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  how to fall  
        ideas + inspiration for inhabiting the season of autumn1 

Vanessa Caruso  
 

 
“There is no such thing as bad weather, only bad clothing.”  

- What the staff at the Cridge Nature Preschool said regularly to us (parents) 

 
#SharingisCaring 

-A hashtag for fall and a favorite moment from Abbey & David in Love on the Spectrum 

 
Let the rhythms of nature guide you. We live our lives in a constant state of stimulation and productivity. We 

are often exhausted and overwhelmed. When we turn to the natural world we find with each day, each 
moon cycle, and each season a rhythm of rise and fall, fullness and emptiness. Trying to live all the time in 

rising or fullness is exhausting. Make some time to embrace the falling and emptiness of life which immerses us 
in an experience of mystery. - Christine Valters Paintner 

 
“I like the idea of mist as much as I enjoy the lovely mist itself. Aren’t transitions always marked by 
tumult and confusion? How comforting it would be to say, as a matter of unremarkable fact, ‘I’m 

wandering in the mist just now. It will blow off in a bit.’”  
- Margaret Renkl in Late Migrations 

 
“You should really pay me a visit, Kade. There are some exciting options here, activitywise. You can 

stand in the trees. You can stand in the rain. You can watch the trees stand in the rain. You can watch it 
rain on the trees. And with two of us (true mathematical fact!) it’ll be twice as great...”  

- David James Duncan in The Brothers K 
 

Be still2 and know that I am God. 
Be slack and know that I am. 

      Sink down and know. 
      Let drop. 

               Relax. 
                                                                    - An autumnal rendering of Psalm 46:10 

 

Why fall? 
 
1. Because my favorite quote is “God comes disguised as our lives” (Paula D’Arcy), and that 

means God comes disguised as our various stages of life and as our seasons, internal and 
external. There is a time to embrace and a time to refrain from embracing, a time to 

 
1 Icons from Noun Project 
2 “Still” in Hebrew means to slacken, sink, relax, let drop, or withdraw 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=86TrUPszc9Y
https://abbeyofthearts.com/
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Ecclesiastes+3&version=NRSVA
https://thenounproject.com/
https://www.blueletterbible.org/lexicon/h7503/kjv/wlc/0-1/
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seek and a time to lose, a time to tear, and a time to sew. Winter, spring, summer, fall - 
God is in them all. 

 
2. Because I made a How To Advent Guide, a New Year’s Guide, a Summering Guide and 

a Fasting (during Lent) Guide, and so I started wondering about the fall:  
a. Why does autumn exist?  
b. What opportunities does the fall present?  
c. What disciplines and rituals make the most sense in the fall?  
d. What’s lovable about it? _____________________________________________ 
e. What’s hard about it? _______________________________________________ 
f. How can I enjoy it and live with it, rather than resist, begrudge or fly-by it?  

 
3. Because I read Margaret Renkl’s Late Migrations last year in the fall and it helped me 

see the season through new eyes, and I made a note to myself to revisit it sometime. 
Now is that sometime. 

 
4. Because I’m doing the Spiritual Exercises, and one of the assignments was Psalm 46, so I 

spent a morning with it, and looked up the word “still” in the concordance (“Be still and 
know that I am God”). To my surprise, it didn’t mean “peaceful” as much as “slacken, 
sink, relax, let drop, or withdraw.” I skimmed through all the other verses in the Bible 
that used the same word and noted that so many of them refer to hands (i.e hands 
slackening, letting down, being faint or weak or ceasing). It captured my imagination 

and I immediately thought of trees and how they are a good example of this kind of 
stillness - the releasing, letting-drop, sinking kind. I felt like God was saying something 
to me about slackening my hands. But what? How?  

 
 

                 

 
 

How to fall well? Ideas 
 

Begin the fall with Anna Robinson’s 
Autumn Equinox Retreat, Thursday 

September 22 from 11am-1pm 
Pacific 

Find an All Souls Day Service in 
your city to help you remember 

those who came before you and/or 
grieve love lost 

Participate in the Wisdom Equinox 
Pause, hosted by the Camino Sabio 
community, on Thursday September 

22 from 10-11am Pacific time 

 

Listen to Fly, Fly, Fly by Libana to 
begin or end a time of spoken or 

silent prayer  

 

Try 5 minutes of Centering 
Prayer...then 10 minutes, 15, 20.  

