equinox, and two days after
arriving from Paris, I steal away to the river for about 45
minutes...
I am somewhat jet-lagged and dealing with a scratchy
throat, but I make my way down to the river that has
been mine...
It is still and quiet, and I watch a blue heron perched on
a log in the river. I float towards him, trying not to paddle
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much - to see how close I can get to him. But as I get
closer, he flies away. He does not seem very interested
in making a connection with me!
The river is silent. I am very much aware that it no longer
really speaks to me. We simply commune, and
somehow that is enough...
For nearly two years I have visited this river - and for one
of those years I vigorously paddled its waters. It is very
familiar to me - and I delight in its sights and the
characteristics of its landscape - which are always
changing. It is good to be here once again after
witnessing and experiencing rivers and oceans nearly a
half world away - particularly after visiting shores that
saw the spilling of so much blood and thousands of lives
lost...
I do not need to stay here very long...I acknowledge that
one season has been left behind, and we are entering
into a season full of radiant colors. It is a season of
letting go and of preparation for the coming winter...

Wednesday, September 23, 2009
Remembering and Forgetting
As we begin the Fall Season - I too, begin a new Fall
Session of Anusara Yoga classes, and I begin both my
classes, and this season with these thoughts and
insights - and even though these reflections are poised
for my students, they are very much a message for me
to take to heart as well...
"Life is a dance between remembering and forgetting.
When we open to grace – we literally step into the
current of grace – that is the meaning of Anusara –
flowing with grace – or stepping into its rich current –
and bathing in its healing waters.
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When we step into the current of grace – we remember
who are – at our deepest essence – we remember our
interconnections – we remember that we are part of an
intricate web of life. We also remember who we want to
be…
And – we remember beauty. We remember that the sun
always shines after the dark – even if in the dark we
forget the light.
Summer and all its myriad of activities has ended. We
slowly begin to forget and let go of that season, and as
we begin class one more, in this fall session – some of
us may be returning after the hiatus of a season or more
– some after only a couple of weeks – it does not matter
– we are hear once again, because we remember…
We remember what the practice has been for us in the
past – for it brings us into alignment – and into our
optimal blueprint. When our body is this place – we
remember – and we forget what it is to be out of
alignment…
We yearn to come to that place of alignment, just as we
remember beauty – every time we see a sunrise or a
sunset.
But life, being what it is – we forget – we forget beauty,
we forget to love as deeply as we can – we forget to be
as compassionate as we can be.
Yet every season and every day – offers us the
opportunity anew to remember – and to start once again.
Every time we don’t come to the mat – we forget.
When we harbor anger or fear – or frustration – we
forget. But the beauty and hope is – we can always
remember – even when we are in the midst of our
deepest pain – we can still see light at the other end of
the tunnel.
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We remember that there is grace – and when we step
into its rich and delicious current – we are opening to
grace and all that it offers – we imbibe of its healing
waters and we are baptized in its tributaries – we open
the door to transformation and we say yes to the whole
river and spectrum of life.
I invite you today to let go of the past – and to step onto
your mat.
I invite you to open to grace and to remember all the
beauty, and good that you do and are..."

Tuesday, September 29, 2009
A Sacred Pause By the River
I continue to be a bit under the weather, sleeping more
than usual, cooking, nesting, and purging closets and
drawers long neglected, in a seasonal display of
releasing...
This afternoon, after running some errands, I grabbed a
croissant and coffee, and headed down to the river. It
was a wonderfully breezy day, and I could see a legion
of undulating ripples passing me by. I carefully made it
down to the rocks to survey the river more closely, and
realized I had not come down to spend some time from
this vantage point, in perhaps a year. The configuration
of rocks and the landscape were not as familiar as they
once had been. As I looked out, on the broad expanse of
the river, I knew that in a few short weeks or days, the
colors would be changing...
I watched one kayaker carefully arrange his fishing gear
and launch into the water, as I reflected first, on the role
this river has played in my life, and then on some
passages I had read recently...
Last night, before I drifted off to sleep, I finished reading
the book, Compassionate Fire: The Letters of
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Thomas Merton and Catherine de Hueck Doherty,
two of my favorite 20th century mystics. I did not know
that they had known each other - or at least I did not
remember it. But I know I was not aware that they had
corresponded for several decades until Merton's death.
Catherine began her life as a Baroness in Russia, and
fled during the Russian Revolution after nearly all of her
family was executed. She was called to a Lay
Apostolate, and founded both Madonna House and
Friendship House, where she embraced a life of social
action and solidarity with the poor.
The editor of the book, Robert A Wild, believes that
Catherine played a significant part in Merton's vocation. I
was fascinated by their spiritual letters, for that they were
- and this type of correspondence has been of great
interest to me since my days in graduate school,
studying spirituality. At one point, I envisioned myself
writing a dissertation on such a topic - and for years
poured over the spiritual letters of so many others Francis de Sales and Jeanne de Chantal, Teresa of
Avila, John of the Cross, and so forth...
Here are some excerpts from the letters that spoke to
me. It is Catherine who seems to convey the deepest
feelings and who seems most transparent to me....
"If writing is your vocation, go ahead and write. But
always with a prayer in your heart and diffidence in your
soul, for a written word is such a potent weapon for evil
and for good. There cannot be any connection between
talent of any sort and pride. Real talent is very humble..."
(Catherine to Merton - on his writing)
"...I know there is nothing keeping me from God
anymore - I can belong entirely to Him by simply
consenting to each trial as it presents itself, and that is
enough! It is everything."
(Merton, on the occasion of his entering the Trappists)
"For nothing is more sacred than a letter or a
conversation in which one human being opens his or her
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heart to another, who factually has no right to that
confidence..." (C)
"I know that there is no need of letters between us,
because we are together in the heart of Christ." (C)
"All I can offer you is the wine and oil of my love, the oil
of my understanding, the inn of my heart, and the alms
of my prayers, humble as they may be." (C)
"Once you have passionately fallen in love with God,
contemplation becomes the very essence of you." (C)
"Love, not knowing space or time, intuitively senses
things that cannot be really spoken in words." (C)
I thought of passages such as these, and enjoyed a few
more moments filled with gratitude for so many interior
gifts, and went back home to tackle more closets!

