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The reading is drawn froma book called The Maze and the Warrior by Craig
Wi ght:

“Standing in the cathedral of Chartres, France, on a sunny afternoon ...| |ooked
westward to enjoy the extraordi nary beauty of the stained glass, as | had on so
nmany previ ous occasions. But this time sonething was different. The chairs
usual Iy covering the floor had been renoved, and gradually | cane to focus on
the original thirteenth-century paverment. There beneath ny feet was a nmze.
What was a maze doing here? What function did it serve in the religious rites
of the distant past? Pursuit of this question carried ne not only deeper into
the liturgy of Chartres and other churches, but also into the study of theol ogy
and ul ti mately ant hropol ogy.

“Labyrinths have appeared in societies around the gl obe. The Hohokam I ndi ans

(who, centuries ago, |lived near what is now Phoeni x, Arizona) played a ball gane
in a labyrinthine circular enclosure that resenbles a nmaze on which the gane of
the pilota was danced at the nedieval cathedral in Auxerre, France. |Is this

i nfluence or coincidence? Fromltaly to Iran, fromthe Hebrides [Islands]

nort hwest of England to the New Hebrides of northeast of Australia, conplex
designs, multiple concentric rings, spiral-formpatterns and cerebral -form
convol uti ons abound in locations that seeminfused with cerenonial significance.
They appear painted on walls, carved as graffiti in rocks, cut as chanbers in
subterranean grottos. Are all of these intricate constructions truly |abyrinths?

“...Not only nmust conplexity and confusion be inherent in the pattern, but the
design nust have a single, clearly defined entrance, and single, equally defined
center. An intricate, ever-wi nding path connects the two. Inplicit ...is a

goal -oriented chall enge, a linear quest, no matter how tortuous the route. The
eternal allure of the labyrinth is its seemingly unattainable center.”

Years ago | renenber a friend of mine telling ne about a bicycling trip he went
on with his young nephew. M friend, Roger, was in his fifties, a snoker, and a
new y sober recovering alcoholic. H's nephew was in his early twenties, strong
as a young bull, full of the exuberance and cocki ness of soneone who had never
really been tested in life.

After they returned froma week of cycling and canping through the state of

Mai ne, Roger |aughed with nme about his own |unacy at thinking he was any match
either for his nephew s strength or for the nountains they took on with two
wheel s, ten speeds and a | oad of gear wei ghing them down.

Wth a wan snile, he said that much of the time, as they were scaling sone

endl ess incline, when his legs and his lungs were burning with a strain he was
sure was going to kill him he would just fix his eyes on the pavenent creeping
by under his wheels and say to hinself, over and over, “It’s just another patch
of the road.”

I f he | ooked up and saw how nmuch farther he had to go to get to the sal vation of

the top of the hill, or if he strained to see what hell or heaven was around the
bend, all the heart would have gone out of him So in those hard places, he just
kept his eyes on where he was: “It’s just another patch of the road. Just keep

pedal i ng. Just another patch of the road.”



Edwin Miir’s poem “The Way,” dramati zes the doubts of the “travel er”—aeani ng,
each of us—who has to wal k a blind path.

“1 have | ost the way!”

The voi ce of wi sdom says, sinmply, “Keep going, just keep going forward.” But
the travel er pleads, “Isn't there another way? Can | go back, retrace ny steps
until | can figure out where | lost ny self? Well, if | can't go back, maybe
could just stay here, forever. | don't necessarily like this place, but at
least it's famliar to ne now, | could settle in here so that | never have to
step into the unknown.”

W sdom says, “Sorry, can’t go back. There is no going back. Can't stay here,
because the way al ways takes us forward, even if slowy, even if begrudgingly.”

Suddenly the traveler is filled either with renorse for past errors or with
nostal gia for the things |oved and | ost—=Ch, the placed | have passed!”

W sdom says, “Let go, that passage of your road is done. Wat’'s right in front
of you is what matters.”

The traveler longs for certainty, wants to know howit will all turn out before
ri sking the novenent forward, strains to see what is around the bend, a future
that no human being can see. “Howwill it all turn out?”

W sdom says, “Just keep going. This is just another patch of the road.”

This norning we enter into the labyrinth as a netaphor for the path of life that
we nmust each wal k wi th unknowi ng. Fromthe point of view of the traveler, the
way is blind and Iinear through the Maze of Life, the Labyrinth of the World. It
takes us through unexpected U-turns and |l ong detours that seemto pull us very
far away from where we want to be going

But the labyrinth is also a netaphor for faith, trust, and m ndful ness. Seen in
hi ndsi ght, or seen as a whole, from above, so to speak, it suggests the
possibility that all those harrowing turns and frustrating digressions are part
of a needful process of unfolding, of |earning—not a pointless series of
reversal s, but a mandal a of discovery that brings each of us unerringly toward
sel f-know edge and maturity.