 

Dive into this self-paced Wild 
Autumn course from Waymarkers

  

Consider your fall-ing asleep 
routines and whether there’s any way 

to improve them. (I haven’t tried 
mouth taping yet, but this podcast about 
how we’re all breathing wrong has made 

me curious.)  

Plan to observe the All Saints 
Tridium b/w Oct. 31-Nov. 2 with 

anything that symbolizes the 
“thinning of the veil” between 

life/death, earth/heaven, day/night 
(w/decor, candles, taking a night walk) 

Read (or listen to) To Autumn by 
John Keats and look/listen for the 

one word that you respond the most 
to. Write it in your journal. 

Wonder: What does it mean for 
me? What does it have for me?  

https://docs.google.com/document/d/1c0U7UDRgyufzuvrJeTLXgrw9kSN0X8vebGUxKGOBieg/edit?usp=sharing
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1DMEbSpnKHZmBHjAtHlgFOQjuYvehiI-ojk3zGVCqOCo/edit?usp=sharing
https://docs.google.com/document/d/10s8O2rqsJTbxFgkCBNgytAxWE-vQar3XQ2lRZFXO-gM/edit?usp=sharing
https://docs.google.com/document/d/10xZ2Dg14-uu51rUnCiuIIc3gVQtjxZg2RoM6UMJac_c/edit?usp=sharing
https://milkweed.org/book/late-migrations
https://milkweed.org/book/late-migrations
https://www.ignatianspirituality.com/ignatian-prayer/the-spiritual-exercises/
https://www.eventbrite.co.uk/e/autumn-equinox-retreat-on-zoom-for-nomads-sojourners-and-spiritual-seekers-tickets-414756757627
https://www.christchurchcathedral.bc.ca/events/requiem-eucharist-for-all-souls-day/2022-11-02
https://www.christchurchcathedral.bc.ca/events/requiem-eucharist-for-all-souls-day/2022-11-02
https://wisdomwaypoints.org/event/online-wisdom-equinox-hosted-by-spanish-community-leaders/
https://wisdomwaypoints.org/event/online-wisdom-equinox-hosted-by-spanish-community-leaders/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=swktyJLEs40
https://www.lindsayboyer.com/suggestions-for-home-practice
https://www.lindsayboyer.com/suggestions-for-home-practice
https://www.waymarkers.net/wild-autumn
https://www.waymarkers.net/wild-autumn
https://thesleepdoctor.com/snoring/mouth-taping-for-sleep/?utm_source=pocket_mylist
https://www.tenpercent.com/podcast-episode/james-nestor-492
https://chedmyers.org/2011/10/31/blog-2011-10-31-all-saints-triduum-remembering-household-practice/
https://chedmyers.org/2011/10/31/blog-2011-10-31-all-saints-triduum-remembering-household-practice/
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/44484/to-autumn
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/44484/to-autumn
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Read Anna Robinson’s Ode to 
September below and write your 

own Ode to Autumn. 

 

Be guided into a lectio divina on 
the Sparrows 

  
Behold the Land with photos and a 

poem by Sheila Pree Bright 

Try this version of an Examen before 
bed for a week, and then look back 

over what you wrote.  
What do you notice? 

 

Register for this free  
Writing From The Roots series 

with Emergence Magazine 

Peruse this list of grounding 
techniques and pick a couple to try 
as a transition between meetings, 

activities, or commitments.  

Be astonished, because here’s such a 
thing as a Tree Alphabet (!) (& more 
in a forthcoming book by Katie Holten) 

 

Attend this free webinar:  
The Art We Live With: Seeking, 

Prioritizing,and Cultivating Beauty in 
the Everyday 

 

Use this Seeking Spiritual Freedom 
exercise to deepen your discernment 

around something. 

Pick one of these essays from What is 
School For? and read it with “lectio 

divina” eyes - looking for and 
“chewing on” a word/sentence 

Find out what your city is doing 
for the National Day of Truth & 

Reconciliation and plan to observe 
it or participate in it in some way  

 
Take a walk in the woods. 

It turns out September is the New 
Year for the Eastern Church. Go 

here for ideas about how to 
incorporate this ecclessial new year 

into your fall. 