Thursday, October 1, 2009
Flowing with Grace
This beautiful fall morning, as I drove over to the other
side of the river for my weekly yoga class, driving
through a very verdant and scenic route, I was very
much struck by how much I was in the flow of the
present moment and how everything seemed effortless. I
listened to Marcome's "River of LIfe" a couple of times,
very attentively to these lines...
"Hear the flow of my heart strings
Feel the pulse bring us closer in time
Oh! My heart is the river
Let your love flow and blend into mine...
Come and run in the river
Let the waters rejoice in your life
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In my heart beats the river
Full of laughter for love and for life"

More often than not, when I am commuting, I find the
driver in front of me moving too slowly, or there seems to
be too much traffic on the beltway for my liking, and then
I am slowly consumed with irritations to things I cannot
control. But this morning, halfway into my trip, I noticed I
had not been affected by those kinds of things. Instead, I
was breathing in the wonderfully crisp and brisk air,
delighting in the colors of leaves that were starting to
turn, and keenly aware of the brilliant blue in the sky
above me, punctuated by an occasional white puffy
cloud here and there. I was definitely more in the flow
than usual!
My teacher picked a theme for her class that was similar
to mine this week, and even picked the same peak pose!
Ah! Ardha Chandra Chapasana! More evidence of
being in the flow!
She shared something she had learned in a workshop
with Sianna Sherman this part weekend, who noted, that
when we engage the three directives/principles of
Anusara Yoga - "Attitude, Alignment, and Action"
with integrity - it gives rise to a fourth - "Alchemy" which opens the door to transformation.
This morning, I received this newsletter from
JewelsoftheLotus.com. And it was most appropriately
titled, "Flowing with Grace," which is one of the
translations given for the word Anusara. Here is what
Cathy, the author of this newsletter had to share, and
they are spoken like a true teacher of Anusara, even
though I have no idea if she has this connection in her
life!
"Grace is the divine aspect that enables us to ride
through tumultuous times and our own changes - with
wisdom and strength. It is inspiring to see so many
people moving through their lives with Grace, simply by
staying tapped into the higher flow.
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The energy of GRACE is the focus for this
month...Grace shows itself in many ways and can help
transcend the swirling energy that is currently increasing
in intensity. Grace is the aspect of us that allows us to
act from our hearts and to rise above the drama and
victim consciousness.
When we consistently choose to stay tapped into the
higher flow - we can disconnect from the fear by that
which is out there. With Divine Grace in our hearts, any
attempts to pull us back into the world of duality will be
met with a feeling of peace and centeredness.
If you don't think that is within you, think again. You have
the power, you own the power. Use your discernment to
tap into your body and know instantly how you feel.
Simply put, it feels good - do it. If not, walk away - or
give it more time.
Grace is knowing when not to get sucked into the drama.
Sometimes we can't help but get swept up into the
whirlwind of others. And, when we do get pulled in,
sometimes it is hard to lift ourselves out. Knowing that
we are higher beings, can help us to detach from the
storm quickly and more easily. Getting grounded again
and staying tapped into the bigger picture helps regain
perspective.
Grace gives us the energy to treat ourselves with
wisdom and love.
GRACE IS:
knowing when to ask for help
owning your divine radiance
• fully aligning your energy
• knowing when to step back from drama
• radiating peace
• letting go of old energy
• being fearless
• forgiveness of yourself (and others)
• the ability to stay non-reactive
•
•
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•

• letting others be exactly who they are
practicing discernment and seeing what is truth
or illusion

Remember, there are times when we ignore inner
guidance and it turns out to be a huge lesson and then
there are times when we listen to our guidance and it still
turns out to be a huge lesson. Maybe it doesn't go as
planned or maybe it turns out to be better than you
imagined! There are no right or wrong roads, no good or
bad roads - the key is learning to detach from judgments
and stay in acceptance. Our purpose here is spiritual
growth - Grace is the wind that can help you follow the
path.
So have fun flowing with Grace through your daily life,
and take notice of the beauty all around you. Be well,
stand stall and let everything in your life be touched by
the Grace that is you."

Sunday, October 4, 2009
Love is the River of Life
Today, on the Transitus of St. Francis of Assisi, I finish
my book of poems for this year, titled, A River of Grace.
Finishing another book, is always a great feeling of
accomplishment.
There were so many people to acknowledge and
recognize, but the book is dedicated to God and Guru,
for as a dear friend often says, what else is there?
I share the last entry of the book, titled, "Love is the
River of Life."
“Love is,
the river of life
in the world.”
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So wrote Henry Ward Beecher
“Lord, make me an instrument
of your peace.
Where there is hatred,
let me sow love.”
So taught Francis of Assisi
“Love is all there is;
Love is all there is…”
So sang a friend of mine once…
“Would you know the Lord’s
meaning? Know it well...
Love is his meaning.
Who showed it to you?
Love.
”What did he show you?
Love.
Why did he show it?
For Love…”
So instructed Julian of Norwich
I drink in the nectar
of such sage words—
inked and penned and spoken
throughout centuries
and so many more phrases,
and morsels and expressions
dance inside my soul,
captivating my memories
and senses…
I have stepped onto the shore
of the other side
of the river of my life,
with Rumi in my heart:
“Inside this new Love, die.
Your way begins
on the other side.
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Become the sky.”
I step onto a new shore,
Brought there safely,
in the embrace of the Divine,
who showed me how
to navigate and cross,
this river of grace.

