Contending with Gravity

For many years gravity has felt like my enemy. I would ride in an elevator and try to jump up as it was going down in an effort to escape gravity. I felt the spin of the earth and looked to heaven and wondered why...why do we flop about here constrained to the laws of gravitational pull? 

I started meditation in the 70’s and got a taste of the play between heaven and earth. I believe it was the most important tool I learned. 
There were times when I was intensely focused on meditation and other times when I was well...contending with gravity. Sometimes it was fun…oh, la la! Sometimes it sucked e-gads!

When I got pregnant with my two children I was fascinated with how they were contending with the cosmos as they floated inside me. Then, as they came out, how gravity grabbed hold of them. How they understood the universe so much better than I and how gradually they exchanged conscience understanding of noumenon that for learning about phenomenon   with each day and with each breath.  We come here(earth)  with the cosmos (the Dao, god ,Yahweh,  Allah etc.) inside us. We are given an incredible vehicle in which to witness phenomenon. We are given five senses in which to get in touch with the phenomenon. To witness it from above and below; from the cosmos and from earth. It is from a duality that we can be TaiJi (the Great ultimate, or the great polarity) When an imbalance of this duality occurs then there is discomfort, illness and disease.  Wonderful indicators that can lead us back into vibrancy. When the two can spin in balance, it becomes one. There is no cessation or beginning of where one stops and one begins.

Striving to get my top in spinning order I watch the signs the, beautiful landmarks, pain, discomfort, happiness all from the five elements. Anger, sadness, joy, grief and pensiveness. All spokes leading to the hub; telling me that there is a spoke that is not calibrated and is throwing off the spin. 
As my work practice of the Shiatsu gravitated (pun intended) toward what I feel is the power tool of health: meditation. I noticed the psychic discomfort that occurs in this journey back to remembering the cosmos. I could fix pain for a while it most often returned. As I touch a person it felt like a layer of residue blocking the meridian; sometimes a strata of sentiment; it would feel like an excavation. I had no humanly strength to wipe it away. The body and the meridians were doing their part they would try to balance and would find balance but an order came from somewhere was telling the body to go back to its old ways. (shen protection soldiers)
Last year had a group of young girls who were going through their midterm exams and short-circuiting in the process. It was the most important in their heads because this was the grades for college and the universities would judge them on these grades. So their self importance and worth hinged on these few hours of testing. They were having backaches and throwing up and one can imagine when one series test becomes so important. I gathered them around in a circle and gave each one a glass suction cup that I use in cupping technique. Each one got a candle. 
Cross legged we sat, at first each one embarrassed and giggling at what I was going to have them do. I held my finger to the flame weaving in and out of the fire. 

“This flame is energy” I said “It burns a bit of the wick, the wax its fuel dissipates but what is left?” Showing my finger it looks clean. “Thoughts are energy, there is always a residue left in our brains and body” I held my cup to the flame having everybody do the same. Quickly, black residue started to stick to the glass. They loved this chore. They started swirling their cups over the flame. I continued saying that this residue of our thoughts is what clings to us in our (xin) heads. ALL thoughts: the good, band and ugly. I said this residue is from when my kindgarten teacher wouldn’t let me color outside the lines. Counting my own residue..This is where my parents taught me how to cross the street. This is where I learned to be a victim. Just as important are the residue of the “good thoughts” I said’ This residue is from when I learned to paint I thought that only painting Indians and cowboys (I’m from Colorado) are the best painting “ Now after the glass got very black. I said now look through this. We all held up our cups and of course no one could see a thing. All of our thoughts are blocking us from seeing. I said” the fact that I love and can paint realistic portraits may seem good but I can’t see around that residue on my heart and head.” There may be another way but as long as I keep the good, the bad and the ugly on my heart (shen) I can’t see. So I have everybody take a tissue and wipe off the glass. “Now look through the glass.” 
 Then we start the meditation…cleaning the windshield so to speak.   I take them up into the attic/lighthouse. They can have what ever they want clogging the space, furniture, dust cobwebs. That day the furniture blocking the view was clogged with thoughts of getting into the right college; letting down parents who hope they will succeed. We hauled away all the furniture and discover more and more that had accumulated, each blocking another stratum. Then the windows were black just like our glass cup. So we clean and clean with the breath. The breath in and out goes the blacken residue. Until a ray of sun shines in; peeling away the rest of the residue a new view is exposed, glorious view, one free of perceptions and language. I have us lay down (inside the mind’s eye) and the glass ceiling we just cleaned disappears and the floor beneath us disappears and we go back to the place before we were born, the place before language…the place before gravity, a place just to be. When a thought wonders in there is no place for it to alight. 
Just be…. wu wei. Action without action. Sanctuary from trying, sanctuary from ourselves, from others… sanctuary from language and symbols. Cessation from gravity. 
Nothing to achieve, nothing to be,  

As I have them come back to their bodies, they come back through the lighthouse, the attic that was so dirty with residue, now clean. ‘Look out the window see the new view. See the possibilities!! As far as the eye can see and now as far as the cosmos is the view. 

As we get up from the sit, residue is already accumulating. We have to cross the street we have to function, but now our windshields have been cleaned. Is there a goal in mediation? What I have found is that there is absolutely no goal in the mediation or from the mediation. The goal; if you will, is contending with gravity. Letting gravity keeps its pull from earth letting the cosmos in, letting the top spin. Listening to the five elements of earth and the tapping into the strength of the Dao.  The vehicle we were born with are of phenomenon and the Dao is noumenon , so we have to contend with the phenomenon of gravity, and return to the Dao through Wu Wei we learn TaiJi (many ways) It will eventually lighten as it gets in sync. But what a fantastic journey is the calibration!!
I do this exercise before a session with my clients and one day, I couldn’t gets someone’s Hara (dantien)  to quiet and that is unusual after this exercise. I work Japanese syle on a futon in seiza. So I asked her is everything OK? She said well, I think I have a new residue already. I asked what is that? She said you have some black stuff hanging off your nose and I can’t clear that residue from my mind! I had gotten soot on my hand and wiped my nose leaving a big black looking smudge on my face! From her view, right up my nostrils, the view wasn’t pretty!

Because we are creatures of habit and what begins in youth as a shen protection because of ours ond others modus operendis. So, it loves to alight on something and very quickly it jumps back on. As the Shen starts realizing it doesn’t need this residue it will quietly hold less and less residue. This will cause fear to arise. The shen will try to protect itself not realizing that it is actually hiding itself. So, going slow is very important. Gradually the trust of gravity and spirit will start to work together. But the stages of release are painful!! I bow to this wonderful pain and honor the fear that tries to protect it! When we pop out into the world of gravity and we are bombarded by the well-intended and ill-intended, from the cocktail of parents, peers, culture, hormones and the like we enlist this residue or soldiers to help protect us as we walk on wobbly legs. The soldiers serve us very well. People don’t mean to try and crush our Shens (souls) but the shen has to survive so it will make a protection, a soldier, that soldier is loyal to the shen at all cost. So when we ask those soldiers to stand down. Let the ego go…they fight like hell to stay and protect. Thus, the road back is full of discomfort. The way to survive this discomfort is to honor the soldiers who protected you and with the five elements, grieve them, be angry at them, be sad for them, be pensive for them, and be happy for them. In contending with gravity you first have to feel the full force of gravity before returning to weightlessness.

The mantra I give myself and others is Go forth and make mistakes. Gravity is the luxury of trail and error. When I learned how to spin a dreidel (top) it took spinning badly, beautifully and without gravity there would be no spin, no duality creating the one!
