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To my father, Rafael Fondevila, 

for his undying love of the world.
I will pass on the torch, Dad.

WHERE WONDER LIVES
“Where Wonder Lives is one of the most intelligent, imaginative, and useful books I’ve seen in years. Truly, it is fun and enlightening, concrete and full of rich ideas. I have never seen deep intelligence and sensuous imagination come together so beautifully. It is practical and impractical, thought-provoking and full of charm.”
~ THOMAS MOORE, author of Care of the Soul
“This is a book that speaks to the wild spaces that still live in us, longing to be awoken. It is beautiful and wise and filled with practical and powerful exercises. Every page is a seed of possibility, a glimpse at a more beautiful and vibrant future that is still within our reach. To read Fondevila’s words is to forever transform the way you look at both nature and human nature.”
~ MARY REYNOLDS THOMPSON, author of Reclaiming the Wild Soul: How Earth’s Landscapes Restore Us to Wholeness
“Where Wonder Lives gives us tools and potions to re-enchant our world. Fabiana Fondevila encourages us to dream with our senses—face down in the grass, reading clouds, speaking the language of birds, sipping dandelion wine. She wants us to taste our feelings and choose those that nourish the heart. She guides us through a rich imaginal geography—from swamp to mountain, from fire to ocean—in which each locale becomes a portal for adventure, soul remembering, and deepening practice. She reminds me of the most important guidance I ever received from that inner voice you learn to trust: ‘Remember this world is your playground not your prison.’ She invites us to make more space to play with our Magical Child and bring the joy and energy of that great imagineer into everyday life.”
~ ROBERT MOSS, bestselling author of Growing Big Dreams and Dreaming the Soul Back Home
“This is a special book because of the creative aliveness that leaps from every practice and every page. It is ‘good company,’ a vivid soul-to-soul gift of poetic textures, colors, images, and stories. This generous heart-gift shares initiations from nine sacred territories. If you accept them (in any order, by the way!), you’ll keep being invited into deeper presence, joy, laughter, and wonder of wonders—this sacred and miraculous now-moment.”
~ TERRY PATTEN, author of A New Republic of the Heart and co-author of Integral Life Practice
“Where Wonder Lives is a book you’d invite to travel the world with you. Language, myths, ideas, and clarity from many cultures and beliefs are all brought together to help us remember what is common among us in the intricate web of life. Through captivating journeys, playful practices, and researched science, Fabiana invites her readers to shift from the mirage of manageable complexity to the wonder of unmanageable simplicity. It’s a book whose ideas and words can massage and reorient our innate intuition. As she quotes her own daughter, ‘It’s a good thing you’re studying this, Mum, so I won’t have to learn it from books.’ What a wonder!”
~ NIPUN MEHTA, founder of ServiceSpace
“Wonder lives right here, in these beautifully lyrical pages that invite and entice us to play in Fabiana’s magical realm and reconnect with our deepest wonder-full essence. This is a book that weaves insights from science, psychology, philosophy, myth, and the arts with playful practices that can deliver profound positive change. These pages offer an embodied and sacred experience as well as a return to the very sense of wonder that charmed you, as a child, to see not clouds but the shapes and stories they painted across the sky and deep in your heart. It is one of those books that people will not want to lend out but instead keep at hand to delve into time and time again.”
~ JANE TERESA ANDERSON, author of Birds of Paradise
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A Foreword for Those Who Skip Forewords
Have you ever noticed that different books require different ways of moving through them? There are books for pedestrians and books for sprinters. There are books that make you walk slowly through them, as if you were ambling in a park, and others that simply invite you to swing in an imaginary hammock, even while you are reading them on the subway at rush hour.
Where Wonder Lives is a book for dancers. If you like dancing, you will dance through its pages; and if you need to learn a dancing way of reading you couldn’t find a more gifted instructor than Fabiana Fondevila.
Like all the best teachers, the author guides her students in a playful way. Almost without noticing it, you will pick up valuable insights from meetings with psychologists, anthropologists, biologists and other masters of their arts; and you will encounter great poets. But the learning process will be different from that which you experienced at school. Instead, you will rediscover the art of serious play, an art we perfected as children but which, alas, our schools un-taught us. Even for someone who had the best schooling, the saying is valid: “Childhood is too short for us to become the children we are meant to be.”
But it is not too late. Every ritual offers your inner child a form of play with purpose and meaning, and this book will teach you how to turn the simple actions of daily living into rituals. To the extent to which you master the art of celebrating every moment in this way, you learn to tap the deepest meaning of life.
As you start to read this book, be prepared to go on a journey that is different from any other journey you have ever made. On this journey you will not walk, or ride, or fly—you will dance. Wonderment makes us dance, dance as we would at a wedding—the sacred wedding between our animus, which ascends into the realms of reason, and our anima, which descends into feelings. The steps of the dance lead you into exercises that may turn out to be the most enjoyable and at the same time the most transformative parts of the book. “We are perishing for lack of wonder,” wrote G. K. Chesterton. But we need not perish. In today’s torrent of disenchantment, a book that teaches us where wonderment lives hands us a lifebelt.
Brother David Steindl-Rast
Order of Saint Benedict

