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Chaos. Darkness. Fear. I lay there on the therapy table with two
craniosacral therapy practitioners skillfully positioning their
hands upon me. I turned my focus to my inside. Chaos,
darkness, and fear were all I could see and feel. It was like
looking into the Milky Way, except that instead of stars each
point of light was actually an asteroid whizzing past me. The
asteroids filled my insides and there seemed to be no end to
the darkness. The more I looked around, the more the void of
blackness seemed to stretch. My body got cold and started to
shake violently as the practitioners attempted to stabilize me on
the table. An elderly teaching assistant draped me in a blanket
in case my shaking was just a result of chills from the hotel air
conditioning.

“Man, what was THAT all about?!” I asked my team of
practitioners while sipping stale hotel coffee out of the standard
white hotel mug. I had regained my composure and, feeling
somewhat embarrassed at my loss of self-control on the table,
worked extra hard to make it appear I had it all together.
 
I was fine. That was weird. Let’s move on.

This was my Somato-Emotional Release training; the third
course in my craniosacral therapy education. I wanted to move
beyond the muscles and connective tissue of the massage
therapy world and help people connect to the emotions,
memories, and energy trapped within their systems. I wanted to
get to the root of the issues, not the resulting symptoms of
tension and pain. I’m not sure that I was ready to do my own
self healing though.

Drinking Stale Coffee and Falling
Into a Chaotic Void

 by Jillian Abby
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With over fifty craniosacral therapy practitioners packed into
that hotel conference room that day, the energies on the table
were amplified and huge emotional releases were occurring-- 
 sometimes in the form of tears and screaming, sometimes
uncontrollable laughter, sometimes with body contortions on
and off the table that looked like some sort of exorcism. They
were exorcising old feelings. Old energies that no longer served
a purpose in the body but had no idea how to get out. “Holding
space” was the phrase used over and over. We were holding
space for that person to do their own work.

I found that I liked holding the space for others and witnessing
their healing journeys. Everyone seemed to be able to pinpoint
what memory or trauma came up for them-- their birth
experience, an old motorbike accident, a domestic abuse
incident. I was frustrated. My own experience made no sense to
me. It was just chaos and darkness, ping-ponging around my
insides and completely out of control. I couldn’t recall a single
experience in my life where I truly felt out of control… and
definitely not to the level of “out of control” that my insides
experienced that day. 

During our lunch break, I found the teaching assistant who had
supervised my session and covered me with a blanket.

 “Soooo—,” I casually initiated in hope that she’d reveal the
secrets of the Universe to me, “THAT was an interesting session,
huh? What do you think was going on there…” My speech trailed
off in an unfinished fashion, wishing she would be enticed to fill
in the blanks.
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She looked concerned and then composed as she responded,
“Your body is doing exactly what it needs to do. It gives you the
messages you need when you’re able to hear them.” 

“So… yeah. I’ve heard that and I think that’s great. I guess I just…
I’m not sure… I don’t really know what that was and…” She cut
me off with a polite pat on my shoulder like I was a yapping
puppy that needed calming. 

“You did great,” she said, and then she walked off.

I made my way back to the plastic folding table and the
burgundy fabric conference room chair of my workspace and
flipped aimlessly through my class workbook, half hoping an
answer would pop out and half hiding from further human
interaction. No sooner had I started to disconnect from the
world around me that my table partner, a towering South
American indigenous man named Marco, dropped heavily into
the chair next to me.

 “That was some crazy shit, huh?” he said. I nodded, praying that
he would not ask how my experience was or share his own. The
introvert in me needed a time-out from human interaction.

“Hey, what’s your birth date?” he continued. 

The look on my face must have registered confusion with a
splash of what-the-fuckedness. “I want to run your numbers.
Have you ever had someone do that before? Analyze your birth
date and tell you about your personality characteristics?”
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“March 31, 1981,” I mumbled out, following it up with my usual
corny retort, “Almost an April fool.” 

He barely attempted a half-smile, jotted down the birth date,
and then left me alone. I wondered if he would be able to tell
me anything beyond the over-generalized “you are experiencing
some struggles in your life right now, but trust that your spirit
guides have your back” that so many other spirituals had shared
before. I stammered, “Thanks. I can’t wait to hear more about it,”
before retreating to my internal lair. 

Check the box. Polite response accomplished. Time to escape
to my mental cloud of comfort.

The next morning in class, as I contemplated how my first cup of
hotel coffee could already taste stale, Marco’s massive stature
lumbered over to our table and dropped into his chair. He
ignored pleasantries and pulled out a torn piece of notebook
paper. 

“Ready?” he asked. I thought I was.

There, scrawled in delicate cursive, was my past present, and
future laid out with painful accuracy. He called me out on my
perfectionism, my desire to lead, and my big-picture visioning
while struggling with attention to detail. He noted that most of
my friendships were superficial and that I didn’t devote the time
or energy to developing deeper bonds. 

As he read his notes, I just nodded my head affirmatively. I
couldn’t disagree with anything he was saying until he got to the
section on love.
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“He told me, “you don’t understand love and believe you’re not
worthy to receive love.” 

My jaw dropped and defensive words positioned themselves on
the tip of my tongue, ready to pounce at him so that he couldn’t
continue. But I stayed quiet, instead tuning out the remaining
words he was saying to me to go inside my own head and have
an imaginary argument with him that went something like this:
“Well, I’m gonna stop you right there. I know you don’t know me
but if you did you’d know I have the most wonderful marriage to
an amazing man that is just storybook-perfect. We have two
beautiful kids. He works a corporate job in a cubicle. We have a
house on a pond with a white fence. I meal-plan and bake
banana bread from scratch. I am surrounded with love,
dammit!” Then the me in my mind finished with a “Good day sir!”
as I tipped my imaginary Willy Wonka-esque top hat.

My mind came back to the actual conversation with Marco just
in time to hear him say two key points: “You don’t love with your
whole heart,” and “Age forty will be a big year for you as you
internally organize.”

My mind flashed back to the chaos I had endured on the
therapy table. I felt comfort in knowing that would settle down,
but the part about not loving with my whole heart stung. It
stung because I knew it was true.

Loving with my whole heart became my ghost. It lingered in my
subconscious and popped up at various intervals in the years
that followed to remind me that I was not on the right path and
never would be if I didn’t make some major changes.
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I wanted to just love Chris with my whole heart. We had a
perfect life, societally speaking, but not a perfect love. 

After that reading, I became more attuned to the fact that my
love for him was not a mirror of his intense and whole-hearted
love for me. I drew boundaries. I built walls. I did what I felt I
needed to do. Self-preservation. Protection. Protection from a
kind-hearted and benevolent man who never had any intention
of hurting me.

What scared me most is how vehemently I tried to pretend that
I simply didn’t know how to fix our love. In some way that was
true. I wanted to love him fully and wasn’t sure of what I needed
to do to make my love stronger. But the other reality was that I
was starting to understand the underlying reason why our love
was imbalanced in the first place. And it broke my heart
because there was no fixing that truth.

I needed someone to hold the space for me as I dove back into
the chaotic void.
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