Tuesday, October 6, 2009
Silence is a River of Grace
Today, I received a video on the miraculous and healing
properties of water, and I could not help think about the
role the river has played in my life.
Yesterday, after teaching my morning class, which was a
sheer delight, I stole away for half an hour to go to the
river and paddle for a short while. It was breezy and
crisp, and the sky was a brilliant blue without a cloud in
it. A dear friend of mine referred to it as a Santa Fe sky. I
thought of it as a Montana sky myself.
The surface of the river was covered with small and
delicate waves making an intricate weaving and they
seemed to be literally dancing into each others arms. I
could also see streams of visible currents melting and
merging into each as well.
I thought of the Danish proverb:
"He knows the water best
that has waded through it."
I also thought of the line from Marcome's song, "The
River of Life:"
"When I look in the ripples
I can be all the love that I feel..."
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It was breathtakingly beautiful out on the river, clean and
wide - blue and as clear as I've seen it all year. I could
discern streaks of yellow here and there, hidden among
the trees and its leaves that will soon burst into a radiant
bouquet of colors...
Today, I walked the labyrinth. I was to walk with a friend
who was a little under the weather, but instead it was
mine to experience all alone. I gave gratitude for so
much and enjoyed its silent stillness. I thought of these
words that I read last night, and "tweeted" today, by
Macrina Wiederkehr:
"Silence is like a river of grace
inviting us to leap unafraid
into its beckoning depths."
I gave thanks for the opportunity to explore silence daily,
and the many gifts it bestows. I gave thanks for the
many miracles life offers us daily, but which we
sometimes overlook...And then, I drove home, with a
grateful heart...

Friday, October 9, 2009
The River in Indian Summer
Today was one of those days where you wake up only to
receive unexpected blessings and opportunities!
Needless to say, while I had envisioned a day of
emptying and cleaning out closets, other things
wonderful things evolved. I received and accepted one
teaching opportunity, and entertained another possibility
as well.
The day was amazingly beautiful, so at noon I did
manage to steal away to go down to the river for an
hour.
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I met a couple of paddlers getting ready to set out and
bantered back and forth with them. They were amazed I
just slip Grace, my kayak, into the back of my truck and
drive down to the river. As I pointed out, I can do this
because I live a mile away, and I can literally be in the
water in 10 minutes after loading and leaving my house.
I don't have to hassle with hoisting Grace onto my roof
and tying her down.
It was breezy and actually hot on the river, it got up into
the 80's. There were more discernible and distinct colors
on the trees - more yellows - with an occasional strip of
orange or a cluster of reds here and there. But the trees
have a bit to go to get to their peak.
It felt delicious to paddle - though it was work - the
currents were strong - and even paddling back took
more effort than usual.
On my way back, I passed the paddlers I had first
encountered at the boat launch who assured me that a
restaurant and bar awaited on the other side of the
island - or at least there would be one there once they
turned the corner! We laughed. I also passed some
fishermen that waved to me. Everyone seemed in
wonderful spirits today and were very friendly.
I enjoyed the silence of the river for a while, and
reflected on a number of quotes I had "tweeted" on the
subject, and would like to share them here. It was so
very interesting, because in my interactions with a few
other yoga teachers today, they too, talked about the
role of silence in their lives. Once again, it was an
example of being in the flow of grace!
"By cultivating silence,
we can find and release deeper levels of pain discover what is beneath it,
and rise and flow."
~ Gunilla Norris
"By making room for silence
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we resist the forces of the world."
~ Gunilla Norris
"When we make a place for silence,
we make room for ourselves.
This is simple. And it is radical."
~ Gunilla Norris
"Silence is the source of all that exists.
Silence reveals. Silence heals."
~ Gunilla Norris
"Within each of us there is a silence
as vast as the universe.
When we experience it,
we remember who we are."
~ Gunilla Norris
And a couple of others that spoke to me...
"A crisis is a holy summons
to cross a threshold."
~ Sue Mark Kidd
"The deeper that sorrow carves
into your being,
the more joy you can contain."
~ Kahlil Gibran
"Do not procrastinate.
Start to love from this very moment.
Do not forget the Beloved for an instant."
~Hafiz
"Love given, never stops flowing:
on and onward love flows
like a river with no name:
the hearts of all on its shores."
~ @ULFEE
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Saturday, October 10, 2009
Cultivating Forgiveness
I spent the afternoon emptying one closet and found
photographs of bygone years - going back 20, 30, and
even 40 years - pictures of high school, college, early
marriage, and of my son's first years. I sort through
these things, even though it is a Saturday, and a
beautiful, breezy one at that. I would love to go to the
river, but I rarely do on weekends. It is such a different
place energetically. So instead, I go for a walk, take in
the emerging colors on maple, poplar, and oak trees,
and simply reminisce...
Recently I read the book, The Gift of Years: Growing
Older Gracefully, by Sr. Joan Chittister, a Benedictine
nun, and prolific author, whose writings I have always
enjoyed.
In a section of the book entitled "Forgiveness," she
retells this story by Alfred Lord Tennyson:
"Two aged men, that had been foes for life,
met by a grave, and wept and in those tears
They washed away the memory of their strife:
Then wept again the loss of all those years."
Perhaps this is something that most of us can relate to. I
know I can. We all carry within our hearts regrets of
some sort. Chittister has this to offer on the subject:
"It is often not so much what we have done or what has
been done to us, but what we have done because of it
that is the greatest grief...
Only forgiveness can stem [deep] pain in us...This kind
of pain, held to the breast all these years, licked and
nurtured, fed by time and polished by the ages, can be
healed only by the wounded, not the offender, because it
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is the wounded who is maintaining it.
The hardness is in my heart now. It is far and beyond the
hard-heartedness of the one who plunged the knife. It is
mine. I own it. I fostered it. And I am suffering from it
more than the person I hold responsible for the hurt...
Because I realize that the distance this has put between
me and someone I loved has been much more
damaging to my soul that the offense could possibly
have been...
Only forgiveness is the therapy of old age that wipes the
slate clean, that heals as it embraces...
Only we can free ourselves from the burden of bitterness
old anger brings with it still...
Forgiveness...is the measure of the Divine in us...And it
is our forgiveness of others that gains for us the right to
forgive ourselves for being less than we always wanted
to be..."
Go out and forgive someone now - forgive yourself, for:
"Life is now. Only now...
Behind every moment the spirit of life,
the God of life waits."
After all, as Chittister wisely notes:
"It is the hands we go on holding
in our hearts at the end
that define the kind of life
we have led."
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Sunday, October 11, 2009
The Meaning of Intimacy
It is a beautiful day, so I ignore my rule of not going
down to the river on weekends - taking a break from
emptying closets, purging, and cleaning. I sit in the car
by the banks of the river and read my new poetry book
for nearly a hour, enjoying the breeze. I hope to make it
back to the river in the next couple of days, while the
weather is still so inviting, and bring Grace, my kayak.
Last night I finished a trilogy of books by Gunilla Norris,
a therapist and author of many spiritual books. Three of
her books had been published in one edition: Sharing
Silence, Becoming Bread, and Journeying in Place.
This little excerpt on intimacy comes from the third book:
"Intimacy cannot be commanded or planned. It is not
willed but happens by grace and opens the inner doors
of the heart. It more readily happens when I lay no claim
to anything and discover instead what is already present,
already given.
All true intimacies are gifts. They appear as if from
behind us, beside us, above us, below us. We usually
cannot see them coming. They take our whole attention,
and in the process we have a chance to come face-toface with something we did not know about ourselves
and the world.
To commune, is to discover and to be discovered is
deeply human. Real convergences are revelations that
lift us out of ourselves, out of recoiling from any aspect
of reality. We experience the Self then - all possessive
pronouns gone - the joy of existence, which is the light
within everything, the light that burns for its own sake
declaring, 'I am that I am.'
The Latin word for intimate is intimus, 'inmost.' I know
that when I live in an 'inmost' manner...I see and know
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much more about the world and myself..."
And from another section of the book:
"...We surrender to no one finally but to our own soul, to
the essence of ourselves, which is hidden in God. Sweet
and wild is the experience of surrender. There is nothing
more intimate..."

