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  WHAT OTHERS ARE SAYING ABOUT THE UNKNOWN MOTHER

  Dielle Ciesco has magically tapped into the sacred shamanic voice that resides deep in the heart of all creation. Matrina, the Unknown Mother, reminds us that sound and words have the power to heal what ails humanity when we are willing to surrender to the Great Mystery. As the creator of Shamanic Breathwork Journeys, I believe that Matrina must have been whispering her wisdom in my ears these many years while I slept!

  Linda Star Wolf , Author of Shamanic Breathwork: Journeying Beyond the Limits of the Self and Visionary Shamanism: Activating the Imaginal Cells of the Human Energy Field

   

  In The Unknown Mother, author Dielle Ciesco has drawn together insightful wisdom, practical exercises, and powerful realizations of many of the greater understandings of all that sound is and can be, in a most creative approach. Through the eyes of a student, in a playful novel form, she incorporates the experienced discernment of an other-worldly teacher, offering penetrating messages on the power of the spoken word, the use of voice and intention in singing, mantra & toning, and the clarity that arises through silence, offering real life application to this most expansive body of knowledge, reaching toward one’s authentic being and potential.

  Zacciah Blackburn , PhD Director, the Center of Light Institute of Sound Healing and Shamanic Studies Director of Education, the International Sound Healing Network

   

  The Unknown Mother is a must-read for anyone looking to deepen their connection to their authentic voice and tune to their inner vibration. Dielle beautifully shares powerful teachings in a light hearted, fun manner that will effortlessly guide you into a brand new relationship with sound, love, and your own freedom.

  Heather Ash Amara , Author of The Toltec Path of Transformation

   

  Truly, I have not read such a well-timed and inspirational message in a long time. At the juncture of quantum recon- struction and nuclear annihilation, mankind may be ready to rewrite the chronicle of this present dysfunctional civilization. If you are ready for the next level, read this book. The Unknown Mother within you is waiting for your commands. She wants to coach you and teach you how to positively bring into play the power to speak in a new healing language. By the power of sound and speech, we can turn today’s tragic failures into a new triumphant reality.

  Modify your vocabulary and you revolutionize your destiny. Alter the way you string together yours words and you automat- ically renovate the sense of your personal history. Be aware of the supernatural properties of the words you use constantly and you gradually free yourself from the psychological dungeon of your own script. Learn how to really breathe again in harmony with the shamanic music of your universal life. The Unknown Mother is not only a wonderful Goddess of Sound; she is also a spiritual healer who knows the art of cleansing and purifying all distressing residues stuck within the cells of our body.

  Immersed in this spellbinding story, the reader will be impressed by Ciesco’s knowledge about the hidden force of her or his own human voice. I myself was fascinated to read about how my repressed emotions have a profound impact on my ability to express myself and adjust my entire life. Ciesco writes about some real universal solutions: learning to truly commu- nicate and listen to others; transcending judgment with discernment; becoming our own healer; freeing our subconscious from traumatic emotions; and, more important, coming to a much deeper acceptance of what is here and now. At the end of the story, we harness the capacity to create what comes next. Being a victim is not an option anymore.

  Patrick Barnard , Author of Music As Yoga: Discover the Healing Power of Sound

   

  In The Unknown Mother , Dielle takes us on a journey into the magical world of sound through the power of story. She makes this unseen world accessible by weaving together elements both imagined and real, and gives us tools for going deeper into its mysteries. This book is helping me in my own work as a singer- songwriter, and as an herbalist who hears the voices of the plant devas. We will all be empowered to raise our voices in a new song for a new earth through Dielle’s unveiling of the frequencies of The Unknown Mother, who literally creates our world.

  Thea Summer Deer , PhD , Author of Wisdom of the Plant Devas: Herbal Medicine for a New Earth

   

  Refreshingly deep and harmonically sweet.

  Francis Rico , Author of A Shaman’s Guide to Deep Beauty: Connecting with the Mojo of the Universe


  The Unknown Mother

  A Magical Walk with the Goddess of Sound

   

  Dielle Ciesco

   

  [image: ]

  Winchester, UK

  Washington, USA


  First published by Roundfire Books, 2013

  Roundfire Books is an imprint of John Hunt Publishing Ltd., Laurel House, Station Approach, Alresford, Hants, SO24 9JH, UK

  office1@jhpbooks.net  

  www.johnhuntpublishing.com

  www.roundfire-books.com

  For distributor details and how to order please visit the ‘Ordering’ section on our website.

