Yule Pathworking 2015

Sit comfortably. Be at ease, still and silent. Breathe in ... and out ... in ...
and out. Take a deep breath, and as you exhale, let the tensions of your
workaday life float away as if they were tendrils of smoke leaving a stick of
incense. You are drawn to follow these wisps of smoke. Rising from your
resting place, you notice they are being drawn from the house, through a
patio door that had been left ajar. Sliding the door aside you step out into
the cool night air and immediately become aware of a dense blanket of fog
enveloping you. You sense no danger here. You close your eyes and take
a deep breath, hold it momentarily, then exhale.

As you open your eyes you find yourself in a beautiful mountaintop
meadow with just a few stalks of late season goldenrod hanging on in the
chill Autumn air. You look to the West and notice the stunning crimson
sunset before you. You recall the old adage “Red sky at night, sailors
delight”, and hope for a good day tomorrow. You feel the urge to turn East,
toward the valley below. As you head down the hill, you can’t help but
notice that stars are beginning to appear as the Sun continues to set
behind you.

You move downhill, noticing that the slope of the mountainside is becoming
increasingly treacherous in the dimming light. You question your decision
to travel at night as you stumble and slide down a bit of shale, and clutch at
a small pine tree in order to steady yourself before continuing.

The Sun has fully set now and your way is lit only by stars. Your feet find
an animal trail, and you decide to follow it down the side of the mountain.
As you walk along the worn path, you notice how smooth and well
established it is. Though it meanders back and forth, with the exception of
a few turns, it is mostly level all the way to the bottom. Smart these
animals are, you think to yourself; a longer but much safer path.



Nearing the bottom of the mountain, you hear the splashing of water from a
brook. As you reach the stream, you see that it empties into a pool that is
full of the stars over your head. You pause and kneel, and with cupped
hands, you draw fresh mountain water from the pool. You drink deeply.

Refreshed, you gaze into the pool. The gentle noise of the brook tumbling
over stones mesmerizes you. The reflection of the stars is obscured by a
darker image, and you realize that it is your own reflection. This is what
has brought you here. You have done this before.

As you gaze at your image, pause now to reflect upon the path you have
taken this past year, the places it led you and the experiences you've had.

PAUSE

Consider now: What must you do now to reach the goals you have set for
yourself?

PAUSE

Time has moved swiftly while you knelt by the pool. You notice the star's
reflections are fading in the gray of early morning. You slowly rise and
stretch, and prepare for your return trip.

Climbing back up the mountain, you instinctively follow the animal path,
smiling as you pass by the pile of shale you almost fell into earlier. The
morning light is brightening as you reach the meadow you left behind last
night. There is a fog upon the field this day and, as you move through it,
you cannot help but feel the serenity and stillness of this place. The Sun
begins to burn the fog off, revealing blue sky at the tops of the trees, and
you realize it is going to be a fine day.



As the fog thins to nothing, you realize that you are no longer on the
mountain, but just outside the patio door. You enter the house and find the
seat you left behind. Once more, you breathe slowly and deeply ....in ...
and out ... in ... and out. Flutter your eyes open, stretch and return to the
physical realm, to our ritual space. Be here now.