Sunday, October 18, 2009
A Day for Stillness and Peace
After many days of raining, it finally has begun to dry up.
So, on this Sunday morning, after putting all the
ingredients for dinner into the slow cooker, I head down
to the river for a few minutes. There is no one there...
I walk to the edge of the cliff, not far from the bench I sat
on, almost two years ago. As I look down at the ground I
am surprised I had never noticed that it is literally
covered with clover. Or, had it just gradually taken over
in the last year or so, without my being aware of it? I
think of how easy it is to overlook the simple things in
life...
The colors on the other side of the river are not near
their peak yet, though the park itself is bursting with
oranges, and russets, vermillions and golds - a veritable
symphony of colors. And I wonder, how many more
times will I be able to launch into the river before I am
forced to take a hiatus?
This morning, before I took these few precious moments
to myself by the banks of the river, I checked some
postings on Twitter. Say what you will about social
networking sites, but they can be used to spread
incredible amounts of light, love, and goodwill. Reading
some of these "tweets" is like carrying around a pocket
therapist, guru, or inspirational teacher. So often what
you read - is just what you need. Often, when I need a
little boost, I just go to check what my "feed" is currently
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running and what bright lights all over the planet are
saying. And so I checked, early this morning, and found
a wonderful blog entry that contained a prayer at the
end, which I excerpt here...
"What loveliness when we look upon this day!
What holiness we see surrounding us!
And it is given to us to recognize as a holiness
in which we share; it is a Holiness of God Himself.
Today let my forgiveness be complete,
and let the memory of You return to me...
Today, remember how very loved you are!
Today, remember that angels surround you
and that God is guiding you along the path
that leads you to Him so you don't need to know the way He knows it and will guide you."
What wonderful and comforting thoughts on a day for
stillness and peace! I wrap myself around these words
and its message which warms my heart and my soul. I
hope that it does for you, what it has done for me!
To visit the blog this was excerpted from:
www.gorgeousforgod.com

