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Opening the Heart 
 

 recently went to an Enneagram workshop presented by our friend, Robin Cameron, at her 
beautiful home in Sedona on the banks of the playful Munds Creek.  This was a session that 
focused on the Enneagram Type 7—which is my type (in spades!).  Robin conducts these 

workshops monthly, inviting those of each type to share their “type” experiences at each 
session.  Like all of us, we 7s want to know more about ourselves—but we bring boundless 
energy to the process.  There were 13 of us that morning and the room was buzzing. We formed 
a panel and Robin asked each of us several questions about our experiences, good and bad, of 
living as our pleasure-seeking selves.  And then she reminded us that the Type 7 has no direct 
energetic line to the heart, and that it is often difficult for us to truly feel emotions.  So, she 
asked each of us what opened our hearts.  Some of us said obvious things like cute puppies, 
adorable babies and glorious sunsets.  But, when she came to me, I was stumped!!  Of course, I 
tear up in movies and at Hallmark commercials. But I couldn’t really think of what moved me so 
deeply that my heart tingled. 
 
We are all aware of what closes our hearts in the world today: political idiocy, meanness of 
spirit, marginalization and injustice.  But like probiotics that settle our stomachs, we need to 
cultivate heart openers to soothe our souls. 
 
The drive from Sedona, where Robin lives, to my house takes about 45 minutes through the 
gorgeous Oak Creek Canyon, rising almost 3,000 feet in elevation, always a spectacular drive—
but not the truly heart opening experience that I was seeking.  However, the time in the car 
gave me an opportunity to think about what really moved my heart to skip a beat, to shudder in 
awe, to open to the fullness of life.  So, on that drive I came up with the following list that I am 
keeping open on my desktop to update. 

 The thematic music from the last act of the Puccini’s opera “Turandot” 

 The astounding beauty and promise of my granddaughter 

 Celebrating the Eucharist 

 Snow on the San Francisco Peaks against a deep blue sky 

 Non nobis Domine, Henry V Soundtrack 

 The charm of my grandson 

 The deep love of my daughter 

I 



 True acts of kindness 

 Oak Creek Canyon glowing in the Fall 
 

And the list will grow. 
 
While I was pondering all the ways to open my heart, Monk Gary O’Connor sent me this poem, 
written by America’s first Native American Poet Laureate.  I am so happy to share this with each 
of you. It opened my heart and I hope it will open yours, too. 
 

Eagle Poem 

  

To pray you open your whole self 

To sky, to earth, to sun, to moon 

To one whole voice that is you. 

And know there is more 

That you can't see, can't hear 

Can't know except in moments 

Steadily growing, and in languages 

That aren't always sound, but other 

Circles of motion. 

Like eagle that Sunday morning 

Over Salt River.  Circles in blue sky 

In wind, swept our hearts clean 

With sacred wings. 

We see you, see ourselves and know 

That we must take the utmost care 

And kindness in all things. 

Breathe in, knowing we are made of 

All this, and breathe, knowing 

We are truly blessed because we 

Were born, and die soon, within a 

True circle of motion, 

Like eagle rounding out the morning 

Inside us. 

We pray that it will be done 

In beauty. 

In beauty. 

  

~ Joy Harjo ~ 

 

May you rejoice each time your heart opens to the beauty of life.  And may you be aware when 

that happens.  Many blessings and wishes for true peace. 
 
        ~~  Abbot Ann 


