Surrender from the core

I was washing my hands.  What a funny way to say that you threw out your back.  I wasn’t lifting any heavy objects or operating heavy machinery.  I wasn’t doing any adventure sports, bombing down a mountain on my snowboard, or completing my 100th sit up.  I wasn’t even doing a backbend or standing on my head.  I didn’t fall, but I still can’t get up.

What I was doing was washing my hands in the bathroom, something I do many times a day, every day of my life.  I have never really considered it a dangerous endeavor.  In fact, I typically consider not washing my hands much more daring, especially after having lived in South America.  But, there I was, washing my hands, when suddenly I felt a spasm, shocking, sharp shooting pain reverberate down my back.  There was nothing I could do, but brace myself against the sink.  Many long minutes I braced myself there, watching the water pour down the drain, helpless to even turn it off.  Finally I dropped to my knees, and with tears in my eyes and fears in my heart, I crawled into my room, maneuvered myself around and lay down on my back. 

I just turned twenty-seven.  For the first time in my life, it feels like such a healthy, respectable age.  And now that I have officially (in my eyes at least) become a woman, I am surprised to suddenly find myself feeling more like an old lady, bent over and hobbling, clutching her back and moaning, “Oh, my aching back”.  I take such good care of myself too.  I eat well; lots of veggies and whole grains, I get enough protein and always buy organic.  I stretch everyday, find my edge but try not to overdue it.  I get acupuncture, I get massage, I drink at least eight glasses of water a day, and emotionally I try and acknowledge my skeletons dancing around in the closet.  I just got back from an all expense paid vacation to Hawaii and am feeling good.  So, why now does my back choose this inopportune moment to throw itself out?  Did I just really not want to go back to work?

As I am sitting, or rather lying, and looking at my cell phone, I wonder who to call.  Do I call 911 and consider going to the emergency room?  What are the Western docs going to do about this one, other than put me on heavy painkillers?  Do I call the acupuncturist or the chiropractor, my guru or my yoga teacher?  Exactly what part of my emotional/physical/spiritual body is in need of my attention, and what guide will help me bring healing there?  The answer that comes is for me perhaps the most frustrating of all. Don’t do anything.  Lie there.  Just be.

When John Lennon whispered those words of wisdom, “let it be” he couldn’t possibly have been talking to me.  Let it be?  When there is so much to be done in the world?  There are mountains to be climbed, and rivers to be crossed.  There are ocean waves to be surfed and new places to visit full of exotic foods to be eaten.  There are to-do lists with items to be checked off, money to be made, and bills to be paid.  There is self-processing to be done and inner growth to be undertaken.  There is enlightenment to be obtained… so much to do, so much to do, so much to do.  


Let’s face it; I am not the only one with this “go-go-go” mantra either.  It is all of society, all of this crazy, mixed up hyper-speed world we are living in that validates doing most of all.  The most common question we ask one another is, “How are you doing?”  I wonder why we never ask the question, “How are you being?” 

And then there is the tricky one, “What do you do?”  Whenever I hear this question I can’t help but clarify, “To make money? With my time?  For fun?” and the other person awkwardly responds, a bit aghast, “well whatever you want.”  But they and I both know that they mean, “What do you do for a living?  In what way do you contribute to society, to the economy, to the basic structure that makes the world as we know it run?” 

Yes, doing is a necessary part of life.  It brings us into contact with new things, it allows us to feed and clothe ourselves, to meet one another in relationship, and it allows us to grow, learn, change and move forward. But is being not equally important?  Being is what allows you to sit back and enjoy the sunset or notice the loving faces of the people around you.  Being allows you to receive the many joys of life, and to know your own self on a deeper level.   Above all, being brings you into the ultimate reality that there is movement, even if you are not the one making it happen.  If we look at it in terms of dichotomies, the doing can be seen as the masculine energy, the “yang” and the being can be seen as the feminine energy, the “yin”.  It seems to me that as a society we are dominated by the yang energy, deeply struggling to relax and release into the yin.

And I, as a member and product of this society, seem to be no different. Dominated by doing, challenged by “being”.  Except, there is a difference.  I am working to be conscious of this imbalance and bring integration in my own life.  I started to realize how often I run to distract myself, seeking to do as an escape from whatever emotional pains I might be holding below the surface.  Even my yoga practice had become a place of doing, as I stressed myself and my time, trying to get to class, or trying to get into that perfect posture.  I began to acknowledge that I was so lost in the doing that I had completely lost track of the point.

So I started practicing yin yoga to integrate the feminine characteristics of receptivity and surrender. Within the safety of my yoga practice the emotional holds became clearer, and as I witnessed, they started to fall away.  I decided to take a vacation to Hawaii, conscious that the emphasis of my trip was just being.   So, now here I was, after a long, restful and beautiful vacation with my body telling me that it wasn’t over yet.  There was still a lesson waiting to be learned.


Flashback…

I had a dream.  There was a man, watching shadows twist and turn in the ecstasies of love within his own house.  He was sure that his wife was having an affair.  From inside the house, the husband took his wife and placed her upper body out the window and slammed the window down on her lower back. The wife was devastated that her husband did not trust her.  Well, they ended up going to court, and the husband found out that he had wrongly judged his faithful wife.  I woke up disturbed.


I had this dream in Hawaii, a week before my back gave out. What is the connection?  What was my sub conscious trying to tell me, which was now manifesting in my physical body? I looked to the chakra system and found that the lower back correlates to the second chakra.  The second chakra is the place from which we allow emotional and sensual movement in our lives.  It is associated with the water element, and allows us to “go with the flow.”  This chakra is also associated with the feminine characteristics of openness and receptivity, the yin.  

When I apply Carl Jung’s theory that all characters of the dream represent part of oneself, my dream looked like this.  The husband was attacking his wife at her lower back, the place of her femininity and sensuality, not trusting her to be true to him. Was there perhaps a way in which the masculine yang energy of “doing” within me was not able to trust the feminine yin energy of “being”?  The dream showed that the husband misjudged his wife, and that he actually could trust her.  Was I not also learning that I could trust in allowing myself to be?  The lower back, the core of my physical body was giving out, and I was faced with surrender on the deepest structural level of my being.

As I surrender, there is a divine presence all around me; there is a divine presence within me. I can feel the healing taking place, all of its own accord. It seems that the world will continue to turn and go about its business without my directing it.  In being and receiving I can open up to the blessings that the Universe has to offer me.

Fast-forward one week… 

I come to a time when it is up to me to do something once again.  Two acupuncturists, one massage therapist and one chiropractor later, I finally get to the root of the problem. The back spasm was a symptom, caused by the tweaking of the lower vertebrae due to a frozen secrum bone. It turns out that an accident I had over half my lifetime ago, doing a back handspring on a trampoline, over rotating and landing my sacrum down on the metal bar had actually frozen the bone. The sacrum bone normally flexes slightly within the joint, but mine was rigid from that accident so long ago. As I opened to being, I began to find fluidity in my secrum, lower, back, second chakra area, allowing my physical, emotional and spiritual self freedom to “go with the flow”.


 Not so long ago I stood, bracing myself upright against the sink, watching the water flow down the drain, helpless to stop that water’s flow.  That really is a metaphor for opening up to that flow, releasing control over it, allowing it to move freely. Now, what was once locked up, blocked up, frozen and rigid within me is free, allowed to be.

