
  
 

 

  

   

 

 
Alchemical Autumn 

 

It was a stunningly beautiful late summer’s morning in which I sat in my garden, leisurely 

sipping my early morning tea.  The bees busily gathered nectar from a plethora of blooms 

and the birds sung in a melodic language far beyond our conscious comprehension.  

Gazing about I noticed a delicate butterfly, fluttering about the open door to my 

conservatory.  Considering its fate, should it enter into the eternal oven from which tiny 

creatures rarely survived, I leaned forward and closed the door to ensure its survival.  For 

a while I watched with curiosity as the butterfly slavishly thrust itself at the closed door.  

Spinning itself into a frenzy, in its relentless attempts to enter into the vestibule of fire, I 

heard myself whisper to the butterfly, “but I closed the door to save your life”.  No sooner 

had I whispered the words I knew that one day they would be returned to me.  And as I 

contemplated the symbolism of such a simple event, an email dropped silently into my 

inbox ... and a very big door was slammed in my face. 

 



  

Of course I retaliated and protested.  Continually disappointed by the scattering of old 

fossils in key positions in the world, who it seems through their own fear-based tribal 

mindset, cling desperately onto what they think they know in favour of letting anyone pass 

who might evolve their view, I put my case strongly forward, as I always do, to the organ 

grinder.  Predictably, grudgingly, the monkeys smiled through gritted teeth as they 

reluctantly re-opened the door.  To cut a long story short, that really has more dynamics 

than an atom, I entered into the oven just long enough to take a really good look at how my 

life would be there ... and with a new found butterfly wisdom, finally decided in favour of 

preservation, to firmly close the door for myself. 

  

Anyone who knows me knows that autumn is my absolute favourite time of year, mostly 

because school is back in and nature reveals her finest in golden hues and frosty 

mornings.  Autumn is always a time of reflection, a time to gather the lessons learned from 

the year so far, to contemplate in solitude and hopefully find gratitude in enlightened 

acceptance.   I reflected back on all the endings that have happened this year.  All the 

projects I started only to have other people destroy.  On all the endings in my life that I 

never wanted.  Of all the loving relationships I desired, that were never destined to be.  But 

then I remembered that endings are just punctuation marks in the narrative of our lives, in 

which the old has to end so that the new can begin. 

  

In autumn the leaves do not cling to the trees.  The birds do not stop singing.  The animals 

do not protest the ending of summer.  They just accept it.  Roll with the seasons and adjust 

to the experiences of the moment that is.  We too then must accept that some endings are 

for our own benefit and protection, even if they are endings we never wanted.   We can do 

as the animals do in autumn, gather and store, find a warm place to snug up and be 

grateful for the food of the season that we are blessed to have this day.  The lessons in 

summer are often so much easier to endure in the sunshine, but the lessons in autumn go 

deeper into gold.  In the alchemical furnace of the heart is where we synthesise – in private 

negotiation with our soul is where we find the grace to be thankful for all that we have been 

given and the wisdom to embrace the deeper blessing of all that has been taken away.  In 

the fall is our lesson of resolution.  And in acceptance is our opportunity for transformation. 

 

With love in the colours of autumn, 

Carole Sawo 
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