Affirmations, quotes and sayings,

prayers, poetry, for birth

Prayers for Birth

Childbirth Prayer

Child within me, the Lord has created you. He has formed your body, and you are his.

When you pass through the waters He will be with you and you will not be harmed. He is the Lord, thy God, thy Saviour. You are precious in His sight.He loves you.

Let us not fear, for our Redeemer is with us. He will bring you forth safely. He will protect us from harm if we take upon us His name, for he created us to glorify Him.
We will be blessed with health, strength, and the guidance of the Holy Spirit.With his gentle, loving hands he will deliver you without interference from anyone.

I will not be afraid of your birth, for I know that the Lord created me to be a mother. My body knows what to do to assist the Lord as He delivers you out of my womb.

Together we will work to bring you into this world without pain. The water that now protects you will carry you out and I will open myself up to you.

The feelings of love, joy, and peace will escort you on your journey. When you are ready to join us in the world, we will welcome you.

Your father and I have been honored with stewardship over you. He has placed you in our care that we may love you and teach you His word.

Your father is eager to hold you in his arms. I am eager to bring you to my bosom and nurse you. We look forward to your arrival, yet we will not grow impatient in waiting for your birth-day. We do not want you to be born before you are fully ready.

Your father and I will not be fearful. God has promised us that if we do not fear and are obedient to His commands, He will pour His spirit upon you and His blessings.

Our family will praise and honor Him for the blessing of your birth, and the miracle of your life, giving thanks with song.


Adapted from Isaiah 43&44 

Stories for Birth

The Empty Cup
Once upon a time, a philosophy professor came to visit a Zen Master. As soon as he entered the Master's house, he began asking a barrage of questions. "What is life? What is death? How can you claim to know about reincarnation? What is good or bad? I think... blah blah blah blah blah..." and on and on, opinion on top of opinion, idea upon idea. 

The Zen Master calmly interrupted and said, "Would you like a cup of tea?" 

"Yes, then you ...blah blah blah blah..." replied the professor. 

The Master left to fetch the tea. Upon the Master's return, the professor inquired about the answers to his questions. The Master simply handed the cup and saucer to the professor and began to pour tea. He filled the cup, but did not stop. The cup overflowed, the saucer filled, and the tea began to spill over onto the floor. 

"Stop!," cried the professor, "Can't you see the cup is full! It can hold no more." 

"I can see that, yes," replied the Master, "But can you see that your mind is so full of opinion and judgment that there is no room to receive any wisdom? In order to receive, you cannot come already full, but must come like an empty cup." _____________________________________

Fear is a Feeling, Trust is a Choice

Since the events of September 11, all of us have been
reeling from the devastation and insecurity created by the 
evil acts terrorism. And on a personal level, I struggled with
the same sense of insecurity and fear.

Like many speakers, my traveling schedule was heavy during
the fall. And wouldn't you know it, I was scheduled to be in five
states within nine days...and of course I had to fly.

Several event coordinators called, concerned that I would 
be unable, or afraid to fly. I must admit, I did feel scared.
But I knew my traveling companion would guide me through the
airport keeping me abreast of anything that looked suspicious.
Now imagine the increased anxiety, when at the last minute,
my friend was unable to accompany me, and I was to fly alone...
blind. Yikes, I was not looking forward to it. 

After much prayer, I decided to maintain my schedule and fly 
the frantic skies anyway!

I got on my knees before God and told Him I was afraid.
A verse immediately came to me, "When I am afraid 
I will trust in You, in God whose Word I praise" (Psalm 
56:3-4).  As I meditated on the verse I was struck by 
how definitive it was. "When I am afraid, I will trust in 
You."  Do you realize that the I WILL, at the end of the verse, 
has an impact on the I AM, at the beginning of the verse? 
Here's why. I WILL reflects our choice; I AM reflects our
condition. Consequently, our choice to trust God will always 
alter our condition of fear. God knows that there will be times 
when we are afraid, but our fear should never exceed our 
trust in God.  

When I resolved to trust God and fly, I flew without fear.
The way I see it, FEAR is a natural feeling, but TRUST is a 
supernatural choice.  

The woman who walks (or flies) by faith, will find 
perfect peace as she trusts in God.  So, don't ever bow to your 
fear ladies. Instead make your fear bow to your God. 

"You will keep him in perfect peace, whose mind is 
stayed on You, because he trusts in you. Trust in the Lord 
forever." (Isaiah 26: 3-4a)


He shall tend his flock like a shepherd:

He shall gather the lambs in His arms,

And carry them close to his heart,

And shall gently lead those who are with young.

Isaiah 40:11



Giant Steps


Once upon a time, in a land far away, there lived an enormous giant.  He was at least ten feet tall, with a mane of red hair and a beard, and in his hand he carried a mighty axe.  


Every year, on the same day, at the same time, the giant would walk down from the mountains, which were his home, to stand outside the castle walls and terrorize the inhabitants.


“Come, send me your bravest man, and I will fight him,” the giant would shout, towering over the wall and waving his axe menacingly.  “ Send me someone to fight, or I will knock down your castle and kill everyone.”


And every year, the gate in the castle wall would open slowly and, fearfully, one poor, valiant soul would walk out to face certain death.


“Is this the best you can do?”  the giant would laugh mockingly.


The poor wretch would stand, mesmerized by the enormity of the giant and the task at hand.  Not one person had ever managed to draw his sword, before the giant would crush them with his mighty fist, and chop them into tiny pieces with his axe.


But, ( and there is always a but in stories like this), one day a young prince arrived in the town. 

 “Why does everyone here look so frightened and sad?”  he asked a fellow traveler.


“You haven’t seen the giant yet,” replied the traveler.


“What giant?” asked the young prince, intrigued.  The traveler told him the tale.


“Every year on this very day, the giant arrives and challenges our bravest to a duel.  And every year, he slays them exactly where they stand.  They don’t even move or attempt to fight.  It’s as though the giant hypnotizes them. “


We’ll see about that,” the young prince said.


When the giant arrived later that day, he was waiting for him.


“Send me your bravest man, and I will fight him,” the giant shouted.


“I am here,” said the young prince, throwing open the gate and striding towards him.


For a moment, they stood and faced each other.  Although he was still along way away from him, the prince was instantly struck by the incredible size and shocking appearance of his opponent.  But, summoning up all his courage, he started to walk towards the giant brandishing his sword, and never taking his eyes off that dreadful face with the red hair and the red beard.  Suddenly, he realized that as he was walking, the giant – rather than appearing larger – actually began to shrink before his very eyes.  He stopped and stared.  The giant was only five feet tall.

He walked closer to him still, then stopped and stared.  Now the giant was only two feet tall.  He continued walking until he was face to face with the giant, and with each step he took, he saw the giant shrink.  By now the giant was so small, that he looked up at the prince.  He was only twelve inches tall.  The young prince took his sword, and plunged it into the giant’s heart.  As the giant lay dieing on the ground, the young prince bent down and whispered to him, 

“ Who are you? What’s your name?”

