STAYING IN THE GRACE

 Noel Frederick McInnis
You can compare the nature of universal consciousness with the effects of a stone thrown into a pool of water. When a stone hits the water’s surface, concentric circles of waves form, surrounding the point of impact. These ripples move to the shores of the pool. When the shores are reached, the energy bounces back toward the center of the pool. We are all a part of the shores of this pool. We are touched by the waves of the universe, and we react to them. ~Ina Cüsters-van Bergen, The Temple of High Magic, p. 17 http://www.scribd.com/doc/42852186/The-Temple-of-High-Magic
STAYING IN THE GRACE
Rowing as Your Own Flow 
within the Cosmic Go

 Noel Frederick McInnis
I treat myself as I treat a child I love. In respecting him, I dignify all aspects of the human condition. In observing him, I eagerly expect him to demonstrate much that is human. How can it be otherwise since he is human and all that he is must be human, and I respect that which is human. I bring no harsh judgment to him. In accepting all that he is, he need not fear me. I love him because he is who he is and I will not and indeed cannot hurt him. Thus, we exist in a state of grace, in a state relatively free of the tensions and fears born of chronic impending destructive judgment, criticism, and castigation. 
~Theodore Isaac Rubin, Compassion and Self-hate. P. 165

If only we'd stop trying to be happy, 
we could have a pretty good time. 
-Edith Wharton
STAYING in the GRACE
(A Preface to Clear Minds)
Grace is the gift of being in harmony with all that is.... It is when one is in communion with the creative source of all being. It is joyful immersion in the flow of the cosmos. This unison with all beings, all things and all events leads to a deep sense of belonging and connection…. Grace is when you harmonize with the symphony of the cosmos.
~http://www.artofgrace.org/whatisgrace.html~

I was introduced to all-encompassing boundless grace at the age of five (summer, 1941) by a group of waterbugs, and it has taken me 72 years to find the language with which to satisfactorily convey what it signified to me. 
In the meantime, one day in the mid 1970’s, when I was faltering in my resolve to see a difficult project through, a friend advised me to “stay on the case.” I was so taken by the phrase that I began substituting it for the customary parting salutations of “goodbye,” “so long,” “see ya later,” etc., until my habitual words of parting became “Stay on the case!”
This practice continued until 1983, when I became the editor of Barbara Marx Hubbard’s 1600+-page typewritten manuscript, The Book of Co-Creation, an inspired (as if channeled) commentary on the Biblical New Testament. To accomplish this purpose, while additionally supporting some of Barbara’s other numerous endeavors, my since-deceased wife, Rita, and I moved into Barbara’s greystone mansion in Rock Creek Park, Washington D.C., which she and everyone else referred to fondly as “greystone.”
As I became increasingly inspired by the gracious cosmic insights of the Co-Creation book, I began calling Barbara’s mansion “grace tone,” and soon thereafter revised my unconventional parting salutation to “Stay in the grace,” a practice that continues to the present day.
Although the term “grace” has a variety of meanings, both practical and sublime, the deep intra-cosmic grace of boundless wellbeing that this memoir signifies is neither a cultivated nor a practiced virtue. Such grace is utterly involuntarily on our part, a gift of ultimate wellbeing endowed from the deepest within-ness of all that is and entirely of its own accord. The presence of its boundless wellbeing is unqualified and unconditional, as well as unmerited and uncreated by anything we may do. Rather than happening to us, such grace happens from within and as us. Our very aliveness is an embodiment of this grace, since we do not bring the gift of our existence upon ourselves, which would require that we already exist in order to do so.
In other words, the cosmic graciousness of which I speak herein is non-contingent upon any person, place, thing, behavior, timing, etc. whatsoever. It rather just is, in manifestation of the unbidden beneficial presence of gracious wellbeing that Jesus was referencing when he advised, “Consider the lilies how they grow: they toil not, they spin not; and yet I say unto you, that Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like one of these.” Luke 12:27. 