The Feast of Candlemas, 2 February 2018
 
 
 
 
 
David Steindl-Rast studied arts, anthropology and psychology, and was one of the first Catholics to receive training in Zen Buddhism. He is a specialist in inter-religious dialogue; a speaker; and the author of a dozen books. His video A Good Day has been admired around the world for its call to live a life of wonder and gratitude. 
www.gratefulness.org
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Instructions for living a life:
Pay attention.
Be astonished.
Tell about it.
Mary Oliver

 
 
 
 
 
 
A stylistic clarification. In English an author is obliged to specify gender when using the third person singular pronoun (either he or she). Rather than use one or the other consistently throughout, I have deliberately alternated between the two. Except for where the context makes clear otherwise, I am always referring to a human being of any gender identity.

Introduction
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I was about eight years old. My parents had bought a plot of land on the outskirts of Buenos Aires, in an area that someone had once named, with more romanticism than sense of reality, “The Hills.” We went every weekend—except when there was a storm—to plant trees and vegetables, dig ditches and pretend we had a home there, out among the birds and the trees.
As soon as my dad parked the Renault on the grassy track, my brothers and I would jump on the gate like a bride throwing herself into the arms of her beloved. The gate swung open . . . and off we went! I don’t know how far my brothers got, but I ran until I was out of breath and the opposite fence, an ocean of grass away, was almost within reach. The smell of dry earth, the tall weeds that brushed my nose, the space that opened up in all directions—more space than an indoor city girl had ever seen—made me drunk with joy. The buzz lasted all afternoon, throughout the trip back, and until it was time to go back to school.
No house was ever built on that plot, as my father had dreamt. Never a modest dreamer, he actually envisioned five houses: one in the center, for his retirement years with my mother; and four around it for us, his children. There never was a house; but there were pumpkins, melons, watermelons, an avenue of eucalyptus, a cement shed and a seemingly endless hosepipe. And, for me, a niggling in my soul that would only make sense decades later, when I finally tackled questions that I heard whispered in my ear back then: questions about the nature of my connection with the world; questions of kinship; questions of belonging.
Those country adventures travel with me still, as a kind of traveling altar. Fortunately this only exists in my imagination. If it existed in the material world, it would have turned yellow long ago, and in any case, there would be no shelf or chest capable of holding everything associated with it. Perhaps it is more than an altar; it is an ongoing nature journal in which new discoveries and wonderments are inscribed each day. Its pages contain the daily gestures (minute or extraordinary) of the people I love; colors (the turquoise of the sky on certain summer days, the coral buds of early spring, the deep indigo of morning glory flowers when the sun comes up, the black filigree of treetops in the dusk); textures (fur, skin, wood), aromas (linden trees in the shade, pines in the sunshine), astonishments (the Milky Way, the music of certain poems, the kindness of some people); love in its myriad gradations.
All this is part of my personal pantheon, the ever-growing reservoir that honors and celebrates everything I hold sacred. I am aware of the halo of solemnity that surrounds the word “sacred.” I use it with the intention of redefining it in a more humble and earthy manner.
Originally, “the sacred” was what took place within the walls of the church, while “the profane” was what happened beyond its threshold. In the vision that I propose in these pages, nothing could really be outside the orbit of the sacred, because it is not a place or an object, but a way of looking at life, a way of feeling the world.
Like the poet and naturalist theologian Thomas Berry, I feel that “there are no sacred places and profane places; there are sacred places and desecrated places.” If the sacred is in the eyes that perceive love and mystery at the heart of life, then desecrating means ignoring or violating that love and that mystery; ignoring or violating the bonds that unite us. “Profane” is cynicism, denigration, humiliation, contempt. And, it must be said, this is not the exclusive terrain of a few bestial beings. We can all, unwittingly, commit desecration when we act with cruelty out of fear; with resentment due to confusion; or with coldness or apathy because we cannot tolerate a difficult emotion.