With his dieing breath, the giant replied,” My name is Fear.” 

(Adapted from Tales for Trainers, Margaret Parkin) 

Poetry for Pregnancy and Birth

This is the Miracle

Before you were conceived I wanted you.

Before you were born I loved you.

Before you were here an hour I would die for you.

This is the miracle of love.

Untitled 

Child, you are shooting star propelled 
on an arching journey through my body. 
Traveling too, I soar from the fire 
that sent you flying to the pleasure 
you will blaze, emerging. Welcome. 

Delivery, the eleventh hour, on my hands and knees. 
Lorna holds my head until her arms cramp. 
Jan brews tea, burns incense, lights candles. 
Marie and Michael massage my thighs, my perineum. 
Forest runs in front of me to kiss me and stroke my face 
then behind me to watch the patch of head growing. 
Beth, large with child herself, leaves the room often, crying. 

I hear the strong willful silence of you 
moving under my pubic bone. Womb songs 
and pulses behind you, strange syllables 
of birthing long moments ahead of you. 
I push once, longer, harder, and the push 
continues, rippling, sliding out into 
the noisy light. We separate and I hear 
the slow revolution of the world again 
A low fierce groan, then your first quiet breath. 

By Laura Newton
You were a secret holiday 
conceived between Thanksgiving's feast 
and the rose light of Christmas. 

A sphere of growing cells, you burrowed 
in the red forests of my womb, 
your first home, 
while Grandma was buried 
in frozen brown earth. 

Despite blinding snow cyclones 
and air paralyzed by ice, 
you grew relentlessly, inch by inch 
in your soft watery world. 

As gelationous sap 
began its sluggish circulation, 
tingeing trees orange in promise of life, 
you began to stir, kicking, turning, 
a fluttering pulse 
deep inside. 

You blossomed in me, 
stretching me out 
as virgin leaves unfurled. 

When summer heat muffled earth like a quilt, 
you slowed me, a fat snail, 
to lazy immobility. 

The harvest of a ripe summer, 
you emerged in autumn's passion 
as star promises 
streaked 
across a cool black sky. 

By Kathleen Salapow VanDemark
Little Lamb Who Made Thee? 

William Blake

Little lamb, who made thee?
Dost thou know who made thee,
Gave thee life, and bade thee feed
By the stream and o’er the mead;
Gave thee clothing of delight,
Softest clothing, wooly, bright;
Gave thee such a tender voice,
Making all the vales rejoice?
Little lamb, who made thee?
Dost thou know who made thee?

Little lamb, I’ll tell thee;
Little lamb, I’ll tell thee:
He is called by thy name,
For He calls Himself a lamb,
He is meek, and He is mild,
He became a little child;
I a child, and Thee a Lamb,
We are called by His Name.
Little lamb, God bless thee!
Little lamb, God bless thee!

The Holy Mother speaks to Her child at the threshold 

Child, you are shooting star propelled 
I love you, little star-flake, 
Do not weep to leave the bosom of God, 
for there is a god on earth where I am sending you, 
and he will be your father. 
Do not cling to my robe, little one, 
for these swirls of my robe are the nebulae 
You will see in the heavens there. 
You tear my heart with your longing eyes, my child, 
but look, I am coming with you: 
there is a daughter of mine on earth, 
and she will be your mother. 
Even now the Temple you see about you 
Is her womb. 

Do not fear to leave the Land of Light. 
I would not send you into darkness, 
but in their hearts where I send you 
the sun of your homeland burns. 

They will know who you are 
for they know each other. 
Even the smallness you have taken on 
they will love, 
the flailing limbs, the eyes 
that do not see, the leaves of the moon 
that fold about the sun. 
They will hear your heart inside your cry. 
They will see the wings of light, my wings, 
that enfold you all your life. 
Even now, they love you. 
They know, as we do, 
that in all births 
is the one Child who is born. 

Go now, little child. 
In the eyes of your mother find me again, 
in your father's heart find me. 
Do not be afraid to put on this tiny disguise. 
How could they fail to recognize you, 
you who said to them 


I was hungry and you gave me food, 
I was thirsty and you gave me drink, 
I was a stranger and you took me in, 
naked and you clothed me, I was sick 
and you cared for me, I was in prison 
and you came unto me. 


So go to them, vast and ancient soul, 
go to them now. 
They are also waiting to be born. 

By Liana Herbertson

Child within me, the Lord has created you. He has formed your body, and you are his.

When you pass through the waters He will be with you and you will not be harmed. He is the Lord, thy God, thy Saviour. You are precious in His sight. He loves you.

Let us not fear, for our Redeemer is with us. He will bring you forth safely. He will protect us from harm if we take upon us His name, for he created us to glorify Him.

We will be blessed with health, strength, and the guidance of the Holy Spirit.With his gentle, loving hands he will deliver you without interference from anyone.

I will not be afraid of your birth, for I know that the Lord created me to be a mother. My body knows what to do to assist the Lord as He delivers you out of my womb.

Together we will work to bring you into this world without pain. The water that now protects you will carry you out and I will open myself up to you.

The feelings of love, joy, and peace will escort you on your journey. When you are ready to join us in the world, we will welcome you.

Your father and I have been honored with stewardship over you. He has placed you in our care that we may love you and teach you His word.

Your father is eager to hold you in his arms. I am eager to bring you to my bosom and nurse you. We look forward to your arrival, yet we will not grow impatient in waiting for your birth-day. We do not want you to be born before you are fully ready.

Your father and I will not be fearful. God has promised us that if we do not fear and are obedient to His commands, He will pour His spirit upon you and His blessings.

Our family will praise and honor Him for the blessing of your birth, and the miracle of your life, giving thanks with song.


Adapted from Isaiah 43&44 

Willow Tree
I am a willow tree, 
Strong, yet fluid
graceful.
I can bend with the wind,
but my roots are tough,
indestructible.
Opening to birth my child
is flowing with the wind:
from a soft and gentle breeze 
to a stormy gale
back to a soft and gentle breeze.
My body is strong, but flexible.
It is my friend, it knows how to open.
I am a friend to my body
eating well, walking, and loving myself.
I shall birth safely, freely, openly . . .
among my loved and trusted ones.
I am the willow, flexible
beautiful resilient
endowed with the power of surrender
to the wind rustling through my leaves,
my branches.
My roots reach deep into Mother Earth
Anchored in Her strength
I bring forth life
In joy!
Bonnie Anderson ICAN Clarion Spring 98
“The great redwoods of California are one of the beautiful natural wonders of North America. These giant evergreens can grow to a towering 300 feet tall and live for hundreds of years. For all their magnificence, one would think the redwoods would require a deep root system to keep them upright. Instead, they have roots that spread out along the surface of the forest floor to capture all the moisture possible, intertwining with the roots of other redwoods in the grove. The interlocking roots securely support and sustain these giant sequoias when storms strike and fierce winds blow.  The trees' survival depends on the combined support of one another. When we stand together…support one another….encourage one another…we become strong together.”