Unlike ourselves, lilies have no tendency to get in their own and each others’ way while being as they naturally are. And so does cosmic grace likewise naturally happen of its own accord, through no flair, thought, deed or other contriving of one’s own. (For an account of voluntary gracefulness that one indeed may self-engender and cultivate, see any unabridged dictionary for the many definitions thereof.)  
Uncreated grace has also been signified as utter acceptance of our being, likewise with no calling forth thereof on our part, as noted, for instance, in the title of theologian Paul Tillich’s famous sermon on grace, “You are Accepted.” It was upon my reading of this sermon nearly a half century ago that I realized I had received its gracious message nearly three decades earlier from a group of waterbugs, and had utterly accepted in turn its deep embrace.
As is my custom throughout these pages, additional commentary on the foregoing, along with bibliographical information implied in the paragraphs above is supplied in “Further Reflections: Staying in the Grace,” p. XX
GRACE HAPPENS
There are said to be creative pauses,

pauses that are as good as death,

empty and dead as death itself.
And in these awful pauses,

the evolutionary change takes place.

~D. H. Lawrence~

One of the highest delights of the human mind

is to perceive the order of nature

and to measure its own participation

in the scheme of things.

~Le Corbusier~
At the age of five I was graced by a group of waterbugs. At that young age, of course, neither the term “grace” nor what it signifies was known to me. Yet some decades later it became quite apparent to me that “grace” is indeed what the waterbugs had revealed to me, and that I had received its gracious message, though only in the realm of what philosopher Michael Polanyi called “tacit understanding” – the more that is known by one than one can ever say.
The occasion of my learning from the waterbugs’ “teaching moment” was subsequent to the hard consequence for me of my single mother’s marriage to a farmer. Until then I had been raised in the small northern Illinois town of Mount Morris, under the loving daytime care of doting grandparents, while my mother worked as a full-time secretary in a local magazine agency, and I enjoyed many hours of daily play with the other neighborhood children.
When my mother and her new husband (now suddenly also my stepfather) returned from their honeymoon, I was immediately transplanted to the town’s rural countryside. I quite naturally continued to feel a far greater affinity for my grandparents and their cozy home in town, than I felt for my abruptly acquired new family life in a sparse rural household that lacked electricity (thus requiring kerosene lamps), central heating (thus requiring wood-burning stoves) and plumbing (thus requiring a hand-operated water pump and a chamber pot – which became my twice-daily chore to empty and clean – and an outhouse into which I dumped its contents.) 

Since I had no siblings, nor were there any children on the adjoining farms, I had instantly gone from enjoying the daily company of many playmates to having none at all, and to being no longer blessed with the heartfelt grandparental care to which I had become so adoringly accustomed. Feeling suddenly abandoned and all alone in the world, I was adrift in the devastating turmoil of a roiling sea of mental and emotional anguish. I might as well have been transported to another planet, like the Earthbound Martian, Valentine Michael Smith, in Robert Heinlein’s novel, Stranger in a Strange Land. 

My only other feeling in this utterly unwelcome situation was that of curiosity, as I wondered what a farm is all about. Fortunately for the gracious course of my lifetime ever since, I opted for my wonderment, though still languishing in my grievance over a way of life that had so swiftly ended. I set out to explore the farm’s acreage to see if there was anything worthwhile in this strange new world, something that I might “grok” (to use one of Valentine Michael Smith’s favorite Martian terms).

I soon came upon a slowly-flowing creek located down road of the farmhouse, which was my first experience of flowing water in anything other than a faucet, a curbside gutter, or a river. I walked along the creek until I arrived at a wide place in the stream where its water was quite still, and where several waterbugs were flitting about on its surface. I was immediately fascinated by the outwardly expanding and laterally interweaving circular waveforms that the waterbugs’ flitting movements set in motion on the mirror-like surface of the creek’s otherwise almost still water. I became utterly mesmerized by the way these expanding circles overlapped and blended via mutual interpenetration, rather than obstructing one another’s passage.
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While marveling at the water’s welcoming accommodation of any number of these multiple waveforms, I lost all sense of personal history and passing time, until at one point I quite suddenly felt strangely warmed from deep within. I was inwardly moved by a feeling of being in total at-one-ment with the all-at-once-ness of everything that ever was, is, or will be. I experienced being welcomed, accepted and permeated by a universal presence, an omni-dimensional and all-encompassing variation of the creek’s inter-circular accommodations of the waterbugs’ endless flittings, which illumined my sense of being far beyond what any words – not even all words –are adequate to signify.
To express this incident in words not then available to me, I intuitively experienced the pattern of cosmic interconnectivity. I utterly sensed the immediate and beneficent presence of an eternally existent and universally gracious self-ordering cosmic field, the all-embracing essence of everything that potentially, possibly, and actually has existed, does exist, or ever will exist, myself included – a unifying field from which nothing is ever left out, and in which there is no such place as “away.” I experienced what I today understand as the “infinite and eternal within-and-in-between-ment of the cosmic all-that-is,” in the unifying presence of which there is no “somewhere else” to which anything can be tossed aside, lost, or abandoned. Every who, what, where, when, why and how within this unifying presence is always and only here within the field’s presence, and can never be “away” from here. 
My experiencing of always-and-in-all-ways-belonging here within the beneficently unifying cosmic field was far more than a mere feeling of at-home-ment in the universe. It rather was an unshakable knowing, from the deepest of the deepest of the deepest of the ultimate depths of all being, that forever within and as my own being I am a center point of at-one-ment within the universal homestead of all that is, a homestead whose circumference is nowhere and whose center is everywhere (to cite an ancient Hermetic metaphor).