  Text copyright: Dielle Ciesco 2012

  ISBN: 978 1 78099 631 8

  All rights reserved. Except for brief quotations in critical articles or reviews, no part of this book may be reproduced in any manner without prior written permission from the publishers.

  The rights of Dielle Ciesco as author have been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

  A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

  Design: Stuart Davies

  Printed and bound by CPI Group (UK) Ltd, Croydon, CR0 4YY

  We operate a distinctive and ethical publishing philosophy in all areas of our business, from our global network of authors to production and worldwide distribution.


  CONTENTS

  FOREWORD

  ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

  PART I

  SOUL SONG

  FIRST ENCOUNTER

  INVITATION

  1ST GATE: TONGUE IN CHEEK

  2ND GATE: BREATHE DEEPLY

  PART II

  NOTHING BUT WORDS

  3RD GATE: LETTERS TO THE EDITOR

  4TH GATE: BRICKS & MORTAR

  5TH GATE: TELL ME A STORY

  6TH GATE: DO YOU HEAR WHAT I HEAR?

  PART III

  BEYOND WORDS

  7TH GATE: GOOD VIBRATIONS

  8TH GATE: TONING

  9TH GATE: TRUE VOICE

  10TH GATE: RAINBOW LIGHT

  PART IV

  BEYOND THE GATES

  SILENCE


  This book is dedicated to

  my teachers

  past, present, and future

  (that should cover everyone)

  with great love and gratitude

  and to the beautiful tree

  upon which this book is written

  (or which was spared if this is digital)


  Foreword

  I have read what seem like a million self-help, religious, biographical, philosophical, and metaphysical books, not to mention stacks of fiction. So what is it that I have to say that hasn’t already been said in so many ways? If I take away the cover, the title, and the author from any book, and if I disregard the way in which the story is told, I basically have the same story…Love. When I glance at my bookshelf, I realize that I have somehow purchased the same book over and over again. I have been giving my short-term memory the same message, but forgetting each time.

  I have read some wonderful books! They have indeed had an impact on my life, some for the here-and-now and others for much longer, affecting me more deeply. Some I have been reading over and over for years now, while I have another that has taken me six years to read through once! I sometimes check something out from the library only to realize I’ve already read it.

  It seems there are many flavors of Love. Rather than fully grasp the meaning once and for all, I search for it yet again in a different color jacket, a different practice, or in different wording…an endless quest to one-up myself. The message is always the same no matter the messenger or the vehicle of the message. And while each path is clothed in a different cover with a different title, the message remains…Love. There is nothing else.

  I hope you enjoy this version of it.
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  PART I


  SOUL SONG

  Tonight I shut my eyes

  and went mute

  away

  into the arms of my Beloved

  Tomorrow when I wake

  I will not be this me

  but

  the blissful embodiment of love me

  It is I who must encourage the growth

  of the seeds of my desires

  as

  He plants them in my depths

  With a free will

  I will sing my soul’s song

  bright and clear

  throat wide, arms open


  First Encounter

  One night, I stopped believing in God. Well, my idea of God anyway. Like most people, I had this concept of a Supreme Being hanging out in the clouds watching everything I did, either smiling down and showering me with rewards or shaking his finger at me and withholding. For the greater part of my life, I’ve been looking for signs from God. I’d waited for God to rescue me in the midst of bad decisions. I’d waited for God to tell me what to do. I’d waited for God to change my life. Of course, that never happened.

  My life was nothing like what I’d expected or dreamed. Instead, it was confusing and empty, full of unfulfilled dreams, unrealized talents, and desperate longings. I thought of myself as a female Salieri, the envious composer of mediocrity depicted in the movie Amadeus . It seemed that God had given me talent with no substance…just enough creativity to elicit tantalizing praise that never satisfied, just enough half-baked ideas that never grew wings, and just enough drive to keep me forever spinning my creative wheels. Little wonder I never accomplished anything or felt satisfied...I had projected all my power to choose and to create onto my faulty image of God.