The practices offered in these pages seek to restore the qualities of the heart that help us to see, appreciate and celebrate the sacred in the small events of each day and, through them, life itself. All are born of the same intuition: that if mystery exists, it is present in the anthill in the same measure as in the snowy peak; that love is our true nature, no matter how richly or poorly we express it at any given moment; that, if we are an amalgam of spirit and matter, one must necessarily embrace the other, as the coal of night gives way to the glow of daylight.
This is the journey that I propose to take you on: one that will open your eyes wide; cause your ears to prick up; sharpen your sense of smell; invite you to take a long deep breath. To explore your life with the boldness of a seafarer; to go mad with love for the wild and phenomenal world; and, at the end of the day, like a good-hearted pirate, to give back the treasure that you set off to find.
TWO PATHS DIVERGE
From the beginning, human beings have sought to understand the laws that govern the universe, their role in the great cosmic orchestra and the meaning of an existence marked by the constant interplay of joy and pain, beauty and abomination, amazement and anguish, life and death.
Early on, this search for meaning led humanity to explore the spiritual dimension. This exploration took two main paths, following the two movements described by Plato and the Neo-Platonists: an ascending directionality, which follows matter to spirit; and a descending path, which goes from spirit to matter. According to this vision, the cosmos is a multidimensional whole, composed of ascending and descending currents of divine love.
The people and traditions that adopted the ascending course—the monotheistic religions (with notable exceptions, such as the mystic Saint Francis of Assisi)—sought spirit in the lofty heights of existence and prioritized “masculine” values and aspirations such as pure light, vision and the transcendent. Through prayers, fasts, meditations and austere lifestyles, these traditions sought to leave behind the imperfect world of form to focus on the eternal source of everything that exists.
On the other hand, the people who adopted the descending vision—the pagan, shamanic, predominantly matriarchal cultures—found the divine reflected in every leaf and creature. They cultivated feminine values, privileging what binds us together, the earthly and the immanent. Rather than aspiring to enlightenment, these people delved into the underworld, which is the realm of the soul.
What is the soul in this conception? It is the primitive and essential core of our individuality, the portion of spirit that lives in us and adopts our peculiar characteristics—those that distinguish us from all others.
The descending journey plunges into the depths, in search of that particular expression of the sacred that is you. It explores our animal nature, our deepest fears, our dialogue with death and disease, our experience of sexuality, our desires, our creations, our dreams, our unconscious and its symbols.
This is how the brilliant Jungian psychologist James Hillman defines the difference between spirit and soul:
Soul likes intimacy, spirit is uplifting. Soul gets hairy; spirit is bald. Spirit sees, even in the dark; soul feels its way, step by step, or needs a dog. Spirit shoots arrows, soul takes them in the chest. William James and D. H. Lawrence said it best. Spirit likes wholes. Souls like eaches.
In his book Soulcraft: Crossing into the Mysteries of Nature and Psyche, depth psychologist and wilderness guide Bill Plotkin gives a more formal definition:
Where soul is associated with the many earthly mysteries, spirit is associated with the one heavenly bliss. Soul opens the door to the unknown or the not-yet-known, while spirit is the realm of beyond knowledge of any kind, consciousness without an object. Soul is encountered in the subconscious (i.e., that which lies below awareness), while spirit is apprehended in states of super-consciousness. Both are associated with states of ecstasy (i.e., outside the ordinary), but the encounter with soul is characterized by dreams and visions of personal destiny, while spirit realization engenders pure, content-free awareness.
The two paths—ascending and descending—complement and complete each other. Each, in itself, offers a partial experience of the divine. However, since the advent of modernity the downward path has been discouraged, if not downright forbidden. Says Plotkin, again:
Perhaps our religious and political forefathers were afraid of the influences of nature and soul, steered us away from the wild, and tried to control or destroy wildness wherever it might be found. Fear of nature and soul is a fear of our own essence.