In the first reading, Craig Wight explains that |abyrinths appear with strange
consi stency in cultures that span centuries and continents.

Take a look at the first two i nages on your insert. These |abyrinths are part
of traditional Hopi iconography. At the top is the synbol for Earth, or Mother
Earth. The one belowis the sign for Mdther and Child, and the process of
birth.

These seven-ringed | abyrinths, still alive in Hopi religion and art, are al nost
identical to inmages that were stanped into coins in the city of Knossos on the
island of Crete in 350 BC

At the tine that those coins were created, that synbol was already mnythic,
reachi ng back nore than 2,000 years. It refers to the story of the hero Theseus
and his journey into the Labyrinth, where he neets and kills the Mnotaur, a
dangerous being that was half human, half bull



How did an i mage of a seven-ringed labyrinth find its way into these two
cultures, cultures separated by 15 centuries as well as by oceans and
continents—ene froman ancient island culture, the other having existed for
hundreds of years in the mddle of the North Anerican desert?

There is surely a long answer to that question involving prehistoric ancestors
and mgrations, but | want to focus nore on the |labyrinth as a common human
synbol , a basic archetype of the journey into, or through, the world.

Note the | abyrinth bel ow the Hopi and Cretan ones: This is another seven-ringed

| abyrinth fromthe shrine of Kataragama in Sri Lanka, this tinme flanked by totem
aninmals, a deer and an elephant. In this case the labyrinth represents a hidden
passage that |inks the world of profane existence with the real mof the gods,

and the difficult journey that the spiritual seeker must undertake to traverse
that path and uncover secret know edge of divine things.

At the top middle of the page is a conplex diagramfromthe Tantric tradition in

India, dating back 300 years. |Its design suggests the convolutions of the brain
or the intestines, but also represents the difficulties of the spiritua
journey. | set this beside the nore famliar Chartres |abyrinth because, side

by side, you can see that they actually echo each other in their sw tchback
form

The Chartres |abyrinth superinposes the inmage of the cross on the pre-Christian
synbol because, in the Mddle Ages, the |abyrinth becane associated with the
journey toward sal vation

You will see that the labyrinth is quite distinct fromits trickster cousin, the
naze, one exanple of which is on the |ower right side of the page. The naze is
designed to thwart and test and confound the seeker. The maze | eads you down
tenpting but fruitless corridors. |t takes you close to your goal, then
suddenly dead-ends. It provides you with fal se entrances that quickly beconme
exits.

The labyrinth is a different thing altogether. |Its course is also puzzling, but
it isultimtely correct. It confounds the traveler not into an experience of
failure but into an experience of surrender and trust.

The maze and the labyrinth represent two different theol ogical or existentia
views of our journey through Iife. The maze enphasi zes human choice in response
to a capricious, problematic world. The naze signifies the ever-present
possibility of error or failure. The labyrinth tells us that progress is
inevitable, no matter how slow or circuitous the process. It enphasizes the

wi sdom of the journey, even the wisdomof error, in that all mstakes, failures
and di gressions belong as an indi spensable part of the path, for they revea

what needed to be | earned.

We might easily spend a service exploring the nmetaphor of the maze, but today we
will spend tine with the labyrinth and its hopeful, conpassionate outl ook

Let yourself enjoy these images you have in your hands. Let your fingers trace
their way through the puzzle and all ow your inmagination to put yourself inside
the figures as if they were three-di mensional physical environnents.

The labyrinth shows that, fromthe subjective view of the traveler, the path is
bl i nd. Yet it is also without error. Your journey may be one of creativity or



i nvention, or of life partnership and deepening |ove, or of spiritual awakening,
or of discovering your true calling in life, or a path of healing, maturing and
devel opi ng enotional understandi ng, or maybe just trying to get fromone day to
the next ...but the process of each will follow simlar necessities.

As the traveler in a | andscape of |earning, you are conpelled to follow an
arduous set of turns. You travel inward then outward, then inward then outward
again. For a long while, you are repeatedly |l ed past the goal that you are
seeking to reach. It takes you teasingly close, then sends you far out to the
extrenmties for a while.

These tortuous turns can be seen as a protection frombeing able to enter too
easily, too quickly into the center. The path will eventually |ead one to the
center, but perhaps there is wisdomin the del ay.