Far more than feeling centrally embraced within a universally all-inclusive gracious cosmic cuddle, I felt that I myself am the universal cosmic embrace of each thing that is by all-that-is. Every cell in my body was infused with an unqualified certainty that I utterly belong within an infinite and eternal gracious cosmic homestead as that all-encompassing graciousness itself, because my own being is a sourceror of the cosmic all-that-is. In addition to the conventional directions of forward, backward, leftward, rightward, upward, downward, inward and outward, I briefly experienced a ninth direction that I would eventually signify as “allward.”
Only in retrospect, and many years later, did I recognize that what I was thus experiencing was a direct intuition of the self-ordering principles that command and govern all activity throughout the universe, and which I now am able to understand in terms of an only-now emerging 21st-century cosmological synthesis. I lacked any words at the time with which to describe the depths of this intuitive experiencing, and least of all any words like those with which I now can describe it: “self-ordering,” “cosmic field,“ “embrace,” “cosmic cuddle,” “infused,” “homestead,” “cell,” or (least of all) “allward.”Nor was I then inclined to reduce to mere verbiage my creekside intuition of the entire cosmic order. The deep certainty of my whole-cosmos insight was so intensely personal that not only did I feel utterly incapable of describing it, neither did I sense any requirement or impulse to verbalize it. 
To this day the feeling is unspeakable, and at best can be only spoken about as I am relating it here. For a timeless moment of the eternal “now” I had felt utterly self-fulfilled in the gracious source and essence of universal awareness that is signified in the statement, “everywhere I go, here I am.” I directly sensed an all-encompassing and all-transcending source of right-here-and-right-now infinite and eternal wellbeing that is far, far beyond what any combination of words can adequately signify (including all words that have ever existed or one day will exist in all languages).
Among the words with which that deep feeling can at best be only scantly referenced (and which no kind or amount of verbiage can reproduce in one’s own consciousness) are “the universal within-and-in-between-ment of all that is,” “the at-one-ment of all-at-once-ness,” “beneficial presence,” “radical inclusion,” “ultimate belonging,” “unbroken continuity,” “unconditional acceptance,” “allward.” Stringing some of these terms together, I now can signify “grace” as “the unqualified, unconditional, unearned beneficial presence of being accepted by, included in, and belonging to the at-one-ment of allwardly and graciously unlimited universal wellbeing” – a definition, however, that with each successive word does ever less justice to the source and essence of grace as I for one brief moment of boundless eternity had experienced it.
Because no available term of reference, nor any combination of terms, can even begin to signify what I was feeling, a fully definitive description thereof – even should the feeling be repeated and thus felt afresh – will forever reside in a tacit dimension. And this shall ever be the case so long as I am communicating within the limitations of a referential reality of material processes and forms, wherein words at their most effective are nonetheless mere mental floss that may temporarily cleanse one’s cerebrum of thought decay, yet which in due course succumbs to such decay itself. 
Hence my profound empathy for the longing of ancient Taoist Chuang Tzu:
Fishing baskets are for catching fish. But when the fish are caught, you forget the baskets. Snares are for catching hares, but when the hares are trapped, you forget the snares. Words are for conveying ideas, but when the ideas are understood, you forget the words. How I’d like to talk with someone who’s forgotten all the words.
I indeed had found something worthy of “grokking” as I walked back from the creek to the farmhouse, with a deeply intuited conviction that I am a harmless being who is safely embedded within the gracious beneficial presence of a harmless universal essence, and that I can neither experience doing any harm, nor being harmed by any other, so long as I do not consent to such experiencing. Thanks to the antics of the waterbugs, I had effectively made what I would many years later refer to as “one ‘L’ of a journey from being alone [with one ‘L’) to being all one [with two ‘L’s’).” I had experienced a demonstration of what I would one day discover in the words of Oliver Wendell Holmes: 

