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Actions have consequences … 

She was not sure how long she had sat in the darkness.  The walls 

were cold stone.  The nature of Dartmoor sat in the granite.  

Unforgiving, unrelenting, wild, beautiful, still, waiting. 

She had almost given up hope of finding her way back to the moss 

and heathers.  She had found a narrow fissure where the wind called 

her name.  It pulled at her clothes, teased her hair.  She had rushed 

at the space, throwing her energy at it in some belief that the granite 

would splinter and she would be blinded by light and flame.  But all 

that happened was a deeper silence and bruising.  No movement.  No 

light.  Her energy was spent, the cold and dark mocked her.   

She did not know how long she had been captive.  Somewhere there 

was a way out.  Different parts of her mind were questioning her 

trust.  The old stories of the moors told of witches that would create 

mists, lights, temptations, to lure travellers to their doom; or the 

swallowing of wanderers into the land when they didn’t honour the 

old ways and respect the gods.  Is that what had happened to her?  

She was in danger of being overwhelmed by fear.   

She had begun her journey feeling arrogant and all knowing.  She 

realised her mistake.  She had not planned the journey.  She had 

been sure previous knowledge and memories would be enough until 

she began entering unknown valleys to create new marked pathways 

across the moors.  She had not brought any of the charts of old 

knowledge, they sat in her snug, warm and safe, looking out onto the 

moors.   

The mists had descended and she found her great reputation as 

explorer and traveller was not enough, the plaudits gained did not 

open up the paths.  She knew that that this mistake could take away 

her reputation and status, leaving her alone and unnoticed, that 

would be hard.  If she returned from this mistake.  Perhaps the final 

price would be higher than a loss of reputation.  Fear held her coldly. 

Her mind was scattered by dread and cold darkness.  A loss of 

connection to light and direction.  Her breath was ragged.  She 

needed to find a way out of this misery.  Her thoughts returned again 

to the beginning of the journey.  Unprepared, driven by the desire for 

acclaim.  She had not honoured the spirit of place or time.  She had 

not paused to consider the journey.  She had moved away from the 

path, not just physically; distracted by adulation and seduced by 

status.  When had she last practiced self-care and stopped to reflect?  

Her motivation to explore and find the way was to discover where to 

find food and water but more importantly, it was to serve her 

community.  She was slammed back to her centre.  Her breathing had 

quietened and her mind felt strangely lighter.  With the memory of 

her community, she felt held and less alone. 

 

YS1.30 Antarāyā: obstacles 

to a steady mind 

 

Vyādhi (lack of ease); 

Styāna (mental fatigue); 

saṁsaya (lack of clarity); 

alabdhabhūmikatva (failure 

to proceed) … 

 

YS1. 31 Symptoms: duḥkha 

(sorrow, suffering); 

daurmanasya (despair); 

aṅgamejayatva (trembling, 

physical agitation); śvāsa-

praśvāsāḥ (disturbed breath) 

 

 

YS2.3 Kleśa: (sources of 

afflictions, causes of 

suffering: 

 

Avidyā (ignorance) 

Asmitā (ego, arrogance) 

 

 

Rāga (desire) 

Dveṣa (aversion) 

Abiniveśa (Fear of 

loss/death, asmitā) 

 

 

Countering kleśa:  

YS2.10 Avoid kleśa, they can 

lie dormant, need for 

vigilance 

 

YS2.11 Meditation, deep 

reflection, return to YS2.1 

 

 



© Yvonne Cattermole – actions have consequences (kriyā yoga) October 2017 
 

 

For the first time she moved away from the fissure and began 

searching with her hands.  Stone … stone … stone … earth.  She 

sensed the floor beneath her fall slightly.  She stopped.  Did that 

mean deeper into darkness?  She had to focus her mind.  If she could 

restrain herself, rein in the fear, perhaps freedom would be nearer.  

It was time to remember how she had begun to explore.  There was a 

process, a practice, to follow:  

Steady exploration of the space 

Making sense of what she found 

Trusting that she was held, if not by the gods then 

in the hearts and minds of others 

And she would repeat this until she found the way 

 

Gradually the space opened to her.  That way descended.  Over there 

was a squeeze.  To the left the wind.  Above space.  In the middle 

fear, no contact.  It went against logic but down brought a sense of 

safety, and although the path was moving downwards there was no 

restriction.  She could move freely and breathe.  Although her eyes 

were blind, her other senses were undisturbed and alert.  Slowly, 

consciously, one step then review.  One step, breathe.  One step, 

relax.  One step, trust.  Downwards, curving.  Time passed.  She kept 

to her practice.   

In the darkness she felt the air change.  Her skin was being touched 

and caressed.  ‘Don’t rush’, she told herself.  One step, breathe … a 

slight inclination.  She heard something … bells?  Glass?  No it was 

water.  Moving water and getting louder. 

One step, review.  One step, breathe. 

The air was damp.  Was that light?  She closed her eyes, afraid she 

was seeing what she wanted to see.  She opened one eye, there was 

light.  She must keep to her practice.  Slowly, consciously.  The 

ground was wet with slippery vegetation.  The light grew.  An 

opening, water spilling out into space and heathers, moss, grass and 

granite.  Always granite. 

She had to step into the water, she was grabbed and spat into the 

world above.  Her eyes stung in the light and her senses were 

overwhelmed.  She allowed herself to lose control and scrambled 

forward, luxuriating in the feeling of cold wet water and peat, the 

smells of the moor.  Even the biting flies were a joy.  She had found 

her way.  She was unsure of this part of the moor but the sky was 

clear and as her eyes adjusted, she began to search for familiar 

landmarks. 

What should she do next?  She laughed.  One step, breathe, one step 

review.  Stay with the practice 

 

 

 

 

YS2.1 Kriyā yoga: 

Tapaḥ (discipline, 

purification) 

Svādhyāya (personal 

enquiry, study of sacred 

texts) 

Īśvarapraṇidhānāni 

(surrender to the ultimate 

teacher) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

YS2.2 The purpose of Kriyā 

yoga is the attenuation of 

the sources of kleśa and a 

disposition to complete 

absorption or clear vision of 

the goal (samādhi)  


