Witch is Rich with a Lisp: Putting Problems into Perspective
Clever little title is it not?  But surprisingly, it was the inspiration for this essay.  I am sitting quite comfortably at my desk, getting my groove on with some Phish.  I have got the old prosperity candle a-glowing, and am so desperately seeking a career change.  I have determined that steady night shift is the closest thing to Hell on Earth.  Humans are diurnal creatures, regardless of how much we’d like to be nocturnal, and I think I’ve been on this shift so long that my teeth are getting pointy!

With this circumstantial information at your disposal, here I sit pondering my ever-shrinking bank account and of all the years of education that got me to this point.  Why doesn’t this prosperity magick just hurry up!  
…and that would be the problem.  
You, my friend, are a witch with a lisp!  You are screaming your desire out into the ether, but much like a physical lisp, you are distorting the sound by throwing constraints upon it.  You are stressing something that cannot be stressed, the true nature of a thing.

For magick to work, the desire must be clear, it must be intense, and it must be bold.  It must also be simple.  Instead of working from the perspective of how you want it to work; trust that the environment of your life will deliver you what you need, or will move you to where you need to be.  There are times that problems exist simply because we have lost our way; the problem is a reminder to get back to more important things.  Trust in the nature of magick, which is life, and know that life begets life; it will always enable life and help it to prosper.  
Magick is life; it flows from the heavens like pure, fresh snowfall on a mountain, which in turn becomes the gentle mountain stream.  Those unique iridescent snowflakes do not choose where they will ultimately land; they follow their nature, falling from the sky like glittering diamond dust.  When it warms the snowflake will melt, becoming a water droplet, rolling its way downward, picking up minute particles of dirt, until the land around it herds it with others it its kind for its long journey back.  

As the slow warming continues, more drops of life are freed from their crystalline prisons, all following their nature.  They continue to join the other individual drops of life downward, feeding these small, miniscule ripples in the land.  The water, following its nature, its direction, continues to move downward, making even the hardest of stone chip and yield to its collected will.

Downward this ever growing body moves, its might focused on one thing, its collective desire.  When the hard contours of the land refuse to yield, this expanding army climbs.  Furiously it begins wearing away from above and below, crashing over ancient stone and plummeting ever downward, crashing on the rocks below, as it moves rapidly towards its destiny.  

With more and more of its kind, this tiny, insignificant liquid particle at the extreme top of a colossal mountain of dense, unyielding stone, now roars downward with such force that it cuts even the hardest of Earth.  Ever moving forward in its desire to fulfill its destiny, it flows freely with its own kind without restraint, first in the river, then in the ocean, completing its destiny and ready to begin the cycle anew.

As the cold snowflake once fell from the sky, it began its life as a drop of water in a warm ocean.  The scorching golden sun heated it, changing its form into vapor, and then floating amongst the winds, it collected into clouds of like vapors.  When the circumstances were correct, it fell, freezing into a truly unique, eternal, perfect snowflake.  

This is a tiny snowflake that fell onto the top of a mountain, and with like minded and all-together individual snowflakes, literally moved the Earth to achieve their collective purpose. Magic, like water, follows the path of least resistance.  Much like an individual drop of water, it will find the easiest path and flow down the mountain until it joins up with other, like-minded energies. 
Magick is not casting a single spell or performing a powerful ritual and expecting windfall gains.  It would be great if that were the nature of things, but it is not.  Each little spell, each tiny drop of desire that you pour into your magick is a snowflake falling gently onto the top of a mountain.  Over time, the more snowflakes that fall weigh down upon the mountain, eating away at it, falling away, melting, carrying with it a small piece of the mountain and becoming the stream, the river, the ocean, and once again purified; the snowflake.

As Witches, we can tend to sabotage ourselves at the most inopportune moments.  In my case, I have been waiting to hear about a student loan so that I can take my very last class.  I’ve worked at it, I’ve thought it out, and I’ve worried and fretted and obsessed about it.  I have also been doing myself a disservice directly due from the constant doubt, fear, and worry.  While most of the blame for the situation can fall upon the shoulders of inefficient and ineffective school and government bureaucracies, I too have built up this mountain through my obsession about the entire situation.  
I have helped to create that must now be worn down.
Think of a little problem, any little problem, and visualize it as a pile of dirt.  All problems, no matter how small or large are a mountain.  A little problem, like a tiny ant hill, can be scoured away with just the smallest amount of rainfall.  The larger the problem, the higher the pile, and the higher the pile, the more rainfall needed to wash it away.  

Rainfall alone may not destroy a mole hill in one afternoon, yet with the help of a garden hose, the mole hill becomes history.  However, a garden hose will have little effect on Pike’s Peak.  It takes a torrent of rainfall and snowfall to wear such a large mountain down.
Look to my home state of West Virginia.  The Appalachian Mountains are one of the oldest mountain ranges in the United States, and yet, they are also the smallest.  Seasons and cycles of rain and snow have ground, shaped, and worn away the vast bulk of the mountains over hundreds of thousands of years.  Today the Appalachian range is puny in comparison to the Rocky Mountains or the Himalayans.  

It takes time and patience to chip away at big problems, big mountains, while ant hills and mole hills take little time to remove.  The difference is mass, small problems tend to be simple and obvious.  Larger problems tend to appear complicated and intertwined; each layer of the problem connected with other layers and feeding off of the chaos it generates.  

The truth is that all problems are small problems.  An ant hill is created by industrious ants piling dirt into a mound one grain of earth at a time.  A mole hill is nothing more than many particles of earth clumped together rising above the flat, airy horizon.  A mountain may be mighty and overshadow all that surrounds it, yet it too is composed of nothing more than small particles of earth.
It takes time and patience to tear down a mountain, yet it ultimately will occur.  With each drop of snow one more particle of the mountain will be carried into the sea.  

One drop.  One grain.  One step closer to freedom.  

As Witches we must remember that everything is simple, everything has a nature and must follow its nature.   Our efforts to change the nature of a thing can create obstacles, damming that life-giving stream, forcing it to flow around an unnatural distraction from its ultimate destiny.  In our screaming desire for change we can get in our own way by dictating, even subconsciously, how the magick should flow.

Magick follows the path of least resistance, so make sure that instead of placing obstacles in your own path, you instead concentrate on removing obstacles along the way.  Instead of worrying about the problem, add some more snowfall to the top of the mountain.  In this manner you will be allowing this newly formed river of life to flow the way that it must flow…towards the completion of your desire.

Blessed Be,

-Phoenix Forestsong