Attend this Prayer, Poetry and 
Spiritual Writing Retreat virtually, 
with Tessa Bielicki Sept 30-Oct 2 

Make a space for a seasonal “altar” 
in your home (where you pray? or 
eat), bringing a few elements from 

the outside “in.”  

 

Questions                 (Some) Answers 

Pick 3 words to describe your first half of 2022:  

Pick 3 words to describe this last half of 2022:  

“Be still and know…” (Psalm 46:10) - The word 
“still” in Hebrew means to slacken, sink, relax, let 
drop, or withdraw, and many of the other verses in 
the Hebrew testament that use the word refer to 
hands (hands slackening, letting down, being faint 
or weak or ceasing). 

It makes me wonder - how am I being invited to 
relax my hands? What might I need to “let 
drop''?”  
 
 

What do I value more this fall than I did in the 
summer? 

 

What do I value more this fall than I did last year at 
this time? 

 

What has come to a natural end in my life?  
 

What needs to be let go of and released in order for 
me to go on?  
 

What weighs on me?  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
(i.e. a hobby, a relationship, a commitment, a resentment, a 
place, a part of you, a habit or practice):  

https://conversatio.org/lectio-divina/
https://conversatio.org/lectio-divina/
https://emergencemagazine.org/gallery/behold-the-land/
https://emergencemagazine.org/gallery/behold-the-land/
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Vhw_an0KoNW_QMbf0VlI2SGbZKXf6z3TF8ZT6foHeBM/edit?usp=sharing
https://emergencemagazine.org/events
https://www.healthline.com/health/grounding-techniques?utm_source=pocket_mylist#mental-techniques
https://www.healthline.com/health/grounding-techniques?utm_source=pocket_mylist#mental-techniques
https://www.katieholten.com/abouttreesprints
https://orionmagazine.org/article/first-look-the-language-of-trees/
https://www.collegiuminstitute.org/calendar/the-art-we-live-with
https://www.collegiuminstitute.org/calendar/the-art-we-live-with
https://www.collegiuminstitute.org/calendar/the-art-we-live-with
https://docs.google.com/document/d/17vQf06r2AFOq6AWp3vof1T9RIpN7JYj2mlBmb7qYWOg/edit?usp=sharing
https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2022/09/01/opinion/schools-education-america.html?utm_source=pocket_mylist
https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2022/09/01/opinion/schools-education-america.html?utm_source=pocket_mylist
https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2022/09/01/opinion/schools-education-america.html?utm_source=pocket_mylist
https://www.canada.ca/en/canadian-heritage/campaigns/national-day-truth-reconciliation.html
https://www.canada.ca/en/canadian-heritage/campaigns/national-day-truth-reconciliation.html
https://www.calnewport.com/blog/2022/09/09/whitman-in-the-knapsack-mary-oliver-and-the-power-of-walking-in-nature/?utm_source=pocket_mylist
https://conversatio.org/a-good-beginning-the-new-year/?collection=5040&utm_source=pocket_mylist
https://conversatio.org/a-good-beginning-the-new-year/?collection=5040&utm_source=pocket_mylist
https://www.eventbrite.com/e/10th-annual-retreat-for-camaldolese-oblates-and-friends-tickets-336038850247
https://www.eventbrite.com/e/10th-annual-retreat-for-camaldolese-oblates-and-friends-tickets-336038850247
https://www.blueletterbible.org/lexicon/h7503/kjv/wlc/0-1/
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What doesn’t bring me sustenance anymore3 

If on Winter Solstice (Dec.) I was to look back on 
the fall with gladness, what would have taken place 
in me, my schedule, my relationships?   

 

In Late Migrations, Margaret Renkl writes,“When I 
didn't die, however, and then didn't die some more, I 
came one day to understand: I wasn't dying; I was 
grieving. I wasn't dying. Not yet.”  

What am I grieving? What are we grieving? 
 

My main priorities for the fall are (write what 
comes to mind): 

1. 
2. 
3. 