Through this split vision, the Earth and its creatures lost their divine status. The schism worsened in the 18th century, with the advent of rationalism. Without wanting to minimize the progress brought by this stage of development, it also appointed the intellect as the new divinity and dismissed all other forms of knowledge as mere superstition. The wisdom of indigenous peoples, based on intuition and dialogue with the forces of nature, was denied, or attributed to an infantile stage of human consciousness.
The myth of unlimited scientific and industrial progress, with its view of nature as a resource to be exploited, became dominant and today threatens to destroy the planet. The rejection of matter—first from a spiritual standpoint, then an intellectual one—gave way, paradoxically, to an age of unprecedented materialism.
This change of outlook impoverished our experience of the world: we lost the capacity to dialogue with other species, to recognize ourselves in the rhythms and cycles of nature, to feel comfortable in our bodies and with the bodies of others; in short, to belong.
In the second half of the 20th century, the New Age movement brought winds of change, espousing an environmental, feminist, libertarian and progressive agenda. It was a necessary turning point, fueled in part by the influence of Eastern wisdom reaching the West, and the meeting of two worlds. However, over the decades it ended up feeding the antagonism, by prioritizing transcendence as the only way to access spirit. One of the most visible results of this preference is the phenomenon that the author Robert Augustus Masters has baptized “spiritual bypassing”: the propensity to want to solve physical or psychological problems solely by resorting to spiritual (meditative, contemplative, energetic) practices; that is, using these practices as if they were shortcuts to healing. Those who fall into this confusion can avoid consulting a medical professional for serious physical symptoms; repress emotions such as anger or fear because they consider them “unspiritual”; endure abuse in the name of a misunderstood “compassion”; or avoid difficult but important conversations for the sake of maintaining peace.
Another aspect of the same phenomenon is what Buddhist teacher Chögyam Trungpa named “spiritual materialism”: the use of spirituality to achieve personal goals in the world, which ultimately denaturalizes it.
Authors such as Ken Wilber, founder of integral thinking, warn that decades of Buddhist practices for building detachment and equanimity have done little to foster the psychological and emotional maturity of practitioners. In other words, no matter how hard someone strives for peace and discipline in the dojo, temple or weekend retreat, if they do not work actively to solve their work, family or personal problems, if they do not examine their shadows and take care of the mundane details of their existence, then their efforts in pursuit of enlightenment will be in vain. Proof of this is provided by the scandals that shook the North American Buddhist community when gurus from remote monasteries, who had had little or no contact with money, women or sexuality, arrived in the United States and found themselves surrounded by a world of unknown temptations. Is it any wonder they committed adolescent blunders, and even erred into abuse? Wilber cautions: it is not enough to wake up; it is also necessary to grow up.
Thomas Moore, author of the best-seller Care of the Soul, also distrusts a spirituality that only favors transcendence at the expense of the earthly:
If we define our spirituality only in positive and glowing terms, it will become sentimental, and then it is of no use. To be spiritual is not just to pray and meditate but also to be involved in the struggles of marriage, work, and raising children; in social responsibility and in the effort to make a just and peaceful world.
In this worldview, “spiritual activism” is not a contradiction in terms but a concrete expression of love in action.
The truth is that we need both: the ascending path, which seeks the source through vision, wisdom and detachment; and the descending path, that finds the divine here on Earth and strives to express it through service, generosity and compassion.
In our lives, we naturally move from one polarity to the other: we seek out silence in search of inspiration and contentment; then we return to the world and share that peace with our community. Or, conversely: we experience some mundane event—a friend who offers help; a sky strewn with stars; a bird that feeds its young—and that propels us straight into the mystery.
We need to embrace the multidimensionality of life: to match light with shadow; being with doing; giving with receiving; spiritual elevation with psychological and emotional maturation. Recovering the feminine face of the sacred is a way to correct the imbalance and give the world the food for which it has longed for centuries: the sacred marriage that integrates opposites and brings us integrity. That very same longing inspires these pages.