Monday, October 19, 2009
Awakening, the River, the Cold and
Sunshine
While this morning was perhaps, the coldest since last
winter, it was also sunny and beautiful beyond words. I
was elated after leading my wonderful garden of morning
yoginis through a challenging practice of backbends and
inversions in the middle of the room. All arose to the
occasion - no pun intended, as they awakened and
deepened in the recognition of who they truly are at their
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essence...
Afterwards, I drove to mail a birthday present to a very
special child celebrating her 14th birthday this week. I
was pretty creative, having done some investigation into
the meaning of her unique name, and having found a
statue of an enlightened being bearing the same name!
Then, I drove down to the river, to spend a few minutes.
I wanted to go in, but I knew it was just a little too cold
for that...
As I longingly looked on at the trees on the other side of
the river, I reflected on these lines posted on Twitter this
morning by Dr. Paul Haider, that spoke to me:
"I am a seed that falls from the mighty oak (God),
whirling down to the mighty river below,
floating along, I know not where,
but I trust the river (God).
Deep within my seed (My Heart)
I know all will be well,
for each turn on the river is driven
by a swirl of current (My Soul)
to land on the banks
of fresh loamy soil (Divine Connection)."
The river and its environs stir and awaken my soul, as I
invited my students to do this morning. My communing
with the river is in essence, a spiritual practice that has
invited me over and over again without fail, to awaken.
I come home and I read these words...
"Are you searching for the river of your soul?
Then come out of your prison.
Leave the stream
and join the river
that flows into the ocean."
~ Rumi
Once more, I am invited to awaken...
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I sit in my office and review these insights written by
Elena Brower, in her blog, who is an amazing Anusara
Yoga yogini. I shared these words with my students at
the conclusion of their practice this morning:
"Awakening is the process of bringing
your fullest attention to the moment...
The moment we awaken
we glimpse an evolving,
comforting balance within ourselves,
and with that balance we can serve in our families, our love, our work,
and our world..."
In her essay, Elena illustrates ways we can awaken one of them involves self-reflection. At the end of her
remarks she notes:
"...Our most useful gifts to the world [involves]:
to awaken, accept ourselves
and choose our course with elegance."
Let us all try to awaken more fully and deeply on this
day, and in this moment - wherever we are - and
whatever it is that we are doing!

Wednesday, October 21, 2009
The River in All Its Fall Glory
It is a brilliant day, and I begin it by teaching my beautiful
garden of yoginis who rise to the occasion of challenging
backbends with grace and enthusiasm.
I finish class and dash out to the river. The sky is a
brilliant blue with hardly a cloud in it, and the
temperatures have climbed enough for me to put on a
tee shirt and crocks. I arrive at the boat launch and take
in the broad expanse and the stillness of the waters. The
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trees on the riverbanks are perfectly reflected on its
surface, for the first time, in almost a year. A few minutes
later, Grace and I are paddling up the river...
I can see all the way to the bottom - rich details of the
underlying terrain revealing itself. It has been hidden
from me since about this time last fall. I paddle upstream
and find one lone heron who seems totally unmoved and
undisturbed by my presence. I pass him again when I
float downstream and he seems not have to have moved
one iota from his meditative stance...
It is largely quiet on the river, and I think of the book I
have been re-reading, after nearly 30 years - Poustinia:
Encountering God in Silence, Solitude and Prayer,
by Catherine de Hueck Doherty. Having recently read
her letters to Thomas Merton, sparked a renewed
interest in her writings.
I was drawn to silence and solitude all of my life, and
was able to have a bit of it in my twenties, before I had
my son and life got generally busier. It is very interesting
to compare my experience of where I was then - and
where I am now - more than a generation later...
As I read deep into the night, I underlined sentences and
phrases that spoke to me, knowing that I will share them
with my Twitter and Facebook community:
"Silence, Solitude, and deserts...are vitally important to
our growing, changing, technological, urban civilization...
True silence is the search of man for God.
True silence is a suspension bridge that a soul in love
with God builds to cross the dark, frightening gullies of
its own mind, the strange chasm of temptation, the
depthless precipices of its own fears that impede its way
to God.
True silence is the speech of lovers. For only love knows
its beauty, completeness, and utter joy.
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True silence is a garden enclosed, where alone the soul
can meet its God. It is a sealed fountain that he alone
can unseal to slacken the soul's infinite thirst for him.
True silence is a key to the immense and flaming heart
of God. It is the beginning of a divine courtship that will
end only in the immense, creative, fruitful, loving silence
of final union with the Beloved.
Yes, such silence is holy, a prayer beyond all prayers.
True silence leads to the final prayer of the constant
presence of God...
This silence, then, will break forth in a charity that
overflows in the service of the neighbor without counting
the cost...Hospitality will be deep and real, for a silent
heart is a loving heart, and a loving heart is a hospice to
the world..."
There is much more to reflect on and ponder in this
beautiful gem of a book...This river is that place of
solitude and silence in my heart. It invites me to journey
more deeply inside. As I paddle back, I realize that my
heart and soul are well - and I take what this river so
selflessly offers me - back into my life, and into the lives
of all those who come into mine as well...