  I admit I was devastated by my crisis in faith at first. I felt frightened and alone. I felt abandoned. I couldn’t believe that I, such a spiritual person, would ever, ever stop believing in God. The thing is, when I stopped believing in the idea of a God who seemed to have an investment in keeping me miserable, I freed myself to take responsibility for my own life. I assure you, it was quite a revelation.

  I saw how I blamed God in all those moments He failed to stop me from doing something stupid. I realized with no small amount of grief that it was in my power to stop myself all along. I was waiting for a sign from God, while shirking responsibility and forgetting that that sign was me! Had I just tuned into my ironically God-given body, thoughts, and intuition, I could be living a different, less stressful life.

  When I stopped believing in my faulty concept of God as rescuer and God as authority, I began to understand God as something much different: an impersonal cosmic force. God wasn’t a man with a white beard (or a woman with an ivory mane) withholding love and approval or handing down punishments for all my faults. I began to understand God as a frequency, a universal law more closely defined as “cause and effect.”

  Feeling sorry for myself wasn’t getting me anywhere. I had become so weary of the handed-down image of what God was supposed to be. I was tired of my own image of what I was supposed to be. When I released these notions, I finally sank to my knees in surrender without the baggage of spiritual dogma.

  My head was completely clear. That’s when it happened.
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  I lit a candle and sat in front of my mirror. I’d done this before as a way to be present with myself. As usual, in the semi-darkness, my reflection began to flicker and morph, sometimes disappearing from view altogether as the candle flame danced and sputtered. I began breathing very rhythmically, gazing deeply into and beyond the image of myself. All of the sudden, a woman’s face appeared. This wasn’t just my face shifting in the darkness; it was somebody else entirely: a dark-skinned woman. I blinked, thinking it was just a perceptual illusion, a trick of the light. As quickly as the image appeared, it disappeared, leaving me wondering if I had just imagined it.

  “Stop questioning it!” came a voice into my mind, making me jump. I don’t usually hear voices. As I looked in the mirror again, the face returned, smiling. I sat blinking, rubbing my eyes, and then blinking some more. The image became clearer until I could no longer distinguish the presence of a mirror. It was as if I were sitting across from this woman. She had short, dreadlocked hair with just a touch of gray in it. She wore billowy, colorful clothing and had a glow about her. She was beautiful.

  “Hello,” she said. “I’m Matrina. I’ve been waiting for you. It’s taken you quite a while to get here.”

  “Wha…?”

  “You think I came to you ?”

  I hardly knew what to think.

  “No, Wrenne. You’ve come to me. I knew you would. I’ve been expecting you.”

  I sat there, mouth hanging open, unable to form words. She didn’t rush me. She just matched my breathing in what I think was an attempt to calm me. When I realized she wasn’t going to disappear again, I asked, “Oh God, this is it, isn’t it? I’ve finally fallen off my rocker. Or is this like Alice in Wonderland or something? Or am I dead?”

  “No, you’re not dead, child. You’re more alive than you’ve ever been. I’ve been calling you for a long time, and now you’re finally here. Now I can share a very special gift I’ve kept for you.”

  “What?”

  “You’ll see.”

  And with that, she was gone, and I was staring at myself again.
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  By the next morning, I had pretty much convinced myself that I had eaten something bad or just imagined my encounter with Matahari or Marina or whatever she said her name was. Maybe I couldn’t remember her name, but what she said and how she felt stuck with me the way a sweet dream lingers upon waking. And like a dream, it began to fade all too quickly. I was grateful it was a Saturday and debated giving myself the pleasure of sleeping late, as I had nothing to do until much later in the day. Instead, I opted for getting up, taking a nice, hot shower, and making my favorite breakfast: buckwheat pancakes with avocado and banana.

  In the bathroom, I stared in the mirror for a long time, looking at my sleepy face and remembering the stranger ’s face I’d seen last night. Would she reappear? She didn’t. So I went about brushing my teeth, looking in the mirror every so often just in case. The hot water of the shower felt so great that I couldn’t help but make an AH sound.

  “ AH ! The perfect sound to awaken. It’s the sound of prayer, a heart sound.”

  Hearing that voice, I slipped and nearly pulled the shower curtain down. When I peeked out, there was Matrina sitting on the toilet seat.