Prayers for fall
 

God, grant me the Serenity to accept the things I 
cannot change, Courage to change the things I 
can, and Wisdom to know the difference. 
- The Serenity Prayer 
 
I Let Go of My Accumulations 
By Howard Thurman 
 

My ego is like a fortress. 
I have built its walls 
stone by stone 
to hold out the invasion 
of the Love of God. 
But I have stayed here long 
enough. There is light, 
over the barriers, Oh my God. 
The darkness of my house forgive 
and overtake my soul. 
I relax the barriers. 
I abandon all that I think I am. 
All I hope to be. 
All that I believe I possess. 
I let go of the past, 
I withdraw my grasping hand 
From the future, and in the great silence of this 
moment, 
I alertly rest my soul. 
As the sea gull lays in the wind current, 
So I lay into the spirit of God, 
My dearest human relationships, 
My most precious dreams. 
I surrender to His care all that I have called my own. 
I give back 
All my favorite things 
Which I withhold in my storehouse. 

 
3 This box of questions is from Anna Robinson’s meditation September on Nomad 

I let go. 
I give myself unto thee 
Oh my God. 
Amen.            

 
“Blessed are the parents whose final words on 
leaving—the house, the car, the least 
consequential phone call—are always “I love 
you.” They will leave behind children who are 
lost and still found, broken and, somehow, still 
whole.” - Margaret Renkl in Late Migrations 
 
Ode to September 
By Anna Robinson in her meditation September 
 

In September,  
Love shows herself as a golden light,  
welcoming me, warming me,  
reminding me of abundance, 
of sustenance, of gratitude and  
grace. All held in balance in this  
moment, in this place, before the  
nights lengthen and summer draws  
to a close. Leaves loosen their temporary  
hold - yellow to gold, a celebration 
of yesterday’s  life. In September 
I’m invited to party and feast,embrace  
more-than-enoughness, #Sharing is caring, 
preparing and storing, burying 
treasure, memories and blessings in  
the depth of my being to bring life  
and hope and warm me when I get cold. 
September. Life is changing, Cycling,  

https://www.nomadpodcast.co.uk/anna-robinson-september/
https://www.nomadpodcast.co.uk/anna-robinson-september/
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ever-evolving and transitioning, recycling,  
turning and moving, providing, abiding,  
alive. In September, love gently nudges  
me to press on from A to C and find  

contentment in the space between what was,  
what is and what’s to come. Reflect, harvest, 
store and release. September sun, please bring  
me peace.

 

Poems for fall 

Colloquy  
By Anya Krugovoy Silver 
Full Poem Here 
 

O Lord, our God, 
How delicious is your name! 
And glad is everyone who recognizes 
in the world the works of your fingers. 
You shall eat fish in summer, 
and in autumn, the garden’s bitter greens. 
You will brine the harvest for winter’s broth. 
And in spring, you will sprinkle salt and herbs 
on the eggs of your fruitful hens. 
The treasures of the mines and the seas 
will be precious to you, and the trees and vines. 
You will season all of God’s creation with joy. 
Order and radiance will follow your footsteps. 
The Lord will bless those who cure, 
who sow the tears of the sorrowful and harvest 
the feathered sheaves of peace. 
Blessed are those who preserve the earth, 
for they shall be preserved. 
 
 
 
Untitled  
By Robert Sund  
 

When frog speaks, he knows I am 
Not a frog; that doesn’t bother him 
                                Doesn't bother me 
We talk anyway. 
The love of rain is enough for us. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Behold the Land 
By Sheila Pree Bright  
 
I feel the ancestors calling as I journey into  
the land 
Dirt and blood 

Broken families of generational trauma 
Babies, Children, Husbands, Wives 
Black Bodies 
 
Behold the Land 
Where is the Love the Beauty the Justice 
Feeling the spirits releasing us, Black joy 
 
Behold the Land 
Going to reset the clock in the Southern sun 
I feel it in the air 
A new start, a new foundation 
The beauty of Mother Earth 
 
 
 
Autumn 
By Rainer Maria Rilke, translated by Robert Bly 
 

The leaves are falling, falling as if from far up, 
as if orchards were dying high in space. 
Each leaf falls as if it were motioning “no.” 
 

And tonight the heavy earth is falling 
away from all other stars in loneliness. 
 

We’re all falling. This hand here is falling. 
And look at the other one. It’s in them all. 
 

And yet there is Someone, whose hands 
infinitely calm, hold up all this falling. 
 