Birthing Waltz

Two weeks late you were

And too  many pounds.

Lucky for you, Aaron

When things got slow

Around midnight

And the midwife said

Try to keep going

But your mama said No,

I can’t anymore – 

Just let me rest;

That your dad, 

Who has never, ever,

 Danced with your mom,

Coaxed her up

And lifted the weight of you both;

And then, with her own tired toes

Cradled in his strong , smooth feet,

Waltzed her in slow motion

Round the dusky room

Until you were ready

To join the dance.

Wendy Roger Clark

I Am the Lucky One 

Down by the lake
in your three year old
rock kitchen, 
you made me breakfast, 
scrambled eggs, toast, sausage.
We both cup hot coffee
in our hands, 
taking imaginary sips.
I am the lucky one. 

Hide and seek with the spiders,
bread for ducks,
we watch the lapping water,
unnoticed, from between our
crevassed hiding places,
while others pass quickly by
on their way to "real" jobs.
I am the lucky one. 

Autumn the time of your birth
reminds me, "This day shall 
not be your burden, but your delight."
I don't know where I'm going or
where I'll be when you're grown,
but right now,
I am the lucky one. 

We go to the city
stop for a treat, chips and slurpies.
Mine go down quickly, thoughtlessly,
while I delight in your company,
Salty fingers and red mouth,
you're in no hurry.
Shoppers smile at your good-natured ways.
I am the lucky one. 

A day of errands, I need a book.
No one notices, amused, as I do,
how you sit in the window ledge,
warmed by the sun,
among much older readers
in the bookseller's shop.
Your face holds the same serious
expression as theirs, while you read
a ghostly tale, upside down.
I am the lucky one. 


Errands finished, we're back outside.
Silently, we bend forward.
Watching the birds among the rose bushes
you learn about rose hips, thorns,
and birds' preferences for crumbs
rather than bagel chunks.
Harried passersby pause, your joy
in the ordinary, contagious,
as you balance on stone benches.
I am the lucky one. 

The day is done.
I tiptoe to your room.
Tucking you in, I kiss
your sleeping face
and whisper thanks for the day.
To my own bed I pad
feeling gratitude to God
and wondering why
I am the lucky one. 

By Michelle Tobin

“Lie in the sun with the child in your flesh shining like a jewel…..

Walk heavily as a wheat stalk at its full time

Bending towards the earth waiting for the reaper.  

Let your life swell downward so you become like a vase, a vessel.

Let the unknown child knock and knock against you and rise like a dolphin within.

Meridiel Le Seuer, Salute to Spring, 1940

___________________

“There was a darkness in the beginning, seven children, each rising out of my great grandmother’s darkness,

every twelve or thirteen months like little full moons….she conceived and bore them, I am told,

With bemused passivity, as tolerant as the moon must be of her own swellings and thinnings and equally unconscious. “  Jarriet Rosenstein, ‘The Fraychie Story”, Ms. 1974

The Doula’s Journey

A Poem for a very Special Woman

Her eyes are kind, her voice is soft,

Reassuring

Warmth radiates from her face

Sharing lessons that cannot be taught

But are learned through determination, exceptional effort, 

And the companionship of one who has traveled this path

“Experts” advise, then go on their way,

Their words stealing confidence, as surely as a flash flood sweeps

Precious possessions away in a rushing torrent.

Doubts arise and worries dart through the air

Thick with fear

Bit by bit fatigue sets in while the sun wraps itself in the blanket of night.

She searches her heart, symbiotically exploring Mother’s 

Encountering thoughts not spokem

But discerned.

Hands soothe as her heart speeks- calmly-

Eyes meet, a yearning, questioning look

Is greeted by “Mirror eyes” into which Mother gazes deeply

Revealing reflections of her own strength, her power, her peace

And the loving confidence of compassion.

Spirits rise with the sun.

How many suns have risen since the beginning of this journey?

She finds her own limits tested – physical, spiritual, emotional,

Patience defies time and despair

Her body aches with fatigue, craves sleep and home and family.

Deep within her soul, she embraces confidence, joy.

Awed by the miracle unfolding in the womb waters.

Mother longs to hold her child

“I have done my best”, she says.

The face of constancy smiles, nods

Eyes sparkle, hands offer strength.

And through this space

A new life glides

Announcing to all that this is a time to rejoice.

Heart pounding, she wipes a tear as 

Joy leaps from her soul,

Affirming that the 

Wisdom of birth cannot be questioned.

 Linda Worzer 

Chant of the pregnant goddess

I am the mother of the moon

Sister of the stars

Child of the light in your eyes.

I am powerful.

The geometry of my shape shifts

From the gently curved lines

To expanding circles:

Earth, moon, sun.

I am powerful.

I am strong.

The tempo of my vibration quickens,

Increasing from 

Butterfly wings, to floundering fish,

To beating drum,

Erupting volcano,

The rhythm as old and as constant as

The cycles of the sun

And the turn of the tides.

I am powerful .

I am strong. 

I am beautiful.

I hold the hope of my ancestors

The knowledge of time

The fate of my future.

I am powerful.

I am strong.

I am beautiful.

I am mother.

Jana McCarthy

	Birth Story

(I'm drowning)
And the midwife holds me in her arms and says 
Yes it's hard isn't it you're doing so well 
(And I am surfacing)
And she says you're doing it exactly right 
(I'm drowning)
And she says you're taking such good care of your baby 
(And I am surfacing)
And she says yes this is how it is you'll live you're good and strong 
(I'm drowning)
And she says good good that's good 
(And I am surfacing)
And part of me says f--- you I am dying here 
(I'm drowning)
And part of my says oh my god I AM doing this aren't I 
(And I am surfacing)
And part of me says LEAVE ME ALONE SAVE ME HELP ME 
(I'm drowning)
And part of me says this is the most incredible thing I've ever done 
I can't believe I'm actually doing this yes yes YES 
(And I am surfacing)
And the baby comes in a long sea salt waterfall flood 
ocean of sweat and tears and birth waters and blood 
And I take her slippery warm wide eyed amazed and knowing little self against my Earth Mother created-and-moved-the-universe warm and billowy belly and tell her she's wonderful and safe 
And I follow her with a red and glorious afterbirth 
And I think I DID IT! I AM TOTALLY INCREDIBLE! WE WANT SOME PRIZES AND NEWS COVERAGE IN HERE! DID YOU SEE THAT? WAS THAT GREAT OR WHAT?!

And the doctor writes:
32-year-old grand II para I presents in active labor. Normal spontaneous
vaginal delivery of a viable female LOA over intact perineum. Apgars of 9
& 10. Uneventful delivery. 