  “Oh, sorry,” she said beaming up at me with big brown eyes. “You might want to get used to me dropping in like this. It’s going to happen.”

  I turned off the water and grabbed my towel. “Christ! You scared the crap out of me! What are you doing in here? How did you even get in?”

  “You’ll find that I don’t obey the laws of physics. I’m sorry I startled you. I’ve never figured out how to appear without freaking people out. I thought the introduction in the mirror last night would help.”

  “I, ah, think I need to sit down. I feel dizzy.”

  She got up off the toilet seat and offered it to me. “You’ll be fine. Just breathe, child. Try a nice ZOOM sound.” And with that, she began making the sound ZOOM . So I joined her. After just a few seconds, I started to feel present in my body again.

  “Wow, that really works. Thanks.”

  “You’re most welcome. ZOOM is a powerful grounder. It takes the energy of the lower plexi and thrusts it down into the earth.” I repeated the sound a few more times trying to understand what she was talking about. “I think I can feel that…what you just said.” I nodded toward the door. “Um, I’m dripping all over the place. Would you mind?”

  “Oh. Of course not. I’ll be right outside.”
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  Once I’d dried off and dressed…and quite frankly, recovered my wits…I pulled open the door half-expecting the house to be empty. But there Matrina stood, looking at the books on my shelf. She looked like a tribal priestess, glowing with a youth that was contradictory to her age.

  “You can learn so much from a person’s book collection. You don’t have very many, but I really like the ones you have!”

  “Thank you.”

  “Like this one, for example: The Music of Life by Hazrat Inayat Khan. That’s a great one.”

  “I’m embarrassed to say it took me about five years to read. Not because it was a long book or hard to read or anything. I mean, I’m not stupid. It was just so…full.”

  “Oh, this is going to be fun. You already understand so much already.”

  “Excuse me?”

  “The book took you so long to read because it was written by a master who understood what he was doing. There are volumes within each sentence.”

  “That’s it exactly. Reading just a few sentences was all I could process at one time. Matrinka…”

  “Matrina,” she interrupted to correct me.

  “Sorry. Matrina, what are you here to show me?”

  She pulled The Music of Life off the shelf and held it up. “But I already read the book…several times now.”

  “Not the book, silly. The title.”

  And that’s how my lessons with the magical and profound being who called herself Matrina began.


  Invitation

  “I’ve been watching you for a long time, child.”

  “That’s a little eerie.”

  “Come now. I know you’re aware that you’re never alone, but looked after by teams of beings interested in your well-being.”

  “You mean like angels?”

  “Angels, guides—by any name, nothing is ever hidden to them. There’s nothing to be embarrassed or ashamed about.”

  “I can think of plenty of things.”

  “The point is, I know you. I understand you. I see you. And I’m here to help you. I’m not here to teach what you can find elsewhere. There are other sources you can turn to if you want to learn about the fundamentals. Of course, you’re not a beginner, so I won’t treat you like one.”

  “Beginner at what? What exactly are we talking about here?”

  “Toning, sound healing, and the mysticism of words.”

  “But I don’t know very much about that. Maybe we should start at the beginning.”

  “You’ve spent lifetimes on this stuff, my dear. You are a master already. You just don’t realize it yet because you’ve been using that mastery for self-sabotage instead of self-benefit. That’s all about to change. I’m here to inspire you with a provocative perspective that will lead you to your own explorations. This is an invitation. Do you accept?”

  Her invitation created a storm of thoughts in my mind. She wasn’t a large woman…not at all…but she seemed to fill the entire room with her presence. I had to close my eyes to her expectant expression and imposing energy just to think straight. This woman suddenly and magically appears in my life, tells me things I barely comprehend, and then says she’s there to help me master what I’ve already mastered. Who is she? What does she want from me? What does she expect of me? What if she isn’t who she says she is? What if this is all some kind of trick or temptation? Am I actually going insane here or is something of spiritual significance actually happening to me…ME!