A MAP OF THE JOURNEY
Human beings are makers of meaning by nature. Just as we learned to procure our own sustenance, protect ourselves from the cold and to build shelter, with equal determination we searched the stars for the reason behind our feelings, perceived symbols in the flames and intuitively understood that the trees, the waters and the sky were living beings, just like us. We asked the mountains for protection, performed rites of atonement by spilling the blood of our prey, sang the moon’s praises and celebrated the return of the sun.
Today we live infinitely safer and more comfortable lives than we did in early times, but we have lost something of the simple charm that the world held for our ancestors. Can we recover the vitality of that belonging? Can we rediscover, in the creatures and the landscape, the reflections of our inner experience? Can we once again feel intimately connected (without too much intellectual interference) with other people; with the cosmos and life itself? Joseph Campbell, the great mythologist, alluded to this deep yearning when he said:
People say that what we’re all seeking is a meaning for life. I don’t think that’s what we’re really seeking. I think that what we’re seeking is an experience of being alive, so that our life experiences on the purely physical plane will have resonances with our own innermost being and reality, so that we actually feel the rapture of being alive.
This book proposes a way back to that intimacy. Or, rather, nine ways. Nine steps across an imaginary map that invite you to go where you have never been; pick up where you left off; or simply rekindle the joy of being here, conscious and in good company, on this green-blue orb turning slowly through space.
It is a map, and not an itinerary, because it does not propose a linear route. You can enter this territory where you want—the part that is closest to you, the landscape that seduces you, the habitat you need—and create your journey organically according to your time and circumstances. What are the territories, or stages, of the map? They are dimensions of life worth exploring; topographies in which human beings have found joy, peace and fulfillment since the beginning of time.
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The division between these stages is, of course, arbitrary, since in life everything is connected by a thousand and one threads, visible and invisible. But there is value in stopping to admire each facet of the prism and wander through it, in the same way as someone who visits a planet for the first time takes note of everything he or she sees, hears and feels. Every exploration is, in a way, just a scouting of the terrain, since each station is a world in itself and will certainly deserve longer and more exhaustive visits. If you want to investigate further, at the end of the book you will find the names of travelers who have laid the groundwork for you. Or, of course, you may decide to make other journeys, guided by different compasses. The purpose of this map will have been fulfilled if, after a visit to any of the territories I describe, you leave with a desire to return.
In addition to describing the terrain, each stage includes practical activities or exercises, and it is here—in exploring these activities—where any value this book may have lies. An exercise is nothing more than self-directed learning, in which the focus is not on reaching some destination but on the intrinsic value of the path, and the intention with which you travel. Just as meditating is, in some way, waking up every time you find yourself distracted from your objective (observing your breath, for example), and gently returning to it, all practice is an invitation to return, again and again, to what we set out to do. It is the act of returning, that constant renewal of vows, that feeds slow and unsuspected transformations. As Rumi advises, his wisdom echoing through the centuries:
Submit to a daily practice.
Your loyalty to that is a ring on the door.
Keep knocking and the joy inside 
will eventually open a window 
and look out to see who’s there.
You can travel the road alone, at your own pace, stopping where something inspires you to investigate more thoroughly. But it is a good idea to be accompanied by a guide, therapist or spiritual teacher, a friend or, better yet, a sangha (a community of peers, in the Buddhist tradition). One reason for this is that some of the practices are intense and can trigger emotions and experiences that require loving containment. Another is that collective intelligence strengthens any process, resulting in greater understanding and growth for all involved. A journey undertaken on your own can be a beautiful challenge; the same path traveled in the company of other brave souls becomes an adventure. These are the territories we will explore:
1 The Jungle
In this realm we commune with wild nature. What we were, what we are, what we are made of. In this stage you will learn to make your own herbal medicine, decipher the language of birds, learn the geography of the sky. With this knowledge you can begin to recover your place in the primordial fabric of life, or, even better, to realize that you never really left it.
2 The Garden
Seeing, hearing, smelling, tasting, touching: a world of sensations awaits you in the garden. The gift of your five senses, and others you may not even know about, can open the door to a greater intimacy with the world, and other beings, if you only stop to experience them. The secret garden is only secret until you discover it.
3 The River
Its waters circle around stones, rise in waves and sweep you off your feet. This magical flying carpet is the land of imagination and that is what we cover here. This faculty transports you back to childhood; it allows you to reinvent the world and to discover it in unusual ways. What wonders does the universe hold for you when you explore it with your eyes closed?
4 The Mountaintop
Here, among the snowy peaks and in the pristine air, you can look at your life from a mythical viewpoint and discover that the road you have traveled is much more than the sum of random events. From the peak, you will see even the most arduous of your problems as just another figure in a shadow theater show. The view from the top does not erase the effort of the climb: it rewards it.
5 The Swamp
Every now and then in life you run into quicksand. The ground gives way under your feet and you find yourself stuck: you are in the swamp, face to face with your own shadow. Light doesn’t shine in this corner of your kingdom, much as you would like it to. But the swamp is daunting only in appearance. If you stop fighting it, it will surprise you with its fertility and hidden, life-renewing treasures.
6 The Village
It is here that we meet to chat, to buy and sell our harvests, to seal pacts and negotiations, to fight, to make amends. And it is here, in the shelter of your connections with others, where your greatest happiness and your greatest misfortune play out. In this realm, you will explore practices to turn your relationships—even the most challenging ones, particularly the most challenging ones—into a path of growth.
7 The Fire
We seek the fire pit at night, driven by some important event. Around its flame we mourn our departed, celebrate our victories, sing to our deities and seek their guidance and comfort. By performing rites and ceremonies, humans seek to make the invisible visible and to proclaim as sacred that which we treasure most, so that not even the gods can look the other way.
8 The Lighthouse
Life is full of demands and distractions, and the mind follows them all like a restless dog. In this station you will learn practices to calm and focus the mind, resorting to the guiding light of consciousness to return you to the only place that is truly safe: the present moment, in which life happens.
9 The Ocean
It all starts and ends here, in the deep waters of the heart. This is the birthplace of the emotions that transcend our differences: awe, gratitude, joy, forgiveness, kindness, compassion. In this stage we will nurture openness, radical affirmation and the courage to feel it all, anchored in the deep and abiding power of love.