--Poem by Barbara Kozlowski--From the book Labor Day: Shared Experiences from the Delivery Room, by Ann-Marie Giglio (Editor), Workman Publishing Company, 1999 


	

	
	


Birth Instruments

A drum,

 To match the soft heartbeat in my belly.

To riff through my diaphragm as I breathe, so steady

To invite my body to dance, naked and fearless and entranced

To follow the cadence of my belly and hips as they labor.

A fiddle, 

To flutter through these roomos, rising and falling.

To animate, so I am played like its own full, resonant body

To soothe with drawn out,  bittersweet musings

To give me wings when I sink into the place that drowns me.

A harpsichord,

To interlace clear and sweet, angel sounds

To mark the swiftness of time, the elegance of each moment

To lure me up the bar, climbing each step

To the top where I hesitate uncertain, descend in rushing surrender.

Voices,

To sing the exultation that longs for release

To soothe my frantic doubtrs, that transition time

To incite and invite and cajole and urge forward

To speak love that is expiation and clelbration, incomprehensible and mighty.

A horn,

 To ripple like the laughter I succumb to in early labor

To announce to the neighbors that this The Day

To give voice to deep long breaths that push my baby out

To announce in high golden tones the arrival of this new soul.

Orchestration , a symphony, a brass band, a parade:

Kazoos and rhapsodies, tympanis, and chanting;

This is a solo act,

This is a chorale,

This is my debut performance,

A special guest appearance,

O baby.

Cher Mikkola, editor, Midwifery Today Magazine, 

Maps

The first disk of cells, held in place

Like a map clamped to a table

Fate maps, coded cartography of coasts, 

Unroll their silent directions.

This is to become bone.

 This is to become brain.

And the disk curls into a little boat,

Into a tube – like the topography of origami

Pleating from two dimensions into three.

Maps have a history, an evolution.

What was a peninsula on ancient charts

Becomes an island.  Small continents swell,

Large extrusions dwindle.  Until it emerges – 

The familiar shape of the world.

And so the fetus changes.  Pharyngeal arches shrink

To the delicate bones of the face.  Limb buds lengthen

From rounded paddles to extensive isthmuses.

As though a child’s unfolding

Is less a tale of growth

Than of discovery.

Alice Major

Quotes for Pregnancy and Birth

Conception, gestation, labor and delivery are the physical metaphor for how the divine comes into physical form. And so, there is really no more sacred ritual than human labor and delivery."
                                                                                                                                 -Christiane Northrup, Obstetrician

	The Magic of Spontaneous Expression

Even if we are not aware of it, each one of us longs to create, to manifest what is unique inside of us, to give it form. Freedom is necessary for pure creation to take place.   The pressures and demands of an expected result must go.  We need to re-enter the present by the simple act of being spontaneous.  Intuition guides us.   Trusting the flow that comes naturally is the magic of creation.  The hidden, the mysterious, the sacred from within are revealed.  Old patterns break.   The natural movement of creation becomes part of our life.  Passion sets in.


Life, Paint & Passion
Reclaiming the Magic of Spontaneous Expression, Michelle Cassou

"Childbirth is a profound rite of passage 
and the essence of childbirth preparation 
is self-discovery."          

-Pam England,  Birthing From Within

"In most situations and for most people, natural childbirth is the safest way to have a baby. Women should be encouraged to trust their bodies in the birth process and myths about natural childbirth should be dispelled. They should be given the tools to achieve a natural birth, if that is what they desire, and should be equipped with knowledge to make informed decisions about their birth. This knowledge should include a full understanding of the risks of interventions and medications, as well as their benefits in certain situations. Education should not involve guilt but should empower women to choose the kind of birth that is best for them, be it medicated or unmedicated, intervention-free or full of traditional interventions."
-----CAPPAs Philosophy and Position on Childbirth

Through soul-searching
and listening more deeply to the women I was working with, I finally understood  that women have to prepare for birth
in their heart and soul, 
not their head.  
And that giving birth is something a woman does in her body, 
not in her head." 
Pam England

'Mindfulness means paying attention in a particular way: on purpose, in the present moment, and nonjudgementally.  This kind of attention nurtures greater awareness, clarity, and acceptance of present-moment reality.  It wakes us up to the fact that our lives unfold only in moments.  If we are not fully present for many of those moments, we may not only miss what is most valuable in our lives but also fail to realize the richness and the depth of our possibilities for growth and transformation.'  
Jon Kabat-Zinn

Words For It

I wish I could take language 

And fold it like cool, moist rags.

I would lay words on your forehead.

I would wrap words on your wrists.

“There,there,” my words would say______

Or something better.

I would ask them to murmur,

“Hush” and “Shhh,shhh, it’s alright.”

 I would ask them to hold you all night.

I wish I could take language

And daub and soothe and cool

Where fever blisters and burns,

Where fever turns yourself against you.

I wish I could take language

And heal the words that were wounds

You have no names for. J.C. 

So, what comprises the Wild Woman?  From the viewpoint of archetypal psychology as well as in ancient traditions, she is the female soul.  Yet she is more; she is the source of the feminine.  She is all that is of instinct, of the worlds both seen and unseen__ she is the basics.  We each receive from her a glowing cell which contains all the the instincts and knowings needed for our lives.


“…” She is the Life/Death/Life force, she is the incubator.  She is intuition, she is far-seer, she is deep listener, she is loyal heart.  She encourages humans to remain multi-lingual; fluent in languages of dreams, passions and poetry.  She whispers from night dreams, she leaves behind on the terrain of a woman’s soul a course hair and muddy footprints.  These fill women with longing to find her, free her, and love her.


“She is ideas, feelings, urges, and memory.  She has been lost and half forgotten for a long, long time.  She is the source, the light, the night, the dark, and daybreak.  She is the smell of good mud and the back leg of the fox.  The birds which tell us secrets belong to her.  She is the voice that says, “ this is the way.”


“She is the one who thunders after injustice.  She is the one who turns like a great wheel.  She is the maker of cycles.  She is the one we leave home to look for.  She is the mucky root of all women.  She is the things that keep us going when we think we’re done for.  She is the incubator of raw little ideas and deals.  She is the mind which thinks us, we are the thoughts that she thinks.


“Where is she present?  Where can you feel her, where can you find her?  She walks the deserts, woods, oceans, cities, in the barrios, and in castles.  She lives among queens, among campesinas, in the board room, in the factory, in the prison, in the mountain solitude.  She lives in the ghetto, at the university, and in the streets.  She leaves footprints where ever there is one woman who is fertile soil.


“ Where does she live?  At the bottom of the well, in the headwaters, in the ether before time.  She lives in the tear and in the ocean.  She lives in the cambia of trees, which pings as it grows.  She is from the future and from the beginning of time.  She lives in the past and is summoned by us.  She is in the present and keeps a chair at our table, Stands beside us in line, and drives ahead of us on the road.  She is in the future and walks backward to find us now.  


