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thrc are thc words for tlﬁis cxPcricncc? Can | even assume thcrc are
any? There are tears. There are Feclings. There is awe and amazement,
gratituclc. There is the Field.

At the essence of this cxPcriencc, well rea“g of all cxPcricnce, is the

Field. | am its student. We are all its students.

Toclay, as it moved my bocly again in that now familiar but never familiar
deliciousness of flow and imPossibility, f watch as it suspcncls me, my
body, what used to be my bocly, over what used to be air, the air
between the body and the floor. This is not suPPoscd to be Possible.
This is suPPoscd to rccluire muscle strcngtl'x this bodg doesn’t have and
cloublejointcclncss no one could function with. Yet, here I am, hovcring
over the floor, susPcndccl, held bg the immensely imPcrsonal kindness

of the Invisible, taking the Placc of what used to be the air.

I watch with fascination. Then, my body bcgins to shake. The shaking
moves from a Place SO dceP within my core it has remained hidden in the
shadows there clcspitc years of lool(ing, years of rcaching in with
thcrapeutic skill and knowlcdgc, years of scnding in the emissaries of
love. still, it has remained hidden. The distrust is that Profouncl.

| watch as it shakes itself loose. 1 expect to start crying, but notlﬁing

haPPens. lnstcad, the message comes so louc”g | cannot qucstion



it. Not/w'ng needs to haplocn. There is nothing to do. | bcgin to
understand. | thought I did but it seems there is alwags another laycr,
another level of this undcrstanding.  don’t need to do angtlﬁing. | can’t
anyways. lt’sjust an illusion that 1 can. The Field is doing what needs to
be done. ngob is to trust.

I allow mgsclmc to open {:urthcr, surrender further to this mgstcrious
partner. I allow it in. I allow me out. It moves me. More slﬁaking. The old

structures must go, must be released. 1 am moved.

And then, there are the faces in the circle. Eyes belonging to real

Y ging
Pcoplc in this circle. Surrcndcring to the Invisible is nothing comParcd
to this!

Where is the trust when the Field Prescnts itself in this form? Can it be
that, even in this circle, with these real Pcoplc with real Pcrsonalitics,
there can be trust that clccP’? Let me say it in first person. Can | trust?

Can | trust on this level? 1sn’t this the level where it counts?

These faces also rcPrcscnt the Ficlcl, are Part of the field. we are all on
thisjourncg togcther, all one organism, Flowing, writhing, susPcnclccl in

the silence. Then, the sPcaking.

Whg is this so difficult? 1 hear other parts of the organism answering my
as yet unformed cluestion. Newlg found comPassion for parents who
have tried their best. Those parents also represent the Field. 1 bcgin to
understand. As I learn to trust the Field, those Placcs held in fear bcgin
to melt. The Fcelings and Pcrccptions theg have saFclg guarclcd are
released. The hurt and bctragal of the Past merge into Prescnt
Pcrception, looking to be intcgratcd. My habit is to withdraw, g0 back
into hiding. And that is the greatest hurt, the biggcst bctrayal Possiblc.

So, | see that my Continuum exPcriencc has arrived at a new threshold.
It is not cnough to see how clhcfcrcntlg | see. It is time to be di”ercntlg.
It’s notjust about Playing with breath and sounds and enjoging the



effects in my body. It’s not even enough to be with the clccP old wounds
that surface as the boclg surrenders. There is somcthing new here.
There is somctlﬁing about rcmcmbering and trusting the Field in every
moment in every interaction — bcyond the movement, bcgond the class.
Bringing the awareness of the Field to even those habits. 1 will not
tolerate angthing less now. If this boclg is going to change, the Psychc
needs to come along, too. Otherwise, it’sjust another show to watch,

just another act to Pcmcorm. Another ego triP.

The Planct will not tolerate this anymore. It’s notjust about me. The
Field is tugging at us. It wants us to get the message. There is not/w'ng
to do. There is so much to trust.



