WINDOW

By Peter Jansen I

allen oak leaves scracch one anocher’s backs in a sceady,

warm wind. A jay calls from its perch atop a moss-

capped boulder, scolding me with a sharp, heckling
wri-id=ck — Whac? Whart are you doing here? Whar?

I'm noc sure | know. [ stand in a natural amphitheacer of
oaks at che edge of a erue labyrinch: a flar concrere disk ar
lease 40 feer in diameter, its surface arcfully parrerned with
many concencric lines, beauciful in cheir convergence and
simplicicy.

And [ begin to walk, fol-
lowing a pach chac ac firse
looks like it will rake me
scraighe to che middle. T discover chae [ have a strong desice o
know in advance where I'm going. My mind chinks "I'm
almose thers” fur too soon, for suddenly che pach curns and
takes me farther away from the center chan [ thoughr possible.

OfF course the allegory is Life, Quickly, ar the |'h|-||',i|:‘1r1ir'|l::;,
you come close to the center. So easy. A child knows e all,
tor his world 15 small. Then I encer che cwises and rurns of
adolescence. The jay s calling again. Cloud shadows move
over the surface beneach my feer as | walk sceadily, but slow-
by. I am all alone. An unseccled mood falls over me. “How
much longer?” I wonder.

When I decame of labyrinchs as a chald, T pictured ruso-
cated stone walls in an English meadow, ligh hedges in a
formal French garden, or che rerritying sundseone canyons of
a Minotaur's lair on an Aegean isle. | choughe always of
being losi and threatened — nightmare places,

Whare I envisioned were mazes, not labyrinchs, Muores once
were che rage among French and English nobilicy. An
estate’s garden wasn't complete without one. Today a few
paid-admission mazes exisr in the Uniced Staces, challenging
us to enter and find our way our betore dack. High walls,
hedges, or thick rows of corn plants narrow our view o only

a thin strip of sky overhead. Emerging from a birchlike tun

nel, we're almost as befuddled by che sudden freedom af

being our in the open as we were by confinement. There's a
message chere, and 'm noc sure 1 ke i

A labyrinth, on the ocher hand, 15 a |:{'|||||_[I| ANCIENT
archerype — a mysrical parcern — found 10 mose religions
and culrtures. You cannot ger lose in a labyrineh. Only one pach

leadds to che muddle, and back our ;qgllj[l._ Oy oes \'jm|1h--§.l lewvel,
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Into the Labyrinth

the labyrinch’s quarcer mile llt.l}illi‘lu'u}' compressed into a

smull circle amazes you {chere’s that maze word again). How
can I have walked so far and so long in such a small space?

Bur a new wave of labyrinth fanciers sees much more in a true
labyrinth. Looking to che pasc, chey cite its use as a tool for
meditacion by many differenc culeures, A Cretan labyrineh is
4,000 o 3,000 years old. Native Americans creared medicine
wheels thar were labyrinchine. Tiberan monks draw chem in
sand while meditaring

MNow a S5an Diego woman,
Deborah Szekely, has broughe
a labyrinch to our region. She
buile one fase year ac her Gaolden Door spa near Esconeiclo
When she inviced me to walk ic recencly I jumped ac the
chance, especially when I heard char she paccerned ic afeer
the auchenric Grace Cachedral labyrinth in San Francisco,
which itself was copied directly from che labyrinth on che
Hoor of Chareres Cachiedral in Frunce, Lauren Arcress, direc-
ror of the cachedral’s labyrineh project, says certain qualicies
of the labyrineh bave been lying dormant for cencuries, and
cialls che experience “walking a sacred pach.”

| wacch my feer move sceadily. They seem detached, my
mind elsewhere. When the pachs follow ehe labyrinch’s
longest screcches, aking me all che way to the edge of the
ciccle, I realize I'm "in” middle age. Career. Family. Year
after year of enormous commitment and — cruch be rold
a certain sameness chae eicher comfores or condemns. Here,
ton, this hicdle walk is a powerful metaphor, We walk fascer
on the long screcches where few turns bar cthe way. Tempa
Juper. How Fase have the owo decades — almost chree — ['ve
spent in adulthood gone by?

Fasc. Very tast.

Mow che path turns again, growing ogheer coward che
cencer. The sun slancs down into my eyes, then warms my
back after another curn. Suddenly, I reach che cenrer. [ stand
in each of six peral-like indenrations, facing a different direc

tion, looking o all poines of the compass. Is chis che end?

The thoughe crosses like anocher cloud shadow

Then I remember. [ scill have an equally long pach
ahead of me, back ro che edge, back o where ic all began.
I turn and head for home, the beginning, careying less out
than [ did in. W