“She lives in the green poking through the snow, she lives in the rustling stalks of dying autumn corn, she lives in the place where language is made.  She lives on poetry and percussion and singing.  She lives in quarter notes and grace notes, and in a cantata, in  a sestina, and in the blues.  She is the moment just before inspiration bursts upon us.  She lives in a faraway place that breaks through to our world. 


“People may ask for evidence, for proof of her existence.  They are essentially asking for proof of the psyche.  Since we are the psyche, we are also the evidence.  Each and every one of us is the evidence of not only Wild Woman’s existence, but of her condition in the collective.  We are the proof of the inefible female numen.  Our existence parallels hers.


“ Our experiences  of her within and without are the proofs.  Our thousands and millions of encounters with her intra-psychically through our night dreams, and our day thoughts, thorugh our yearnings and inspirations, these are the verifications.  The fact that we are bereft in her absence, that we long and yearn when we are separated from her; these are the manifestations that she has passed this way…”  Clarissa Pinkola Estes, “ Women Who Run With The Wolves”

“Through soul searching

and listening more deeply

to the woman I was working with,

I finally understood that women have to prepare for birth

In their heart and soul, not in their head.

And that giving birth is something a woman does

In her body

Not in her head.

Pam England, “ Birthing From Within”

If you have doubts about your ability to manifest what you want, allow someone with more faith to believe for you.

“Becoming a mother is a life transition that our culture greatly underestimates.  Few other changes are as complete and irreversible, and few life events provoke as much ambivelence.  I know of no other experience that simultaneously stimulates two powerfully divergent fantasies: the promise of ultimate fulfillment and the threat of self sacrifice.  Somewhere in between lies the reality of motherhood.” 

Dr. Gayle Peterson, Ph. D. 

Past pregnancy and childbirth experiences lay the foundation for future births… along with cultural influences.” Claudia Panuthos, “Transformation Through Birth”

“ Anxiety about the unknown is common, as is excitement, especially for first time mothers.  Although we all know that millions upon billions of women have given birth before, we do not know what the experience will be like for us.  Birth is universal, yet remains a mystery.  Like love, labor is difficult to describe in words.  It is the work of each pregnant woman to seek a personal understanding of the process of childbirth.” Dr. Gayle Peterson Ph.D.

“Labor requires that you yield rather than take control.  Taking control of labor is the role of the physician in times of distress and abnormality.  In a normal course of labor, a woman must react to energy traveling through her. Her response is akin to moving with an ocean wave, sensing the flexible nature of the water as it changes its shape, flowing around the contours of land and shore.  Following the natural flow of contractions allows you to cooperate with the force of nature.”  Dr. Gayle Peterson Ph.D.

“Birds learn how to fly, never knowing where flight will take them.  There is a deep and humbling lesson in the way of birds.  Their wings grow and stretch and span patches of air.  First tentatively and then with confidence, they lift, they pump, they glide, they land.  It seems for birds, it is the act of flying that is the goal.  True, they migrate, they seek out food, but when flying, there is the sense that being aloft is their true destination.  


Unlike birds, we confuse our time on earth, again and again, with obsessions of where we are going – often to the point that we frustrate and stall our human ability to fly.”  Mark Nepo “ The Book of Awakening”

“ Anyone who gives anything to the Divine will find that it comes back to them turned to gold.”   Rumi

“Clay is molded into vessels, and because of the space where there is nothing, you can carry water.  Space is carved out from a wall, and because of the space where there is nothing, you can receive light. Be empty, and you will remain full… Lao-Tsu

“Our minds are like crows. They pick up everything that glitters, no matter how uncomfortable our nests get with all that metal in them.” Thomas Merton

Generous God

So many times I’ve come

With my empty cup

A beggar of the heart

Devoid of nourishment

Deplete of energy

And you have filled

Generous God

So many times I’ve come

Afraid of unknowns

Full of negatives and no’s

Fighting challenges

Closed and resistant to growth

And you have opened

Generous God

So many times I’ve come

A stranger to my spirit

Crammed with the cultural noise

Caught in endless chatter

Crowding my inner space

And you have emptied

Generous God

I come to you again

Holding out my waiting cup

Begging that it first

Be emptied

Of all that blocks the way

Then asking for its filling

With love that tastes like you.”

Joyce Rupp, “The Cup of Our Life – A Guide For Spiritual Growth”

“ A most profound and helpful learning came to me when struggling with the pain of having a rib removed.  For weeks I felt a corset of pain girdling each breath.  But watching the winter water of a stream begin to thaw and flow, over and over, I finally saw that to make it through the pain, I had to be more like water and less like ice.


For when trees fell into the ice, the river shattered.  But when large limbs fell into the flowing water, the river embraced the weight and flowed around it.  The trees and the winter water were teaching me that the pain was more pointed and hurtful when I was tense and solid as ice.  Then each breath was shattering.  But when I could thaw and the fear and tenseness I carried, the pain was more absorbed, and I could, like the thawing stream, move or not, pain free, but no longer shattered.”  Mark Nepo , “ The Book Of Awakening”

“We often underestimate the power of giving voice, but it is real and sustaining.  It is the basis of all song.  It is why prisoners break into song.  It is why the blues are sung, even when noone is listening.  It is at the heart of all hymns and mantras.  And it works its healing, not so much by being heard as by the fact that in giving voice to what lies within, even through the softest whisper, we allow the world of Spirit to soften to our pain.  In this way, the salllest moan is in itself a lullabye.  In giving voice to what we feel, the darkest cry uttered with honesty can arrive as the holiest of songs.  Mark Nepo

“Until one is committed, there is hesitancy,

the chance to draw back, always ineffectiveness,

concerning all acts of initiative( and creation).

The moment one definitely commits oneself,

Then Prividence moves too.

A whole stream of events issues from the decision.

Whatever you can do or dream you can,

Begin it.

Boldness has genius, power and magic in it.

Begin it now.

W.H. Murray – The Scottish Himalayan Expedition

( usually attributed to Goethe)

Wrapped within

Young leaves:

The sound of water.


Soseki

“There is a silence

into which the world cannot intrude.

There is an ancient place

You carry it in your heart

And have not lost it.

Lay down you arms,

And come without defense into the quiet place

Where Heaven’s peace holds all things still at last.

Lay down all thoughts of danger and fear.

Let no attack enter with you.

In this quiet state alone

Is strength and power,

There can no weakness enter,

For here is no attack

And therefore not illusions.

Peace of  God.

You who are part of God

Are not at home, except in His peace.

Abide in peace,

Where God would have you be.

( Gifts From A  Course in Miracles)

Understand that you do not respond

To anything directly,

But to your interpretation of it.

Your interpretation becomes

The justification for the response.

Perception selects and makes the world you see.

( Gifts From A Course in Miracles)

Illusions are investments.

They will last as long as you value them…

The only way to dispel illusions

Is to withdraw all investments in them.

