RELEASE

or

THE UNFOLDING OF A RED HANDKERCHIEF
I saw myself today as a red handkerchief – brilliant red. But this insight wasn’t particularly joyful because the handkerchief was all distorted, tied up in three or four separate knots and pulled out long, like a stick, knurled with the knobs of knots, and standing upright, military fashion – my inner core an English rod.

I cry in despair. I need to fly my red flag free, blazing in the sun, blowing in the breeze – a flame dancing. There have been such moments but oh, so rare. I feel held, frozen like an icicle. I want to melt.

I watched this glow rising in another, this emanation of joy, the sloughing off of winter clothing. Not red his inner colour, his real colour, but rich brown, nut brown, warm like mulled cider. It was beautiful. I cried. True beauty always touches that part of me, the soft centre. But my tears were compounded. I hurt from the contrast, feeling so held, so barren, so dead. But not quite dead – an autumn leaf, the fall-red of the Maple, furled Canadian flag. I need to be unfurled. I need to unfurl. This is for me, yes, but not purely selfish. I feel useless hidden, smouldering like the depressing embers that should warm but don’t.

I reach out for summer. I delight in the ecstatic dancing of warmer regions – the Tsiftetelia (be1ly-dancing) music of Greece and Turkey, the sun in the throats of Albanian singers, the blazing bongos of Brazil. But I’m held by my culture. Occasionally I let go but rarely as much as I’d like to and only when I feel really safe – wild jiving with mentally handicapped youngsters at a disco in our community or delighting our baby daughter as she’s swung around in the arms of her dancing, singing, daddy. And making love. Perhaps making love is the only true intimacy a stolid Englishman allows himself, and maybe this makes for confusion in one seeking intimate contact. But there are times, I know, in groups, where the inner being is met, sometimes person to person, more often a happening in which we all participate – an experiencing, somehow, of the essence of each and every one of us. For me, that’s a kind of ecstasy and something I’m prepared to work hard to achieve. And yet, this working hard is so paradoxical. Progress is not to be found in intensity of effort but in letting go; but letting go is so difficult for one practised in holding on. Time was when I was oblivious of being held (by myself). I thought I was happy then; my interests were spurring me on; my life was a success! It took a crisis to turn my eyes inward in seeking to comprehend the breakdown of my partner. I was initiated into the path of self knowledge. What turmoil has ensued, what pain! But I could not go back. I could not choose to be as I was, held but unknowing. I came to glimpse reality, to see beyond the layer upon layer of conditioning. In myself and others.

Now I’m moving; a process has begun; I’m crumbling. The hard, cold, outer shell is softening. There are chinks in my wall where I shine through. It’s not fast enough – the process: I can’t bear the pain of being hidden. But there’s no hastening it: time belongs to the process, I am merely the enabler. I can achieve only by not getting in the way: in my eagerness I can so easily block. I have to let it happen. And yet there’s a lifetime’s work there! Little by little – now you see me, now you don’t.… Sometimes, for some reason, you see me glowing: then I’m being – I found a way out of my wall, or you found a way in. Perhaps I wasn’t glowing; perhaps I was crying – you found a way of letting me share my pain, the struggle of my essence to find its way through the chilling layers. But all too often what you see is my wall, one of my layers: I communicate with you through my wall; I’m muffled, distorted; you can’t hear me very well, can’t see me very well. I’m ugly – we’re all ugly in our armour. There’s little joy for you there. But whenever the essence of anyone pierces armour there is a creative act: an artistic process takes place in the shared event, manifested in beauty.

Look out for my red handkerchief. Peer through my wall. Try to find me. Strike at my wall if you like; I know I need your help to remove more bricks so that we can see each other more clearly. I give you permission. But if you do this you are risking every bit as much as I am. You only strive thus to see another if you are willing to be seen. This is our process, our flag. We dance in our own way but our colours merge, our flames mingle; we create beauty whenever there is enough love to achieve release.
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