A mind that is once stretched by a new idea, never regains its original dimensions.
In keeping with my own extraordinary mind-stretch, I returned to the farmhouse from my momentary experiencing of the timeless all-at-once-ness of transcendent at-one-ment, having no trace of concern about my formerly perceived and painfully felt abandonment.  My prior experiencing of world-shattering alone-meant had become an utterly historical footnote, a mere incidental former fact that was of no further moment to me. My feeling of being forsaken had graciously forever vanished, never again to return as anything more than an occasionally remembered far-away faint echo of its former once-upon-a-time intensity. 

In short: my sense of abandonment had itself been utterly and permanently abandoned. Without my then knowing what “grace” means, grace nonetheless had happened, and had left me with a sense that bracious wellbeing would be with me all the further days and ways of my own being. And in the meantime I kept my creekside experience entirely to myself for nearly four decades, until I had a conceptual framework within which to begin expressing it in words.  
The dynamics of raindrops on water illumine what I consider to be the foundation of all forms of cosmic expression. As a complement to this dynamic demonstration of the cosmic “this is the way it works,” I recommend listening to Robert Hunter's lyrics to the song, “Ripple,” as recorded by the Grateful Dead and featured at http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lVdTQ3OPtGY, and whose lyrics are at http://www.lyricsfreak.com/g/grateful+dead/ripple_20062296.html.

Hunter's poem, especially in its Grateful Dead rendition, is the greatest verbal testimony presently known to me that conveys the essence of what the waterbugs and I shared in the incident described above.  

To the extent that one "gets" Hunter’s lyrics to “Ripple”, one likewise "gets" what I call "The Cosmology of Wellbeing," as articulated at URL forthcoming
See also “Further Reflections: Grace Happens (The Infinite and Eternal Within-and-in-Between-ment of All That Is),”p. 35)
GOOD NEWS
One evening a Cherokee grandfather told his grandson about a battle that goes on inside people. He said, "My son, the battle is between two wolves inside us all; one is evil -- it is anger, envy, jealousy, sorrow, regret, greed, arrogance, self-pity, guilt, resentment, inferiority, lies, false pride, superiority and ego. The other is God -- it is joy, peace, love, hope, serenity, humility, kindness, benevolence, empathy, generosity, truth, compassion and faith." The grandson thought about it for a minute and then asked his grandfather. "Which wolf wins?" The old Cherokee simply replied, "The one you feed." 

~http://www.huffingtonpost.com/locke-rush/choosing-to-feed-the-godl_b_623234.html~
During the Christmas season that followed my summertime reverie with the waterbugs (a season that included the famed Pearl Harbor “day of infamy,” of which I then was blithely oblivious), I came to an instant and unpremeditated knowing that Santa Clause is not real. I’ve no idea just how or why this sudden experience of “gnosis” occurred, because I was unaware of anything that had either been said or done that would make the unreality of Santa Clause so all-at-once and utterly clear to me. 
I just matter-of-factly came to an unbidden conclusion that Santa Clause is a fiction.
Nor was there any tinge of doubt in my conclusion. I just knew that Santa isn’t real, with an unprovoked and unquestioning realization that was unaccompanied by any subordinate clause of mental or emotional reservation – just an instant self-revelation that Santa Clause is not real!
I was so pleased with this do-it-myself-realization that I quickly ran to my mother to show off my smarts.