(Gifts From A Course In Miracles)

“I rest in God.”

Completely undismayed,

This thought will carry you

Through storms and strife

Past misery and pain, past loss and death,

And onward to the certainty of God.

There is no suffering that it cannot heal.

There is no problem that it cannot solve.

And no appearance but will turn to truth

Before the eyes of you who rest in God.

( Gifts from A course in Miracles)

“Perception can make whatever picture

the mind desires to see.

Remember this.

In this lies either Heaven or hell

As you elect.

( Gifts From A Course In Miracles)

When you believe something 

You have made it true for you.

No belief is neutral.

Everyone has the power to dictate

Each decision you make.

For a decision is a conclusion 

Based on everything that you believe.

( Gifts From A Course in Miracles)

The wakened mind is one that knows

Its Source, its Self, its Holiness.

The nind that serves the Holy Spirit

Is inlimited forever,

In all ways

Beyond the laws of time and space,

Unbound by any perceptions,

And with strength and power to do 

Whatever it is asked.

(Gifts From A Course in Miracles)

“I want the Peace of God.”

To say these words is nothing.

To mean these words is everything.

Projection makes perception.

The world you see is what you give it,

Nothing more than that.

But though it is no more that that,

It is not less.

Therefore, to you it is important.

It is the witness of your state of mind

The outside picture of an inward condition.

As a man thinketh, so does he perceive.

(Gofts From A Course in Miracles)

The world that seems to hold you prisoner

Can be escaped by anyone

Who does not hold it dear.

(Gifts From A Course in Miracles)

One illusion cherished and defended against truth

Makes all truth meaningless,

And all illusions real.

Such is the power of belief.

(Gifts From A Course in Miracles)

I you have faith as a mustard seed, you will say 

To this mountain

“Move from here to there, and it will move.

And nothing will be impossible for you.

Matthew 17:20

The violets in the mountains

Can break rocks

If we believe in them

And allow them to grow.


Author Unknown

A good traveler has no fixed plans and is not intent upon arriving.







Tao Te Ching

In the beginner’s mind there are many possibilities, 

In the expert’s mind there are few.

Shunryu Suzuki, “Zen Mind, Beginner’s Mind”

You are the bows from which your children, as living arrows, are sent forth.

The Archer sees the mark upon the path of the infinite, and He bends

You with His might that His arrows may go swift and far.

Let your bending in the Archer’s hand be for gladness…..

“Don’t aim at success – the more you aim at it and make it a target, the more you are going to miss it.  For success, like happiness, cannot be pursued, it must ensue, and it only does so as the unintended side effect of one’s personal dedication to a cause greater than oneself or a s the by-product of one’s surrender to a person other than oneself.  Happiness must happen, and the same holds true for success; you have to let it happen by not caring about it.  I want you to listen to what your conscience commands you to do and go on to carry it out to the best of your knowledge. Then you will live to see that in the long run, in the long run I say, Success will follow you precisely because you had forgotten to think about it.”

Victor Frankly

Man’s Search For Meaning

Love is the greatest healing force in the world.  The law of love teaches that to love another person means to listen without judgment and to see the eternal wholeness of the other person, no matter what the circumstances.

Here in this body are the sacred rivers; here are the sun and the moon as well as all the pilgrimages places… I have not encountered another temple as blissful as my own body.









Saraha

The most beautiful thing we can experience is a mystery.

Albert Einstein

The truth is that we are meant to be bountiful and LIVE!!

The universe will always support affirmative action.  Our truest dream for ourselves is always God’s will for us.

Julia Cameron

Life shrinks or expands in proportion to one’s courage.

Anais Nin

Music is your own experience, your thoughts, your wisdom.  

If you don’t live it, it won’t come out your horn.

Charlie Horn

Only when he no longer knows what he is doing does the painter do good things.

Edgar Degas

How often, even before we began, have we decided a task was “impossible”?  And how often have we constructed a picture of ourselves as being inadequate?… A great deal depends upon the thought patterns we choose and on the persistence with which we affirm them.

Pierro Ferrucci

You are lost the instant that you know what the result will be.

Juan Gris

No longer conscious of my movement, I discovered a new unity

With nature.  I had found a new source of power and beauty, a source I never dreamed existed.

Roger Bannister – on breaking the four minute mile

When you start a painting, it is somewhat outside you.

At the conclusion, you seem to move inside the painting.

Fernando Botero

The grace to be a beginner is always the best prayer for an artist.  The beginner’s openness leads to exploration.  Exploration leads to accomplishment.  All of it begins at the beginning with the first small and scary step.

Julia Cameron, The Artist’s Way

Your desire is your prayer.  Picture the fulfillment of your desire now and feel its reality and you will experience the joy of the answered prayer.

Dr. Joseph Murphy

At the height of laughter, the universe is flung into a kaleidoscope of new possibilities.

Jean Houston

I myself do nothing, the Holy Spirit accomplishes all through me.  

William Blake

In the esoteric Judaism of the Cabalah, the Deep Self is named the Neshamah, from the root of Shmhe, “ to hear or listen”. The Neshamah is She Who Listens, the soul who inspires and guides us.

Starhawk

We cannot escape fear.  We can only transform it into a companion that accompanies us on all our exciting adventures – 

Take a risk a day, one small or bold stroke that will make you feel great once you have done it.

Susan Jeffers

Naming a force, creature, person or thing has several connotations.  In cultures where names are carefully chosen for their magical or auspicious meanings, to know a person’s true name means to know the life path and the soul attributes of the person.

If we sing the song of consciousness till we feel the burn of truth, we throw a burst of fire into the darkness of psyche so we can see what we’re doing… what we’re truly doing…

Clarissa Pinkola Estes  

“ So that is the final work of the exile who finds her own, to not only accept one’s own individuality, one’s specific identity as a certain kind of person, but also to accept one’s beauty… the shape of one’s soul and the fact that living close to that wild creature transforms is and all that it touches.


When we accept our own wild beauty, it is put into perspective, and we are no longer poignantly aware of it anymore, but neither would we forsake it or disclaim it either.  Does a wolf know how beautiful she is when she leaps? Does a feline know what beautiful shapes she makes when she sits?  Is a bird awed by the sound it hears when it snaps open it’s wings?  Learning from them, we just act in our own true way and do not draw back from or hide our natural beauty.  Like the creatures, we just are, and it is right.”

Clarissa Pinkola Estes, “ Women Who Run With The Wolves”

Be strong then, and enter into your own body;

There you have a solid place for your feet.

Think about it carefully!

Don’t go off somewhere else!

Kabir says this: just throw away all thoughts

Of imaginery things,

And stand firm in that which you are.

Kabir

See if you can be in touch with a core within you which is rich beyond reckoning in all important ways.  Let that core start radiating its energy outwardly, through your entire body and beyond.  