As an aside, it's interesting to note that in the ancient Cretan nyth, the

M notaur that lurked in the labyrinth' s innards was nonstrous and dangerous,
bei ng hal f human, half animal, and yet he al so inspired wonder. He had anot her
ot her name, Asterious, which nmeans “star-being,” sonething wonderful and
amazing. In fact, he was often depicted by ancient artists as having a body
spangled with stars. There are always many | ayers and paradoxes in nythic
stories and synbols. The labyrinth suggests that what we neet in its depths can
be both dangerous and illum nating, and is not to be taken lightly.

In the world of work and school and institutions, there are deadlines and there
are externally inposed schedul es and protocols. But, in the inner life of an

i ndividual, in the process of |earning, grow ng, maturing, deepening, gaining

wi sdom feeling one’s way to truth, there is no schedule, and the rules are
entirely different. Wth inner work, there is no such thing as a shortcut. W
cannot orchestrate our internal devel opnent. W cannot plan to have achi eved an
insight or skill by a particular date. There is no official tinmeline or schedule
for healing froma trauma or fromgrief.

And we cannot force a right decision before we are ready. Maybe what we need in
order to make a right decision is first to nmake a wong one, so as to learn from
it. Therefore, was it a wong decision? Perhaps frustration is a necessary part
of noving us toward action. Therefore, is it wong that we were frustrated?

The labyrinth, for all its peculiar nmeandering, says that the path unfol ding
under your feet will not betray you. Through a nysterious logic, it takes you
gradual Iy but unerringly toward your destination. It uses all turns to that end.
Every turn is a necessary part of the unfolding pattern. Every turn is a
necessary part of the unfolding. There are no wong turns in the Labyrinth of
Life.

Janes Hillman, in his book The Soul's Code, explores the idea that each
individual's life is driven fromthe inside by a unique nature that nust
necessarily express itself. Every choice and every turn of circunstance is a
vehicle for our essential character to reveal its personality and purpose.
HIllman wites,

The point is that there is no escape fromnecessity. It will not yield, cannot
submt: ne - cedere (to refer to the Latin roots). Kant defined necessity's
Ger man equi val ent, notwendi gkeit, to nmean that which "could not have been

ot herwi se." This nakes the understanding of our lives remarkably easy:



VWhat ever we are, we could not have been otherwi se. There is no regret, no wong
path, no true m stake. The eye of necessity reveals what we do to be only what
could have been. T.S. Eliot wites: 'VWat mght have been is an abstraction/
Remai ni ng a perpetual possibility/ Only in a world of specul ation/ Wat mn ght
have been and what has been/ Point to one end, which is always present.’

H ||l man goes on to say:

I may know what had to be, had to be, yet nonetheless, | feel renorse. Necessity
says that renorse too, is necessary as a feeling and bel ongs to your yoke, but
it does not refer to what you mght or should have done otherwise.... To

under stand necessity this way nmakes m stakes tragi ¢ perhaps, but not sins to be
repented nor mstakes to be renedi ed. | nexorably, everything belongs, flaws and
all."

This gives us sone freedomto accept not only the organi ¢ unfolding of our own
lives and natures but the lives and natures of others as well. How often do we
think we know what is best for soneone we care about, while their own sense of
necessity is pulling them sonewhere entirely different? Perhaps we can find sone
regard for the wi sdom of seeming errors.

The | abyrinth suggests that you are where you nust be, that this is just another
patch of the road. It offers a possibility of trusting the course, trusting
that the current experience or struggle will yield up what your soul is
struggling to | earn.

Theodor e Roet hke speaks to this in his poem "The Waking." He wites:

I wake to sleep, and take nmy waking sl ow.
| feel nmy fate in what | cannot fear
| learn by going where | have to go.

We think by feeling. What is there to know?
| hear my being dance fromear to ear
I wake to sleep, and take nmy waking sl ow.

O those so close beside nme, which are you?
God bless the Gound! | shall walk softly there,
And | earn by going where | have to go.

Li ght takes the Tree; but who can tell us how?
The lowly wormclinbs up a winding stair;
I wake to sleep, and take nmy waking sl ow.

Great Nature has another thing to do
To you and nme, so take the lively air,
And, lovely, learn by going where to go

Thi s shaki ng keeps nme steady. | should know.
What falls away is always. And is near

I wake to sleep, and take nmy waking sl ow.

| learn by going where | have to go.

Thi s shaki ng keeps me steady. | should know.
What falls away is always. And is near

I wake to sleep, and take nmy waking sl ow.

| learn by going where | have to go.



May we each find a way to trust the road that is unfol ding under us right now,
and | earn by going where we have to go.

May it be so.

For all who seek God,

May God go with you.

For all who enbrace life,

May |ife return your affection.

For all who seek a right path,

My your true way be found

And the courage to walk it, step by step.