Stage 1
THE JUNGLE
Re-wild Yourself
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I come into the presence of still water.
And I feel above me the day-blind stars 
waiting with their light. For a time
I rest in the grace of the world, and am free.
Wendell Berry
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To climb these coming crests 
one word to you, to 
you and your children: 
stay together 
learn the flowers 
step lightly.
Gary Snyder
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Remember the Earth whose skin you are.
Joy Harjo
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We walk among the broad leaves, the translucent ferns, the vines. Hummingbirds stir the air, sowing the pollen path with their wings. An emerald parrot pecks the pulp of a mango. Bees buzz. Butterflies rest in the sun. There are coconuts in the palm trees; bananas in the banana trees; a cool mist arises from a waterfall. Are we in paradise? Indeed we are: we are on Earth!
Perhaps not all habitats are as exuberant as the jungle, but each offers its peculiar richness and beauty, as well as some form of sustenance that has fed and delighted human beings since the beginning of time. We grow and live here, like the coconuts and the bananas, the bees and the hummingbirds, and nothing that happens on this planet is foreign to us. We seem to have forgotten this fact, and how to act accordingly.
The Potawatomi Indians, of the great prairies of North America, tell a creation story. One day, the Sky Woman fell towards the great sea holding a handful of seeds. During her fall, she
	The distant landscape that we spy through the window, on our way somewhere. It is not something “out there.” It is not an idea or a horizon. It is not an “other.”
	It is not Neverland (the imaginary country that gave Peter Pan and his friends the gift of eternal childhood). It is neither bucolic nor perfect.
	It is not cruel, bloody or completely unpredictable.
	It is not a resource designed to meet human needs. In the words of Thomas Berry, “The world is not a collection of objects, but a community of subjects.”
	It is not “the only thing that is real” while everything created by human beings is “false” or “artificial.”