Jon Kabat-Zinn, Wherever You Go, There You Are

When we practice meditation, we are really acknowledging that in this moment, we are on the road of life.  Meditation is more rightly thought of as a “Way” than as a technique.  It is a Way of being, a Way of living, A Way of listening, A Way of walking along the path of life and being in harmony with things as they are.  

Jon Kabat-Zinn

Awareness is not the same as thought.  It is beyond thinking, although it makes use of thinking, honoring its value and its power.  Awareness is more like a vessel which can hold and contain our thinking, helping us to see and know our thoughts as thoughts, rather than getting caught up in them as reality.

Jon Kabat-Zinn

Direct your eye right inward, and you’ll find

 A thousand regions in your mind

Yet undiscovered.  Travel there and be

Expert in home-cosmography.

Thoreau, Walden

What lies behind us and what lies before us are tiny matters compared to what lies within us.  

Oliver Wendell Holmes

It is only by being fully in this moment that any future moment might be one of greater understanding, clarity, (strength, courage) and kindness, one less dominated by fear or hurt and more by dignity and acceptance.  Only what happens now happens later.  If there is no mindfulness or equanimity or compassion now, in the only time we ever have to contact it and to nourish ourselves, how likely is is that it will magically appear later, under stress or duress?

Jon Kabat-Zinn

I am large, I contain multitudes.

Walt Whitman, Leaves Of Grass

Morning is when I am awake and there is a dawn in me…We must learn to reawaken and keep ourselves awake, not by mechanical aids, but by an infinite expectation of the dawn, which does not forsake us in our soundest sleep.  I know of no more encouraging fact than the unquestionable ability of man to elevate his life by conscious endeavor.  It is something to be able to paint a picture, or to create a statue, and so to make a few objects beautiful; but it is far more glorious to carve and paint the very atmosphere and medium through which we look… to affect the quality of the day, that is the highest of arts.

Thoreau, Walden

What is required to participate more fully in our own health and well being is to simply listen more carefully and to trust what we hear, to trust the messages from our life, our own body, and mind and feelings.

Jon Kabat-Zinn

The Master sees things as they are,

Without trying to control them.

She lets them go their own way,

And resides at the center of the circle.

Lao-Tsu, 

Tao-Te-Ching

Said one oyster to a neighboring oyster, “ I have a very great pain within me.  It is heavy and round and  I am in great distress.”

 
And the other oyster replied with haughty complacence, “ Praise be to the heavens and to the sea, I have no pain within me.  I am well and whole both within and without.”


At that moment a crab was passing by and heard the tow oysters, and he said to the one who was well and whole both within and without, “ Yes, you are well and whole: but the pain that your neighbor bears is a pearl of exceeding beauty, [ a pearl of great price]. 

Kahlil Gibran

Victor Frankl, M.D. sheds light on the choices we each can make in Man’s Search For Meaning.  This book, a moving account of his incarceration in various Nazi concentration camps, also presents the basic concepts of logotherapy, a psychotherapy he developed and later refined as a result of those harrowing years in the camps.  He wrote:


“The experiences of camp life show that man does have a choice of action.  There were enough examples, often of a heroic nature which proved that apathy could be overcome, irritability suppressed.  Man can preserve a vestige of spiritual freedom, of independence of mind, even in such terrible conditions of psychic and physical stress.


We who lived in concentration camps can remember the men who walked through the huts comforting others, giving away their last piece  of bread.  They may have been few in number, but they offer sufficient proof that everything can be taken from a man but one thing; the last of human freedoms, to choose one’s way.  In the final analysis it becomes clear that the sort of person the prisoner became was the result of an inner decision, and not the result of camp influences alone.  Fundamentally therefore, any man can, even under such circumstances, decide what shall become of him, mentally and spiritually.

Barbara Hoberman Levine, “ Your Body Believes Every Word You Say”

“We humans create a mental picture of what we observe in the external world, our version of reality.  This evaluation of reality is often inaccurate, due to limitations of our sensory organs and inadequate mechanisms for verifying our perceptions.  At any given moment we have a personal idea of how we think the past, present, and future should be.  Reality can be seen as the way we want it to be, the way we think it really is, or the way it actually is.  


When our world seems to match our picture of how we think it should be, we feel good.  When humans become aware that their version of reality doesn’t match their fantasy of how it should be, they often irrationally and unconsciously demand that reality be changed to match the fantasy.  The failure to alter itself to match their fantasy can lead to depression and frustration, the emotions that are the core of illness.


An example of this unrealistic is reflected in the negative emotions felt when we think life isn’t going our way.  Perhaps the weather spoiled a picnic or an employee called in sick and we must do extra work.  In our fantasy reality these things are not okay occurrences.  To the extent that we deny the validity of these events, we will experience the upsetting emotions that in turn often cause illness.  Yet what happened has already happened and can’t be changed.  


Years spent treating patients as a psychiatrist and surgeon convinced me that mental and physical illness are different manifestations of the same disease process; negative thinking.  Your brain is patterned by everything that happens throughout your life, even back to the moment you were conceived.  So all the years you were, for example, thinking picked-on thoughts, your brain was recording these.  Since we all tend to continue doing whatever we do, it becomes obvious that learning a new pattern of thinking is not an easy, but a necessary thing to do.

Dr. Wallace C. Ellerbrook

It isn’t what happens that bugs you, it’s the things you say in your head about what happens that makes all the machinery get messed up, and leads to varieties of disease.  

Dr. Wallace C. Ellerbrook

The Medicine Way

Let light enfold me

That my inward eye may see clearly

The Path that lies ahead.

Let my mind be opened up

That I may recognize

The signposts along the Way.

Grant me the wisdom

That comes from understanding

The true from the false.

And guide my steps

So that should I falter of stumble,

Tripped by former beliefs

That blind me still

I may go forward with courage

And with determination

Which persistence bears.

Let me be embraced

With the Love by which

The whole Creation moved.

The very Essence with which

All things are held together

Dependent yet independent,

Whole yet individuated.

In which all are my relatives.

Let me know the Way

That is the Beauty Way

The beautiful way

Where all who will

 May walk in Beauty

And where the end of the Path

Is but a new beginning

To my infinity.

And every new beginning

Another ever-present moment

In Eternity.

Kenneth Meadows, “ The Medicine Way”

Wu Ji – The empty space of wisdom-

“Clay is molded into vessels, and because of the space where there is nothing, you can carry water.  Space is carved out from a wall, and because of the space where there is nothing, you can receive light. Be empty, and you will remain full… Lao-Tsu

“The wise know that being aware of what is not known is important in order to begin to learn.  Taoist sages claim that one who does not know actually knows, and one who knows really does not know.  To attain true knowledge and wisdom, we must remain open and empty, allowing ideas to rush in.  To be empty, to realize how little we know, is to be abundant.  Consider the classic Zen story about a pompous professor who goes to the master to learn about Zen Buddhism.  The Zen master invites him to tea, and to enlighten him he pours the tea until the cup is over flowing.  Then the master gently reminds him, “Exactly.  Your knowledge is already spilling over, so how can I offer you any more!”  