  Seeing the confusion, doubt, and bewilderment in my face, Matrina said, “I can see you need some time to sort out your thoughts, but let me just say this isn’t really a decision for the mind. You’ve got to ask your heart what it wants. I’ll be back for your answer.”
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  I didn’t sleep much that night. I didn’t know how to feel what my heart wanted, and my mind continued to battle itself with logistics. I weighed the pros and cons of accepting Matrina’s offer. I even prayed to the God I thought I’d stopped believing in. I was terrified to commit to something when I had no understanding of what I was getting myself into, yet I couldn’t seem to let go of the idea. I felt like a bone in the teeth of a dog. Would I have to quit my job? Would she expect payment? Would I have to move to India or something?

  That morning, still undecided and panicked, I finally flipped a coin. Heads, yes; tails, no. The coin fell right out of my hands, rolled across the hardwood floor, spun around a few times, and settled…tails up. My heart sank in that moment, and I knew it had spoken. My heart’s answer was “Yes!”

  “Fantastic!” Matrina appeared the instant I had my unwavering answer. She dove right into the first lesson. “Do you ever get the feeling that words don’t quite cut it anymore?” she asked.

  After I nodded, she continued. “We can no longer express with words our emotional states, our revelations, our transformations. Words fail. We are in the very beginning stages of what might take years or even decades of transition. The human race is developing a Universal Language. The practices that will assist humanity—and assist you—in reaching this higher communication will include all the things I’ll share with you: vocal exploration, meditation, and energetic practices such as chi gong and yoga. Through these techniques, you are going to completely overhaul your nervous system and your energetic makeup to allow the emergence of this language within you.”

  To be honest, half the time she spoke, I had no clue what she was talking about. Yet some part of me did understand.

  Matrina continued.

  “Humanity must pull its faith out of the symbols we call words and begin to write new dictionaries. We must redefine words that hold a negative charge, liberate words that are misused, and reclaim those that have held us in throes. This is more important than ever, as words are being used to manipulate on such a massive scale.”

  “Boy, that’s for sure. Everything seems so upside-down these days. I can’t bear to watch the news anymore because I no longer believe any of it. I feel powerless to change anything. Are you saying there’s something I can do?”

  “Change starts with each individual. We must begin to exercise new ways of being, creating, and dreaming with words. We must pull the sword of our impeccability from the stone of tradition and reclaim our throne as King of our castle. This is the true meaning of the return of the King. It isn’t one person, some savior out there, but you and me—all of us.”

  “Sounds like the Arthurian legend.”

  “The mythology doesn’t really matter. It’s all the same story. Humanity must begin to use vitalized breath in very focused ways—for example, through toning and glossolalia.”

  “Vita-what? Through what-ails-ya?”

  She ignored my confusion. I noticed she had this annoying habit of not answering my questions sometimes, but I came to understand that she simply didn’t want to entertain my need to know. “We must free our right brains and the entire mechanism, material and immaterial, of the throat center. We must give reverence to Sacred Sound and practice in community with one another.”

  “You’ve lost me.”

  “Only your mind thinks that—the part of you that wants to understand everything I say by categorizing it and packaging it up according to your current perspective. But I say to you true, my message is getting through. Just take a moment. Don’t think. Let go. Then I’ll continue.”

  That was a bit of a challenge given the intensity of my shock over everything—the mirror, a woman suddenly appearing in my bathroom, and all the talk about things I’ve never heard of. Still, I did my best to follow her advice. I spent a few moments breathing deeply and then nodded.

  “To affect change, you must begin to show up vocally in unusual circumstances and places, boldly breaking convention and social norms. You must help humanity free itself from its vocal paralysis, restoring Free Will and Free Speech. Engage others with an uninhibited spirit and wake yourselves from sleep. Spread out in all directions, appear in sudden moments, and brandish the wand of the fifth chakra upon the slumbers of the unconscious.”

  “Wow, this is all very…woo woo.” I lived in a city among the flakier of flakes, but this was taking the cake.

  Matrina ignored this too and continued.

  “It’s time to educate one another so we begin to recognize the tool that lies dormant in song. Learn the subtleties of vibration and the impact our voices have on ourselves—our very DNA!— on each other, and on our world. Open your eyes to see. Sound penetrates into many dimensional realms.

  “Use sound as you walk through your day, reinforcing love here and dismantling fear and illusion there. Use sound to clean up our messes, our buildings, our planet, the water, the very air, and our relationships. It can be done. Once we recognize that sound can pollute, we can take measures to counteract the damage caused from decades of our ignorance.