Friday, October 23, 2009
The River's Gift of Grace, Blossoms and
Insights
So many activities and tasks needing my attention
during this day, but I rebel, and despite the cold and
damp weather and coming rain, I make my way down to
the river with Grace, my kayak, in tow...
No one is at the park - no one is even fishing today. I
revel in the realization that I have the river all to myself,
and when I arrive, the water is mostly still, and the colors
on the other side of the river gently beckon...
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I push off, and paddle towards the riverbanks on the
other side, where I rarely go. I disturb a blue heron as I
approach the shore, and he flies off, but not before
expressing some irritation...
It is breathtaking on this side - quiet - except for the hum
of insects, all joining seamlessly in their sacred mantra. I
am drawn to the deep reds and burgundies and hints of
vermillion that have been largely absent this year, along
the river. Ash and birch trees seem to predominate
around this area...
I start to feel the cold as the wind begins to pick up and
stir the waters, so that now the surface is covered with
infinite waves...I slowly paddle over to an island south of
the launch area, that captivated me when I first came to
this river nearly two years ago. I looked longingly for so
long, wondering what lay on the side that was hidden
from me. It was nearly a year before I felt drawn and
invited into the river to find out...
I paddle and reflect on the many insights that have come
to me in the last day or so, some in meditation, others
spontaneously. I also dwell gratefully upon the blessings
received throughout the course of this week.
I take a moment, and give thanks for my yoga teacher,
whose 65th birthday was yesterday. After doing 65
salutations, and inviting us to say yes to life - she led us
through a delicious class of backbends, and dancing,
and unbridled joy!
I review in my mind, the many beautiful and breathtaking
photographs of yoginis and yogis that were shared with
me by a gifted artist and exquisite soul who asked me to
collaborate on a wonderful project. Each picture - is a
meditation - and as I felt deeply drawn to meditate upon
a handful of them late last night, I was struck by their
stunning beauty and the sacredness they evoked. They
invited me to explore places within me - realms I only
visit in states of deep soul communion with the Divine,
so delicious and tinged with bliss. I found myself moved
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to pair a few of these exquisite images with verses from
Rumi, and today on this river, other verses from poems
and inspirational words spoken by my yoga teachers
arose in my heart as I meditated more deeply on some
of the haunting and evocative images...
I thanked God for all of my sacred insights and for a
comfort that warmed my soul, but I decided it was time
to make it back to the boat launch - the wind was starting
to cut through me. Here, on this river, it smelled of
winter, and of dying and rising...
I paddled back, and no sooner had I hoisted Grace into
the back of my truck, the promised rain came. Once
again, my heart expressed gratitude. I made it back at
precisely the right moment!
I end with two of my favorite quotes that I was drawn to
link to images seared into my mind and soul while I
floated on the river:
"Hear blessings
dropping their blossoms
all around you."
~ Rumi
"If the only prayer you say is thank you,
it will be enough."
~ Meister Eckhart