    
     At Blackwater Pond 

By Mary Oliver 
 

Look, the trees 
are turning 
their own bodies 
into pillars 
of light, 
are giving off the rich 
fragrance of cinnamon 
and fulfillment, 
the long tapers 
of cattails 

https://imagejournal.us11.list-manage.com/track/click?u=04557eb5b5ecbd19bd9eb8e56&id=c3328cf7b3&e=8d6e2348e0
https://imagejournal.org/article/colloquy/
https://emergencemagazine.org/gallery/behold-the-land/
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are bursting and floating away over 
the blue shoulders 
of the ponds, 
and every pond, 
no matter what its 
name is, is 
nameless now. 
Every year 
everything 
I have ever learned 
in my lifetime 
leads back to this: the fires 
and the black river of loss 
whose other side 
is salvation, 
whose meaning 
none of us will ever know. 
To live in this world 
you must be able 
to do three things: 
to love what is mortal; 
to hold it 
against your bones knowing 
your own life depends on it; 
and, when the time comes to let it go, 
to let it go. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
One Art 
By Elizabeth Bishop  
 

The art of losing isn’t hard to master; 
so many things seem filled with the intent 
to be lost that their loss is no disaster. 
 

Lose something every day. Accept the fluster 
of lost door keys, the hour badly spent. 
The art of losing isn’t hard to master. 
 

Then practice losing farther, losing faster: 
places, and names, and where it was you meant 
to travel. None of these will bring disaster. 
 

I lost my mother’s watch. And look! my last, or 
next-to-last, of three loved houses went. 
The art of losing isn’t hard to master. 
 

I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster, 
some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent. 

I miss them, but it wasn’t a disaster. 
 

—Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture 
I love) I shan’t have lied. It’s evident 
the art of losing isn't too hard to master 
though it may look like (Write it!) like a disaster. 
 
. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Falling: The Code 
By Li-Young Lee 
 
1. 
Through the night    
the apples 
outside my window    
one by one let go    
their branches and    
drop to the lawn. 
I can’t see, but hear 
the stem-snap, the plummet 
through leaves, then 
the final thump against the ground. 
 
Sometimes two    
at once, or one    
right after another. 
During long moments of silence 
I wait 
and wonder about the bruised bodies,    
the terror of diving through air, and    
think I’ll go tomorrow 
to find the newly fallen, but they 
all look alike lying there 
dewsoaked, disappearing before me. 
 
2. 
I lie beneath my window listening    
to the sound of apples dropping in 
 
the yard, a syncopated code I long to know, 
which continues even as I sleep, and dream I know 
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the meaning of what I hear, each dull    
thud of unseen apple- 
 
body, the earth    
falling to earth 
 
once and forever, over    
and over. 
 
 
 
 
      
 
        (untitled) 

By Leonard Cohen 
 
In the eyes of men he falls, and in his own 
eyes too. He falls from his high place, he 
trips on his achievement. He falls to you, he 
falls to know you. It is sad, they say. See his 
disgrace, say the ones at his heel. But he 
falls radiantly toward the light to which he 
falls. They cannot see who lifts him as he 
falls, or how his falling changes, and he 
himself bewildered till his heart cries out to 
bless the one who holds him in his falling. 
And in his fall he hears his heart cry out, his 
heart explains why he is falling, why he had 
to fall, and he gives over to the fall. Blessed 
are you, clasp of the falling. He falls into 
the sky, he falls into the light, none can hurt 
him as he falls. Blessed are you, shield of the 
falling. Wrapped in his fall, concealed 
within his fall, he finds the place he is 
gathered in. While his hair streams back 
and his clothes tear in the wind, he is held 
up, comforted, he enters into the place of 
his fall. Blessed are you, embrace of the 
falling, foundation of the light, master of 
the human accident. 
 

 
 

    
                                          Compiled by Vanessa Caruso 

Spiritual Director + Supervisor 
www.directionwithvanessa.com 

www.littlebouquets.com 
Schedule an Appointment Here  

250.858.3281 | Pacific Time Zone 
Working, living + loving on the unceded  

territory of the Songhees + Esquimalt Nations,  
the Lək̓ʷəŋən-speaking peoples 

http://www.directionwithvanessa.com/
http://www.littlebouquets.com/
https://app.squarespacescheduling.com/schedule.php?owner=25063461
https://app.squarespacescheduling.com/schedule.php?owner=25063461