“There isn’t really a Santa Clause, is there?” I declaratively asked her in full confidence of her immediate confirmation. Rather than saying “no,” however, she gave me one of those lovely “no-but-yes” answers that sensitive, loving parents can come up with in situations that have the potential to be emotionally delicate. 
She apparently was unaware that I was utterly pleased with my realization, and comfortingly explained that just as some folks dress up like Joseph, Mary, shepherds and wise men to act out the story of Jesus’ birth, so do some men dress up as Santa Clause to celebrate the practice of a very good man named Nicholas, who long ago became famous for giving toys at Christmas time to all the little children in his town. She strongly emphasized that both of these dress-up occasions were meant to celebrate what once had really happened.
Then she told me that because her name, “Carol,” was a Christmas name, she had decided to give her children Christmas names as well, which is why she had named me “Noel,” and would name my eventual sister, “Holly.” She then further told me that my name, “Noel,” means “good news,” which made my sixth Christmas the most distinctly memorable of all the 77 winter holiday seasons that I have experienced thus far.
Up until that moment I had often disliked my name. It was so different from those of the Tom’s, Bob’s, Jim’s, John’s, Joyce’s, Jane’s, Judy’s and Suzie’s who populated my small hometown that some kids made fun of it. Yet the moment my mother told me that my name means “good news” I felt that with a life-long Christmas present like that, I had no need for a real Santa Clause, nor any need to be further concerned over what others thought of my name. 
Just as suddenly as I had realized that Santa is not real, I instantly and enthusiastically concluded that the purpose of my life is to LOOK FOR good news, to BE good news, and to BRING good news to others. With only an occasional exception thereafter, what other kids said about my name was no longer any of my business. In my sincere belief that I AM good news – not THE good news, mind you, yet good news nonetheless, no matter what anyone else might call me or think of me – most subsequent teasing about my name (other than during the very few exceptions) no longer offended me. 
On the exceptional occasions when I did reciprocate other’s teasing about my name, whether in a reciprocally insensitive (angry) or overly-sensitive (weeping) manner, in retrospect of each such incident I always recognized that in every exceptional case I was ceasing to be the good news with which I feel so deeply gifted on behalf of ever-ongoingly looking for, living out, and bringing it to others.

Nor did I ever resort to defending my name by explaining what and how much it meant to me. I rather kept my “good news” identity and mission entirely to myself, sensing wisely that those who were inclined to tease me would make even more fun of this as well – like, for instance, what I witnessed many decades later when my second wife’s young son muttered, in response to a “New Age” speaker’s affirmation that “I am God,” 
There goes the neighborhood!
From that Christmas onward, whenever grown-ups would ask me what I wanted to be when I grew up, rather than honestly saying “good news” I equivocated by saying “unusual” instead, which in its own way was just as truthful. No one ever made fun of this nonconventional response, and either laughed (perhaps concluding that I was being playful), or else looked at me as if I was being somewhat weird – which also was in its own way quite true because, as I would later learn, the original spelling, “wyrd,” signifies (among other things) the outward personification of one’s fate.  
However, knowing that I am “good news” told me nothing more than what I am, and left unanswered in my mind such questions as what it really means to be “good news,” and how to go about finding and being it. Only four decades later did I discover the work of meta-psychiatrist Thomas Hora, who taught that one’s purpose in life is to be a “beneficial presence.” I wished that I had been the one to coin Hora’s term, because I recognized it as the best answer to my years of wondering how to be good news. 

A few more years thereafter I made a list (undisclosed to others) of some ways that I could be a beneficial presence to all concerned, which I likewise tended to keep entirely to myself while occasionally consulting it, until the fateful 2001 day of 9/11, when the question of how I may best go about being good news was starkly clarified in my mind. 
While watching (on TV, near San Francisco) the twin towers of the World Trade Center as they imploded their downward course to naught but rubble, as had in Biblical times the twin cities of Sodom and Gomorrah, I perceived the 9/11 horror to be a life-defining moment for every human being on the planet. Knowing from my readings in depth psychology, as illumined by many mindful monitorings of the scope and substance of my own feelings, that both a potential Hitler and a potential Mother Teresa are lurking in the psyche of every human being, I was convinced that every person on the planet was being given this super-urgent 9/11 wake-up call to make a choice of which of these starkly contrasting inner potentials to cultivate and nurture.

The Old Testament makes utterly clear the ultimate purpose of such moments of choice: “I have set before you this day life and death. Therefore, choose life.” (Deuteronomy 30:19) 
With the evidence at television’s hand of thousands of victims, and os the examples being set by hundreds of “first responders,” I consulted my “beneficial presence” list and contemplated my own challenge to choose liveliness over the soul-numbing, self-deadening and egoically-driven striving for dominance over others, along with the ragingly competitive world-trading consumerist “pursuit of happiness” that so pervasively defines contemporary mainstream consciousness. I decided from thence forward to mindfully dedicate my life to the fruition of a liveliness-enhancing set of self-affirmations: 
· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a further extension of humankind’s inhumanities to other human kindred. 
· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a reactionary impulse that creates me in the image of those whose forceful impulses I outwardly discredit. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an instrument of the either/or retaliatory worldview that ongrowingly recycles mutual vengeance and revengeance. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a compliant agent of those whose purpose is to shape, direct, instruct or otherwise conform me to their own purposes.