	Pour the milk into a bowl with the flour and eggs and mix well to make a batter.
	Remove the sepals (the green parts that join the petals together); these are very slightly bitter. Add the flowers to the mixture. The petals will fall apart when you remove the sepals.
	Heat a little butter in a frying pan. Pour in a tablespoon of batter; let it cook and then turn the pancake until it is golden brown on both sides. It should look like an American pancake, somewhat thicker than other kinds.
	Transfer to a plate spread with a sheet of kitchen paper to absorb the excess butter.

	Collect the roots of at least four plants, preferably in the autumn (which is when the nutrients are most concentrated).
	Chop them up and wash them well.
	Roast them in the oven, or toast them in a frying pan on a low heat, until they start giving off a rich toasted aroma.
	Keep them in a paper bag or jar.

	Thoroughly wash the flowers and remove the sepals so they don’t give the jam a bitter taste.
	Boil water in a medium-sized saucepan. Add half the flowers.
	Turn off the heat and leave to rest for 20 minutes.
	Using a fine sieve, remove the flowers and squeeze them well.
	Bring the water back to the boil and add the rest of the flowers.
	Cover, turn off the heat and let rest for 20 minutes.
	Remove the flowers, squeezing them as before.
	Measure 3 cups of the liquid and add sugar, lemon juice, pectin and the food coloring (if using). Put this back in the pan.
	Bring to the boil for one minute, stirring until the sugar dissolves. Remove the foam with a wooden spoon.
	Put the jam in sterilized jars, leaving a space the thickness of a finger at the neck of each jar. Keep in the fridge. This jam has the consistency of honey. If you prefer a thicker jam, add 1/2 cup of additional sugar (making a total of 4 and 1/2 cups).


	Preheat the oven to 120°C/250°F.
	Wash the plantain leaves and dry them. In a large bowl mix the leaves with the oil.
	Arrange them on a baking sheet, in one layer. Sprinkle with salt and your chosen spices.
	Bake until they are crispy (not burnt). This may take 10 to 20 minutes, according to the size of the leaves. If in doubt it is preferable to take them out early, as they become crunchier as they dry out.
	Once cold, they can be stored in jars for several weeks. If they lose their crunchiness, bake them again for 3 to 5 minutes.

	Pour a handful of dry nettles (as many as will fit in a fist—about 30 grams) in a one-liter jar with a lid.
	Fill with freshly boiled water, cover and leave to cool and macerate overnight.
	Strain and drink throughout the day, either hot or at room temperature. Note that this concoction does not taste especially good even when sweetened. It has a slight taste of earth (like chard or beetroot); if you look on this kindly you can consider it another of nettle’s virtues!