Saturday, October 24, 2009
Thoughts on Kenosis at the River
After making an early morning airport run, I grabbed a
cup of coffee and went down to the river on this early
Saturday morning. It was interesting to observe that
there was a whole array of parked cars with people
drinking coffee and reading newspapers in them. Must
be a weekend routine for some!
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There also seemed to be a regular crowd that comes to
hang out and walk their dogs - they bantered back and
forth about them - catching up on the events and details
of the week...
I watched all of this with some amount of dispassion as I
sipped coffee, and thought of a child - now growing into
a young woman - whose birthday it is today. I sent her
birthday wishes - and blessings of love - in a shower of
grace - and promised to offer my meditations for her
later today...
I walked about surveying the river from its banks for a
while, feeling totally open ended in my day and coming
week, and was drawn in by thoughts I had on passages I
read by Catherine de Hueck Doherty before I went to
sleep last night...
I have always been drawn to - and fascinated by the
theological term "kenosis", which Catherine describes
as: "the emptying of oneself to be filled with Christ." The
term comes from Philippians 2.7 where there is a
reference to Jesus emptying himself on the cross. The
term can be interpreted as implying sacrifice - but I have
always understood it as giving of oneself in one's totality
- and putting the needs of others before oneself. I see it
as complimenting - or putting the Boddhisattva vow from a Buddhist perspective - into action. And from a
Vedantic point of view, it enables the seeker to detach
from this world in order to become one with the Divine.
Lately, I have been reflecting on the meaning of this term
a lot, as I remembered a Lutheran minister telling me,
while I was working on my doctorate in the late eighties,
that he felt that embodying the essence of kenosis was
my life's mission.
From a Vedantic perspective, I believe that living out the
mandate of kenosis both releases karma and
attachments to this life, which is necessary to penetrate
the more subtle realms where one encounters the
Divine. While challenging and difficult to enflesh, kenosis
is a gift for those who are up to the task of living it.
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It is so interesting to consider how different theological
and philosophical concepts relate to different strands of
thought in varying traditions...
From Catherine's writings:
"There are certain moments in your prayers of thinking moments in your life with God - when suddenly you are
saying or doing with all your heart and soul...'Take my
mind and my will, Lord, and cleanse them...'
Now we are able to discern the will of God. Our senses
are acute, attuned, because we are listening to God....
[There is a] smashing of the idol of oneself...[Ah!
Reference to the self vs. the Self!]
This is a hidden process...it is a giving up of one's will
and oneself into the hands of God...
Kenosis cannot happen without our cooperation...
Kenosis demands a kind of death, and this dying...will
draw forth new graces...
This emptying of self must continue. This contact with
God has to be maintained constantly; the carrying of
man's pain and sorrow and joy has to go unceasingly.
Otherwise there will be breaks and gaps in our
relationship with God. This cannot be allowed to happen,
once we have started this journey. The going will be
rough, but the joy will be ineffable..."
Catherine points out that the experience of kenosis is a
life-long one of continual emptying and stripping, until
one is purified. All spiritual traditions teach this concept
on some level or another. It a notion that speaks to me
again and again at different periods of my life, always
yielding richer, and richer insights...
"Real zeal is standing still
and letting God be a bonfire in you."
~ Catherine Doherty
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Tuesday, October 27, 2009
The River in Silent Reflection
I enjoy a few days of quiet, stillness, of journeying
inwardly and deeply, of writing, researching, and
meditating, healing, and contemplation...
Time flies, it goes so quickly, I sometimes wonder where
it goes...
I arise very early for an appointment to have craniosacral
work with a very gifted therapist who never ceases to
amaze me with her expertise, her knowledge, her
resources, her compassion, and her stunning, crystal
clear insights. We explore some issues and their roots
deep inside my body and work very creatively with
toning and chanting, until I feel an explosion of heat and
electricity coursing through my body. The body's ability
to respond and communicate with us is truly amazing, if
we are willing to listen and do the work that is required.
I leave with my homework assignments, and what I need
to work on until my next appointment, and go out in
search of coffee. I stop at McDonald's and encounter the
beautiful middle aged woman from a Middle Eastern
country, who once ministered to me last winter by taking
my cold hands into hers, rubbing them, in an attempt to
warm them - a gesture I have never forgotten. Who
knows where we will encounter blessed souls sent by
God to touch our lives?
We speak of God as I wait for my order - somehow
entering a realm of shared understanding. She asks me
how I have been. I have not seen her in a while. She
also tells me that God has been very good to her. Then,
very spontaneously, she asks me to pray for her - and
indeed, to pray for others as well.
I wait for a moment, until she is free once again, and I
tell her, that I will pray for her, though I do not even know
her name. And her eyes radiate such love and gratitude,
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she warms my soul. Our hearts connect in a shared
knowing and loving of the Beloved.
I make my way down to the river, with my "senior
coffee." My McDonald's Sweet Angel gave me the senior
discount, something she has done on so many
occasions...
The river is quiet and still, and I make my way down to
the riverbanks carefully, so I will not slip on the wet
leaves. It is beautiful here. Overcast and gray momentarily breaking from the rain. I could stay here all
day - lost in the silence and solitude, but alas - I have
work to return to!
I make my way back home, grateful for the many ways
God has touched my life: through the gift of wonderful
friends - some of them priceless - one or two of them
very sacred gems in my life - and through healers of
every sort. I am also grateful, because for the first time in
my life, I am surrounded by souls who are in tune with
me vibrationally. I no longer have to toil under a veil of
discord, or tension. Every blessed being that has come
into my life has enhanced it - and I am a better person
because of their presence and their heart resonance. All
of those relationships which once brought me strife, and
conflict, have simply fallen away....
I continue to be amazed at how many like minded souls I
come in contact with - in my work, my practice, in
cyberspace, and in most unexpected places connections are being made all the time...
Yes, I have been blessed, and the realization comes, as
I was reassured many a time, by a dear friend - and by
Julian of Norwich herself, when I sat in her cell back in
1988 - that "All shall be well, and all manner of things
shall be well..."
And truly, it is...
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Friday, October 30, 2009
Home to Myself on the River and
Elsewhere
The day begins differently than I had envisioned it to be.
After a long wait in a doctor's lounge for routine blood
work that somehow gets mixed up, I head out for my
long overdue morning coffee!
As I wait in line to place my order, I strike up a friendly
conversation with a WW II veteran, who tells me of going
back to visit Omaha Beach for both the 50th and 60th
anniversary of D-Day. Having just visited the landing
beaches in Normandy last month, I can sincerely thank
him for his service...
I head down to the river, and banter with a kayaker, and
decide it is not too cold or windy, so I can make it in. I
come home, and put on my boots for the first time since
the early spring, and dress warmly...
The kayaker asks me what "Aligning with Grace" means.
I have a decal of my website logo, on Grace, my kayak.
He is intrigued by what it means and by the fact that I
teach yoga.
I run into a dear friend and student walking her dog, and
we share insights we've received, and catch up on
details of each others lives. As we speak, a hawk flies
over us, and perches on a tree for a while. Hawks are
messengers which bring clarity, and power, and vision...
I go into the river and paddle for a while, then float, and
note that I am slowly being drawn to the banks on the
Maryland side, almost as if I am being invisibly pulled...I
ride the waves in for a while, and then paddle the rest of
the way...
I come home to myself on this river, and spend some
time reflecting on my magical evening last night...
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On the spur of the moment, I buy an online ticket to go
hear Melissa Manchester, whose music has captivated
my soul for decades. I go to hear her at the Barns at
Wolftrap, which is the perfect intimate setting for her
music and her sharing of the creative process of
songwriting, and how that shows up for her. As a poet,
who dabbled in some songwriting decades ago, I
resonate with her story...
I laugh and I cry, and reminisce - such a kaleidoscope of
memories colliding in my mind and coming alive once
again!
The music is haunting...She begins with "Through the
Eyes of Love," and continues with so many old favorites,
new songs, and even showtunes - each one speaking to
my soul - each one giving me a needed message on this
day...
I wait in line at the end of the concert to meet her and
have my new "album" signed. When it is my turn, I tell
Melissa how every year, when I was in college in the
early seventies, I went to her concerts. She smiles as
she signs my CD. Then I add, that I remember her
grandfather was in the audience every year. She always
dedicated the concerts to him. And he, would give her a
standing ovation...
She stops, and we look intently into each others eyes she is visibly moved. There seems to be this knowing
and eternal silence between us, and then she blurts out,
"Gusman Hall!" Yes, that was the site of those very early
concerts of hers, and I am sure she has not thought of
them in a very long time...And for a moment this present
moment that we share bridges our past - a place in time
where we both were thirty-five years ago...A sweet
connection is made...
As I float on the river which is starting to feel like winter, I
think of all the connections I made in the last twenty-four
hours - with a musical icon and life-long idol of mine with a veteran of D-Day, with a student, with paddlers -
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and I am reminded how we are all part of one web of
connections...
Here, on this river, as one of Melissa's Manchester's
favorite songs reminds me, I come home to myself...
I think of the moving ending to the concert - the encore,
a song titled "A Mother's Prayer," and I think of the child I
gave birth to - I also think of a another child - not my own
- that I have loved very deeply - and my thoughts turn as
well to my cousin's child coming home from Afghanistan
this week...
I ride home after a magical evening where I was so
deeply moved, and listen to this song on the CD I just
purchased, sending blessings to children, marveling at
how we are all sojourners together. I come home and
listen to it one more time in bed, as I offer prayers, a
fitting ending for a blessed day...
"I know you're listening
in the silence of this night.
The news is blistering
but I hold on to your light,
and though there's darkness
all around us,
by my faith I know you are there.
Give me the strength to lead the way.
Send me the words I need to say.
Use me to guide them day by day This is a mother's prayer.
I know I can't do this by myself.
I thank you for your help.
I know you're listening
so I know I am not alone.
I feel you here with me
as we all face the unknown.
Could you return us
to your garden
where no one's hurt,
and no one's scared?
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Free us from pride and bitterness.
Keep us so close we won't forget.
Teach us to love as you love this is a mother's prayer."
Indeed it is a mother's prayer, but it is also a prayer for
all of us to say - mother, father, lover, friend, neighbor,
lost soul, those in need, and those who feel alone. But
the truth is - we are not alone - because there truly is no
separation between us. That, is the great lesson that we
must learn and that will set our hearts free...