  “It’s time to use sound to communicate with physical objects, the astral realms, our intuition, and our mental bodies. We must use sound to communicate with our very bodies and to help us alter our nervous systems for the coming changes. We must use sound to communicate with the No Sound, the Source of all that is.”

  I’m pretty sure I was drooling by this point, my mouth flopped open, my eyes wide, one eyebrow raised in incredulity.

  “I’m speaking a Universal Language that is merely clothed in English. You are going to learn to do the same. Your speech must be as free from the contamination of mental constructs as possible. It has to be—you have to be—completely free of fear.”

  “I’m feeling a bit overwhelmed here. I mean…man, I don’t know what I mean. This sounds so exciting, but so confusing too. It almost sounds like you’re speaking another language.”

  “There is nothing you need to do except listen. The energy stored within each word I speak will do the rest. It will awaken you if you allow it. Are you ready?”

  I merely nodded.

  “This is a call, an invitation, to the initiation of reclaiming your Voice. Not the little voice with which we speak or sing daily. This is the Voice with a capital V, the voice of your creation, the Voice of Life.”

  Matrina made a V with her fingers, like a peace sign and placed them at her throat. As she did so, I noticed a light emanating from her hyoid bone, the area at the base of her throat where there really is a little V. It startled me. I wondered if she knew she was glowing. A look came over her, full of ferocity yet filled with love.

  “For a very long time, the Voice has been patiently waiting for you to bring it into full consciousness. This is a call to awaken the lion that sleeps. You’ve been wielding your words like feathers for so long, when all along they were more like swords, piercing your mind with their poisoned tips, striking out at yourself and those you love and those who are different from you. For so long, you’ve accepted your universe and all of the concepts in it without question, unknowingly using words to fortify your dark and lonely castle when you could have used them to create a beautiful, inviting garden. For so long now, something else has held the power of the word and used it against you and the people you love. No more.

  “In accepting this invitation, you are not promising anything to me or anyone else. You are making a promise to yourself with full consciousness. You are making a promise to become aware of the units we call words and to reclaim the power in every symbol you speak. You are promising to end gossip in every dimension, speaking only of what you truly know and only of those present to hear. You are promising especially to clean up the gossip you spread about yourself, whether in your own mind or out loud. No more disempowering yourself or anyone else ever again. You are promising to use your words to inspire and create joy, peace, and abundance with no conditions.

  “I don’t know what will happen when you say ‘Yes.’ It’s your path and yours alone. I do know, however, that it will be a wonderful and mysterious journey along which you will encounter many challenges and receive many rewards. It can be the single most powerful and loving act of self love you could ever grant yourself.”

  I felt tears come to my eyes.

  “The meaning of life is the meaning you give it,” she continued. “That sounds so simple to understand, but this is one truth that resounds in every reflection of your life. You are the creator. If you can surrender your need to understand this or to deny it, you can begin to understand the importance of reclaiming your Voice.”

  I felt something happening for sure. My heart was racing. It felt like every cell in my entire body was bouncing with wild anticipation to be reunited with this truth, this remembering.

  “The word is a powerful tool, powerful beyond human understanding. Every word that takes form in our minds or comes out of our mouths is a brick in the scaffold of our reality. If we were in our right minds, we’d be experiencing a world of immeasurable respect, justice, and love. If. But we are not sane. In fact, as a species, we’ve been very ill. Our gift of words has been hijacked by something that would gladly see us destroy ourselves rather than relinquish its control. In the Toltec mythology, which predates the Aztec, this something is likened to a parasite or predator. Others may call it the ego, but really, that just confuses people and makes the ego the enemy.

  “It’s time to become more conscious of how we use our voices—whether we write, speak, or simply think. More importantly, we must do this in ways unrelated to the trappings of our language so we can sidestep the hijacker and express ourselves from the place of our integrity. Once we strengthen that integrity, we are then free to return to language with greater wisdom, greater mindfulness, and greater compassion for ourselves and others. It’s not that we worship the power of the word as a god in itself, but rather we begin to treat it with the utmost respect and humility. The word is one of the most powerful tools that we as creative beings can wield.”
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