	Fresh or dried plant material
	A glass bottle with a metal top
	Vodka or brandy, due to its high alcohol content. It doesn’t have to be an expensive brand; cheaper varieties will work just as well. If you don’t drink alcohol (or if you are going to give the tincture to a child), you can use apple cider vinegar instead, but you will lose some of the nutrients and components.
	Labels and a pen

	Sterilize the bottle and fill it with your chosen plant. It is important to cut it into small bits (whichever part of the plant you are using, be it leaf, flower, stem or root) so that the maximum amount of the plant is in contact with the alcohol. Fill the bottle up to the neck with your chosen alcohol.
	Stir the mixture with a wooden spoon (or chopstick) so that there are no air bubbles left in it, and label it (writing the name of the plant and the date). Leave it to rest and macerate in a dark place for four to six weeks. It is advisable to keep it in a handy place, at least at the beginning, so that you remember to shake it. This is also a good time to connect with the energy of the plant and to imprint in the medicine your healing intention.
	After the maceration time, filter the mixture using a strainer wrapped in muslin or gauze. When you get to the end, squeeze the dregs of the liquid well so as not to waste a drop of the medicine. The remains of the plant can be put on the compost heap or added to a plant pot for nutrition.
	You can use a clean jar for the decanted liquid, or reuse the same jar, but it is important if you do this to change the label, this time adding the medicinal properties of the tincture so that you have it at hand ready for use when necessary.
	An herbal tincture needs to be diluted in two fingers of water for use. There are several ways of getting the dose you need. One is to drink the liquid two to three times a day, taking 20 to 30 drops of tincture at a time. Another, more practical, way is to: take one whole teaspoon of tincture (always diluted) per day, for chronic ailments, or half a teaspoon several times a day (or every hour, as needed) for acute pains or ailments.

	Mix the ingredients to make an even dough, roll it out flat and cut it in circles.
	Bake the cookies at medium heat until the edges are lightly browned.
	Sprinkle with icing sugar.



	Before dawn, the great majority intone the “dawn chorus.” It is the most elaborate song of the day, almost as if they were welcoming the sun. Some ornithologists speculate that it is a way to mark territory before the hustle and bustle of the day begins. Those of us with a more romantic inclination suspect other motives.
	Mid-morning is the time to feed. Birds that eat worms and crawling and ground insects will feed on the ground; others will perch on branches to peck at seeds, fruits and other insects. What you will hear at this point is a “harmonic cacophony” of layered voices, full of purpose and engagement.
	In the early afternoon, when the sun is high, birds tend to keep quiet and rest. At this time you will only hear crickets, cicadas and the cooing of pigeons.
	With the sunset, the bustle of activity returns. The chorus at dusk is somewhat less elaborate than that of the dawn, but—in some seasons—just as energetic and ear-catching.
	After sunset, each bird looks for a safe place to sleep. Birds don’t sleep in nests—which are purely and exclusively for breeding and sheltering their offspring—but on tree branches and fences; or in shrubs, tree cavities, and other places hidden from predators and dangers. Some species sing songs in one area and then retreat to another, in order to mislead their predators. On the other hand, nocturnal species such as owls and birds of prey become active and go hunting when the sun goes down.
	How do they sleep without falling off their branches? As a gift of evolution, birds have developed a system for this. When a bird supports the weight of its body on its claws it activates a mechanism that locks the claws around the branch, as firm as a carpenter’s vice. Waterfowl have an equally clever technique: they sleep as a flock on the water, keeping each other warm, and the birds on the outside of the group remain in a state of semi-sleep (with a part of their brain active and vigilant). If a predator approaches, they feel the vibration of the waves through the water and they alert the others.

	In which tree or corner do they sleep at night?
	Where do you first hear them in the morning?
	Where do they build their nests?
	What are their nests like?
	How many litters of offspring do they have?
	Which member of the couple (male or female) hatches them?
	How much time do they spend with their chicks?
	What do they feed them?
	Which predators cause them alarm? How far do they fly away when a cat, a dog or a person passes by? How long does it take them to come back? This is a measure of the concern that each of these predators produces.
	Can you recognize a vocalized sound of complaint or of alarm in such situations?
	How do they react when a train or plane passes by? Hint: when such loud sounds are heard, some predatory birds (such as hawks) take advantage of it to fly from one place to another without being detected. The same sound produces an urge to flee, often in flocks, in birds that are preyed upon.
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