Saturday, October 31, 2009
Looking Down the Road and the River Two Years Later
I awaken, two years to the day, when circumstances and
a soul first lured me down to the river. I had no idea what
journey I would be undertaking shortly...It would take me
away from all that I had known and held securely. It
would bid me to let go, and journey deeply into the
unknown...
It is a Saturday, and Halloween as well, and after
reading the paper at my neighborhood Starbucks, filled
with costumed folks of all sizes and hues, I head down to
the river, just to make a brief visual connection, and
acknowledge this Sacred Temple of Healing Waters, and
all that it has been and provided to my heart...
A confluence of feelings, memories and inspirations swirl
within my soul, stirring so much within, just as a
confluence of waves merge and dissipate - no one can
tell where one begins and the other ends...
I finish this river journal today. I know the river will
continue to play a part in my spiritual life and healing,
and that messages will come from time to time. I know I
will continue to write about the insights and gifts received
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here - but I also know that they will not culminate in a
third volume to The River Speaks. Other projects and
experiences will give way. Nothing lasts forever. It is the
gift of impermanence which continually invites us to let
go. And this is simply, my greatest lesson in this lifetime.
I know it now. I have always known it. But I understand
all the ramifications and nuances of this lesson in a way I
had never intuited before...
I have been a pilgrim to this river in every season and
state of my soul - from times of complete despair to
moments of exquisite joy. I have experienced the Divine
on these riverbanks...
As Tanmayo sings in Dust at Your Feet:
"When all is said and done,
this heart still yearns for you."
As Catherine Doherty observed in Poustinia:
Encountering God in Silence, Solitude and Prayer:
"The water is faith. As you move...the water becomes
fresher and you have the feeling that you can really
move now. Now faith begins to grow in you. You begin to
understand that faith is not of the understanding, but is a
gift of God...
You arrive at a beautiful river. You come to the edge of it
and know that you can drink from it until you die. Now
faith has taken hold of you and nothing, nothing can
separate you from the river. You realize through your
journey you have fallen in love with God, and it was
really his face you saw [in every challenge, and every
experience]..."
This morning, I connected with a soul I had not been in
contact with for a while, and summarized my life
experiences of the last two years...
Throughout the course of this week, I have marveled at
the intricate web of connections in my life - and how
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each person - whether they remained in my life or not taught me something - or connected me with another
soul that I needed to learn something from or share
something with. I was also fascinated how even though I
had lived my life around the periphery of some others,
there was a right moment in time for us to meet and
really come to know each other...
Some of these connections have been incredible, and I
could not help but see the hand of God operating
strongly behind the scenes, much as the producer or
director of plays or movies does...
I read late into the night, excerpts from the Radiance
Sutras, translated by Lorin Roche, and recommended
by a dear soul, tasting their sensuality and their joy in my
soul, acknowledging the vibrant life that has arisen within
me like a phoenix from the ashes of what I mourned for
so long:
"Be wildly devoted to someone, or something.
Cherish every perception.
At the same time, forget about control.
Allow the Beloved to be itself and to change.
Passion and compassion, holding and letting go,
This ache in your heart is holy.
Accept it as the rise of intimacy
With Life's secret ways.
Devotion is the Divine streaming through you
from that place in you before time.
Love's energy flows through your body,
Toward a body, and into Eternity again.
Surrender to this current of devotion.
And become one with the body of love."
Yes, I surrender to the current of love, as I have
surrendered to the currents on this river and the
perceptions and the insights that it has yielded. So many
lessons have been learned, and there are still so many
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lessons yet unfurling - layers within layers - to be peeled
back and assimilated in my long journey back to the
heart of the Divine - my final resting place - and my only
goal in life. I want to be nowhere else. I will pay whatever
price I must, to claim this as my Eternal home...
I have never liked the song "Amazing Grace," but this
past week I found a rendition by Tanmayo that moved
my being to the core. Her refreshing interpretation of the
lyrics and music drew me in so deeply, I lost my soul in
the Eye of the Hurricane of Divine Love, and found it to
be a fitting anthem for where I have been - and where I
am going:
"Amazing Grace, how sweet this sound,
that saves someone like me.
I once was lost but now I'm found,
was blind, but now can see.
T'was Grace that taught this heart to beat,
and Grace, all fears relieved.
How precious did that Grace appear
the hour I first believed.
Into your hands, I lay my spirit,
Into your hands, I lay my soul.
Into your hands, I lay my spirit,
Into your hands, I lay my soul.
Through many dangers, toils and snares
This soul's already come.
T'was your Grace that brought this soul thus far,
and your Grace will bring me home.
Amazing Grace, how sweet this sound,
that saves someone like me.
I once was lost but now am found,
was blind but now can see.
Into your hands, I lay my spirit,
Into your hands, I lay my soul...
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OM namo Gurudev, namo
OM!"
Yes, I bow to you, Divine Spirit - my True Teacher - to
you I bow, and give thanks, for now, and forever! Amen!
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