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than a mere defender of the things that I possess, of the thoughts that I profess, and of the feelings that I express. 

· I am here to be a beneficial presence to all concerned, to be more than an expression of self-defeating teachings, preachments and ideologies, of outworn trends and fashions, of conventional wisdoms handed down, of yesterday’s reasons handed over, and of momentary meanings that last only for a season.

In short, I affirmed myself to be a consistent example of good news to all concerned, by being all of who and how I most authentically am when I am being no less or other than a truly and fully self-realized beneficial presence. And like all else that is gracious in this book, these affirmations of beneficial presence are not about myself per se, they are rather what I feel all selves are on Earth to be about. 

To the considerable extent that I have yet to fully embody this overall prescription for being good news, I can at best point to it as a list of merely “good ideas.” Only to the degree that their prescription becomes behaviorally embodied in all of my thoughts, words, and deeds is it possible for my life to point from their multiple affirmations of good news. 
Only what I have fully owned (i.e., have fully embodied) can thereby be truly and fully shown. Otherwise my life is mostly “tell” with little else to “show” for it. Hence the advisory mantra with which I precede my parting “Stay in the Grace!” in every email: 
 Though I don't always get what I'm looking for, I do always get what I'm looking from.  
As for my gracefully being a beneficial presence to all concerned, the “all” thereby concerned signifies the universal kindom of lifekind, the common unity of at-one-ment and at-one-meant of everything that lives and of everything that is life-supportive, and whose oneness is everywhere centered in all persons. My own being as a “good news” beneficial presence is the all-prevailing (though often dishonored) rule of this kindom, not an exception thereto. Accordingly, as I elsewhere elaborate in these pages, the allwardly pervasive universal kindom of all lifekind is inclusive of the entire cosmos, and is thereby self-sustaining of the unified wellbeing of all that has ever been, ever is, and ever shall be. 
Likewise is my understanding of cosmological wellbeing yet to be fully embodied by me with utterly consistent mindfulness (see the footnote on p. 5). In the meantime, cosmological wellbeing qualifies as a meta-psychological perspective because it likewise is not merely about my own psyche, and rather signifies what all psyche’s are ultimately about: our enduring trans-personal life journeys, not our passing ego trips and their associated self-trappings.
(See also “Further Reflections,”p. XX)
BEING AS WATER IS . . .
It is difficult

to get the news from poems

yet men die miserably every day

for lack of what is found there.

~William Carlos Williams~
Following the timeless interlude of my first deep creekside intuition of grace at the age of five, whenever I thereafter felt greatly stressed or otherwise in requirement of solace, I would visit the nearest creek, or at least recall in memory my first creekside visit. This practice drew me to a succession of creeks during numerous occasions of angst in the four decades that followed, especially as I moved quite frequently around the country from Illinois to Madison WI (1974), to Portland OR (1975), to Montevallo AL (1976), and to Aspen CO (1977).   

When, in 1973, I faced the looming prospect of another occasion of major uprooting and all-alone-ment, I once again had an impromptu and timeless powerful "being-here-now" experience while consulting a creek. This time I was sitting on a flat rock mid-creek, and it is what I heard rather than saw that would once again leave me feeling profoundly moved when, to the accompaniment of the creek’s gurgling water, a lovely song emerged in my consciousness.

At the time of this lyrical water-born occasion I was facing the looming prospect of imminent homelessness. I had just separated from my family, only to learn that in addition to an impending divorce, the termination of my career was also immediately at hand, as the director of a non-profit educational foundation, The Center for Curriculum Design (CCD), in Evanston, IL, which had supported me in being among the co-founders of the North American environmental education movement in the late 1960’s through the early mid-1970’s. 
I had no idea of where I would next be going, with whom I might be, or what I would be doing for my livelihood. Making these circumstances even more tenuous, the CCD was headquartered in a fully functional house, from which I was also about to be displaced. The reception area was the house's former living room and continued to be furnished accordingly, complete with a couch that was now serving as my bed. The three colleagues with whom I worked were present only during daytime hours. Therefore, if the present means of my livelihood were not being withdrawn, I could have looked forward to living a rent-free lifestyle in my foundation's literal "home" office.