Empty your cup in order to receive.  The essence of emptiness is that which is pregnant with possibility and potential.  

“Emptiness is that humble Wu Ji place where anything can  happen; the open cup into which the new “ tea of learning” can be poured; the humble nothingness that contains all potential.” 

“Wu ji gently gives permission for all of us, in all arenas of life, to face our vulnerabilities and insecurities in a light, humorous way as we flow to the vast empty sea of possibility and potentiality;  Profound growth and change come when one is willing to let go and settle into the place of not knowing.  To sustain emptiness is to create enormous internal strength and wisdom, so we must take care not to rush in and fill it up.  “Chungliang Al Huang

Emptiness is a precondition for receptivity in the process of learning.

“Clay is shaped into vessels, doors and windows are 

carved from the walls, but the usefulness is in the empty

spaces.  Benefit comes from what is provided, but

usefulness comes from what is absent.

“There was a man who disliked seeing his footprints and his shadow. He decided to escape from them, and began to run.  But as he ran along, more foot prints appeared, while his shadow easily kept up with him.  Thinking he was going too slowly, he ran faster and faster without stopping until finally he collapsed from exhaustion and died. “ 

Benjamin Hoff, The Tao of Pooh

If he had stood still, there would have been no foot prints.  If he had rested in the shade, his shadow would have disappeared.  

If we stop running from our fears, face them and let them go, they will cease to torment us, and allow us to rest in greater understanding and self knowledge, no longer frightened by shadows.  Most fears have simply grown larger in darkness and shadow, and will fall away in the greater light of composure, calm and awareness.  

Our unyielding attitude, which clings to a rigid plan for how our labor and birth will unfold, is simply conceived in fear, fear of failure, fear of pain intolerance, fear of embarrassment, fear of loss of control, fear of the unknown.  

Fear of the unknown is a very legitimate fear in the birth process, especially for first time mothers.  The great unknowns of labor cause us to doubt our ability to succeed, to feel a helplessness and loss of control and balance.  Fear causes us to lose trust in the process.  When our trust level is higher than our fear level, we have peace.  When our desire to control dominates us, then we are victimized by fear.  The answer to overcoming these fears is not to hold more tightly and try harder to control.  It is just the opposite, to let go, to release our need to control    the outcome.  We can only do our best when letting go of attachment to outcomes, trusting the process and being open to new awareness and insight.  If we let go of our attachment to outcomes, it dispels fear and failure.  Success and failure are polarities that emerge when we try to control.  Trying to control out of fear is like trying to take hold of water in your fist.  The harder you squeeze, the faster it drips through your clenched fingers.  Fighting to maintain control causes you to lose yourself in the struggle for the goal, you achieve nothing except continued fear and anxiety.  Let go of attachment to outcomes and attainment of particular goals and let whatever you do be based on your innermost nature, and one contraction at a time, something will be achieved.

Allison Harris NCTMB,LMT,CD(DONA)
Only when he no longer knows what he is doing does the painter do good things.

Edgar Degas

The I Can’t Funeral, 

Author Unknown

Donna's fourth grade classroom looked like many others I had seen in the past. The teacher's desk was in front and faced the students. The bulletin board featured student work. In most respects it appeared to be a typically traditional elementary classroom. Yet something seemed different that day I entered it for the first time. 

My job was to make classroom visitations and encourage implementation of a training program that focused on language arts ideas that would empower students to feel good about themselves and take charge of their lives. Donna was one of the volunteer teachers who participated in this project. 

I took an empty seat in the back of the room and watched. All the students were working on a task, filling a sheet of notebook paper with thoughts and ideas. The ten-year-old student next to me was filling her page with "I Can'ts". "I can't kick the soccer ball past second base." "I can't do long division with more than three numerals." "I can't get Debbie to like me." Her page was half full and she showed no signs of letting up. She worked on with determination and persistence. I walked down the row glancing at student's papers. Everyone was writing sentences, describing things they couldn't do. 

By this time the activity engaged my curiosity, so I decided to check with the teacher to see what was going on but I noticed she too was busy writing. I felt it best not to interrupt. "I can't get John's mother to come for a teacher conference." "I can't get my daughter to put gas in the car." "I can't get Alan to use words instead of fists." 

Thwarted in my efforts to determine why students and teacher were dwelling on the negative instead of writing the more positive "I Can" statements, I returned to my seat and continued my observations. 

Students wrote for another ten minutes. They were then instructed to fold the papers in half and bring them to the front. They placed their "I Can't" statements into an empty shoe box. Then Donna added hers. She put the lid on the box, tucked it under her arm and headed out the door and down the hall. 

Students followed the teacher. I followed the students. Halfway down the hallway Donna entered the custodian's room, rummaged around and came out with a shovel. Shovel in one hand, shoe box in the other, Donna marched the students out to the school to the farthest corner of the playground. There they began to dig. They were going to bury their "I Can'ts"! 

The digging took over ten minutes because most of the fourth graders wanted a turn. The box of "I Can'ts" was placed in a position at the bottom of the hole and then quickly covered with dirt. Thirty-one 10 and 11 year-olds stood around the freshly dug grave site. At this point Donna announced, "Boys and girls, please join hands and bow your heads." They quickly formed a circle around the grave, creating a bond with their hands. 

They lowered their heads and waited. Donna delivered the eulogy. 
"Friends, we gathered here today to honor the memory of 'I Can't.' While he was with us here on earth, he touched the lives of everyone, some more than others. We have provided 'I Can't' with a final resting place and a headstone that contains his epitaph. His is survived by his brothers and sisters, 'I Can', 'I Will', and 'I'm Going to Right Away'. They are not as well known as their famous relative and are certainly not as strong and powerful yet. Perhaps some day, with your help, they will make an even bigger mark on the world. May 'I Can't' rest in peace and may everyone present pick up their lives and move forward in his absence. Amen." 

As I listened I realized that these students would never forget this day. Writing "I Can'ts", burying them and hearing the eulogy. That was a major effort on this part of the teacher. And she wasn't done yet. 

She turned the students around, marched them back into the classroom and held a wake. They celebrated the passing of "I Can't" with cookies, popcorn and fruit juices. As part of the celebration, Donna cut a large tombstone from butcher paper. She wrote the words "I Can't" at the top and put RIP in the middle. The date was added at the bottom. The paper tombstone hung in Donna's classroom for the remainder of the year. 

On those rare occasions when a student forgot and said, "I Can't", Donna simply pointed to the RIP sign. The student then remembered that "I Can't" was dead and chose to rephrase the statement. I wasn't one of Donna's students. She was one of mine. Yet that day I learned an enduring lesson from her as years later, I still envision that fourth grade class laying to rest, "I Can't". 

Author Unknown
