WHAT LIES AT THE BOTTOM OF SORROW?

I was called to a Medicine Walk in the Sequoias.

Snow was melting in early May.

I liked the idea until I began making preparations: 

Emergency blankets, boots and flannel things.

I never liked the cold or bunches of clothes.

I like beaches, water and few clothes.

Nonetheless, my shaman sisters and I took to the road.

Accompanied by hawk, squirrel and chickaree,

We made our way into the forest.

Stone spirits showed themselves to me.

Whale appeared in the clouds. Hawk flew overhead. 

All were delighted we had come.

Our circle gathered in prayer the first night.

Each of us drew a card.

Mine was the 2 of Water.

“Love: A desire to go beyond anything felt before …

To discover the spiritual essence of life and true purpose.

The ability and willingness to love selflessly is part of this quest”.

I notice tears are near the surface.  Why?

My breath is congested, allergies are growing worse.

I was fine an hour ago.  Why?

Oh yes, an initiation is beginning.

After the circle I draw another card.

Grandfather – Protection.

In Shamanic tradition we go to the land….into the wild.

Spirits of rivers, clouds, trees, stones and creatures

Can heal us, guide us and give us clarity.

Places---by rivers, trees and caves become places of honor.

Willingness to surrender, open hearts, gratitude, and respect for all beings
Are required states for this journey.

I prepare to offer my brokenness. To eat and rest when the Spirits allow it.

I prepare to make offerings of nuts, prayers, song and dance.

Spirits can protect me from anything but foolishness.

During my time on the land, I will ask, “Is this foolish? Should I go this way?”

Not a bad practice for everyday life!

I prepare to pray for all those afflicted and for the earth in general. 
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My shaman sisters and I explore the land for tomorrow’s solitude.

The sequoias are tall and quiet.  Chickarees dart here and there.

Snow is melting in places and streams begin to gurgle.

I find a wooden staff, hide it, and thank it for agreeing to accompany me tomorrow.

We find a fox that has recently died.  We lay branches over it

And say prayers of thanks to help its transition. It is an honor to be with fox.

In final preparation for my task, I sit council with my Shaman.

Tears are close, breath constricted and heart heavy.

I choose two animals to guide me:  Whale and Owl.

I ask for guidance on my life’s path.  

No clue is given for my path, only a question I am to take to the land,

“What lies at the bottom of sorrow?”

 A flood of tears come.  I have known sorrow too many times.

Whale says, “Dive deep to see what lies at the bottom of sorrow.”

Instructions are very clear: “At dawn go alone to Grandmother Sequoia.

Inside her there is a tiny stream of water. Sit inside her and listen as deeply as possible. Ask the Spirits to help you listen even deeper.  Ask, ‘What lies at the bottom of sorrow?”   In the afternoon go alone to the river and ask, “What lies at the bottom of sorrow?”

“I am the voice of the grandmothers,” says Owl. “They have much to give you.”

“She is our child and we love her more than life itself”, say the grandmothers.

“We will protect you”, say the grandmothers and owl.  

“We are helping to move old grief and initiating you in the ways of the Spirits.

When you go on the land, pray to know deeper and deeper, and 

Ask, “What lies at the bottom of sorrow?”

Dawn comes and I ask to set aside everything I think I know.

In silence I pray and go to the sequoias.  I greet my staff.

I asked permission to enter Grandmother Sequoia, 

Offering a song, my love and some bread to the chattering chickaree.

I listen to the water and ask Spirits to help me listen deeper.

I ask, “What lies at the bottom of sorrow?”  I prayed for family, the earth and other afflicted.

I thanked Grandmother Sequoia and moved on to a uprooted sequoia nearby.

Had it made a crashing sound when it landed on it’s side? Did it feel pain?

Fire scorched one side. Water trickled through its roots now.

I listened and watched the water as I lay on my belly across its huge trunk.

“What lies at the bottom of sorrow?” I asked this massive tree.

“New growth….beginnings…..shifting…..silence”…..I heard softly.

Is this my head or is the earth answering? Is there life in all things?

Everything is breathing and vibrant.  Everything appears alive.

I run my fingers along my staff. This too holds answers for me.

May I take you home with me? You seem my companion.

Would you feel sorrow to leave the beauty and silence of this forest?

I thank you for joining me as my guide and protector.
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Listening deeply for guidance, I moved carefully down hill.

Snow is melting. I look down as I watch each step.

Now on firm ground, I look up to chart my course.

Clearly before me within the scorched sequoia bark

Is the face of a fox!  I could not believe my eyes.

Twice I closed my eyes, stepped back and looked again.

Overwhelmed with tears, I prayed and thanked fox for appearing.

I listened deeply as water said, “I am the source of all living things.”

Fox said, “We are one.” I drew close enough to touch the bark
Where black resin sap formed a teardrop, as if fox was crying.

I wept and asked, “What lies at the bottom of sorrow?”

“Did you suffer?  Is the earth in sorrow?” I laid my head on the bark and wept.

In a moment I notice my surroundings.  Sorrow does not appear to be here.

Birds are chirping. Chickarees are scurrying.  Mist hangs above. Colors are vibrant.

The silence is deafening.  Textures are magnificent. Beauty is profoundly on display.

There are signs of other times….gigantic trees uprooted. Fire scorched roots and flash marks bear witness to those times when sorrow swept through.

Returning to rest, I again asked my question.

“What lies at the bottom of sorrow?”
I heard, “Life and more life.”

“What really lies at the bottom of sorrow is

Peace-----stillness----more life----not death.”

I thanked the Spirits and I slept deeply.

I woke and went alone to the river to sit in silence and listen.

The thunderous sound of the river seemed an odd backdrop to

The snow piled high on rocks like fluffy cake icing.

I made offerings of prayer, tears, song, gratitude, my hair and bird seed.

I built an altar for family, the earth and prayed for all afflicted. I listened.

River spoke, “I am the constant, reliable life force that sustains the planet and all things”.

Looking up at the snow-covered hillside,

Stone spirit showed me the face of a smiling dog with hound like ears.

“We are pleased.” Stone spirit said.  I smiled, “I am pleased too.  Am glad I came.”

Returning to my room I made tea and sat looking out the window.

Stones began shapeshifting into turtle, bison, lynx, gorilla, goose, and gray mouse.

Owl was right.  The Grandmothers had given me much.

So…………Are you afraid that fear, pain, death or nothingness lie at the bottom or sorrow?

That is not my experience.

What lies at the bottom of sorrow is 

Joy—Peace—Change—New Life—Beauty—Silence—Wisdom—New Beginnings

Willingness​​--Vibrancy—Determination—Surrender—Tenderness—Divine Mystery—Oneness—Harmony—Community--Love—Wholeness—Creativity—Fire—Earth—Water—Air—

Creation

© All Rights Reserved. 2006  Jeanie Griffin, www.aspaceforhealing.com  bjgriffin@aol.com  817-965-2206
