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Quite suddenly time is plentiful.  Although it is hard to comprehend, the last 
few weeks I have been strolling outside and combing our house, searching 
for some task that calls to me.  Logically, I convince myself that this is 
occurring because of the inclement weather otherwise forcing my farmer/
gardening work to be put on hold.  Be that as it may, this change is not due 
to the weather. Just as time unexpectedly arrived, an old familiar ennui 
lingered in the background, resounding with echoes of the past, without any 
clear connections to the present.  When the form behind time relaxes the 
self’s identified structure grasps at the emptiness to fill it and underneath 
this push the weariness and tedium become apparent.  When I am not 
striving to do or be different, I find the place that tenderly holds the new  

space.   

This morning the Pisces 
eclipse dawns as the new 
moon covers the sun. The 
current line up of the sun, 
moon and Neptune (the 
governing planet of Pisces), 
all heighten the energy of the 
watery fish sign and the new 
beginnings associated with a 
solar eclipse.  Pisces is the 
oceanic, deeply unitive, 
sensitive 12th sign and as 
such it is the last part of a 
cycle reminding us to let go 
into the flow and discover 
our compassionate, healer 
self.   

Time has long been one of 
the scarcity constructs 
separating me from feeling 

my interconnectedness, whereas lovingkindness and healing naturally 
reverberate from being inextricably linked.  What happens if I, if you, begin 
to experience having time?  The outward conditions haven’t changed; I still 
work as a psychotherapist, teach a group twice monthly, am expanding my 



farm into a business, have rich social interrelatedness, and manage the 
land/gardening, but now the state of space is opening time.  Or is it visa 
versa, time expanding space?  I can’t really explain this not being a 
physicist, yet I feel an urge to grab my fish suit, let go and swim.  