The immediate occasion of my audible mid-creek consultation was a two-hour mid-day intermission during an October environmental education workshop I was conducting at a rural convent-administered school in St. Catherine, Kentucky. Having experienced creekside walks as consistently antidotal to any feelings of disconnection, I took advantage of the school's bucolic woodland setting by walking along a creek in the nearby countryside. As I strolled along the stream I imbibed the atmosphere of the warm, hazy, autumnally splendiferous early afternoon, whose riot of leafy colors and smells slowly eased me from distraction by my "Dear God, now what?" angst.

As if in answer to that existentially anxious query, my intention and attention were both drawn to a place mid-creek where water was gliding over a rock and making a gentle gurgling sound. I entered the creek to sit on a flat and somewhat higher rock next to the gurgle, whose steady outer babbling quickly laid to rest the inner babblings of my interlocking multiple uncertainties. 

 Upon utterly surrendering to my viewing and auditing of the gurgling water, I “heard” it "sing" to me. Its heavenly chorus felt like a long-forgotten yet familiar treasured memory, a melody whose lyricism momentarily erased my sense of despairing separation and all-alone-ment, and in my lingering contemplation of the song's three verses I once again ceased feeling one “L” of a way from being all one.
When I returned to the workshop, I joyfully sang the three verses to the nuns and students, even though I was at a loss to adequately verbalize the circumstances of their origin. Several days later, however, a marvelous portrayal of the entire occasion came to me as I was asleep on the office couch from which I would a few days later be displaced. I was abruptly awakened by a pre-dawn flow of words that I felt compelled to write down and entitle “The Gurgle”:
THE GURGLE

I touched the endless thread of time one day

while sitting in the middle of a stream.

I had been enjoying the autumn countryside,

marveling at how gracefully the day

was ebbing into twilight,

and the summer into winter's time,

knowing that I, too, faced a coming darkness,

a cold time in the journey of my soul.

A leisurely walk along the stream had loosed my mind

of churning over memories of doings and events

whose working out now tumbled me

toward the dreaded valley of the shadow.

My attention had been drawn

from past mistakes and future dread

to an island just my size,

a rock that was parting the waters of a wide place in the stream.

The presence of that stationary island made me wonder

where the flowing waters tended:

whence were they falling,

and where would they next arise to fall again?

The water made a gurgling sound

as invisible as a candle's flame is silent,

and I recalled a clear, dark night in early childhood

when I first realized that the burning of a star

is like the Earth beneath my feet,

becoming grass becoming cows becoming milk

becoming me becoming . . .

I made my way into the stream,

sat on the island just my size,

and fixed my eyes upon the place

where water was being tumbled over a rock

that rested next to mine.

I watched the gurgle for some time,

only to find it timeless—

it was just there,

in contrast to the ever-moving water that sustained it.

Gurgles are timeless

as long as water is on time,

ceaselessly flowing back to where it comes from.

I stuck my finger in the gurgle,

and modified its timeless tune somewhat,

but for no longer than the duration of one finger.

Like the water, I was passing through.

Yet something in me yearned to stay there with the gurgle,

so I replaced my finger with a large stone.

Now the tune was altered for the duration of a rock—

more enduring than my finger

but less presumptuous than a pyramid.

As I contemplated leaving, never to return,

I wondered if the gurgle would ever be visited

by the same water twice.

And then I heard an audible silence

that was gurgling deep within:

“Don't ask me where I'm going, no one can really say.

Though I've already been there, I'm always on the way.

My journey's never finished as onward I ascend,

from end of my beginning to beginning of my end.

“Don't ask me where I come from, the answer's near and far,

as recent as this moment, as distant as a star.

My here is made of elsewhere that elsewhere flows through me,

some ashes from a far-off sun, destination: galaxy.

“Don't ask how long I'll be here, we'll never really know.

The only thing eternal is the now through which we flow.

If you look downstream to see what's passed, or behind for future's clue,

you'll miss the beat the heavens keep as they go dancing through.”

As it was so wonderfully said by poet William Carlos Williams:
It is difficult to get the news from poems yet men die miserably every day for lack of what is found there.

Four more years and four relocations later, I wound up in Aspen, CO, once again feeling adrift in the deep ambiguity of the dragged-out mid-life transition that I had brought to the gurgle experience. In Aspen I abided what I have subsequently come to call my “Grand Parenthesis” – the life of a somewhat aimless, semi-vagrant, semi-employed divorcee, still hanging out between wifetimes and careers in a succession of equally marginal live-in situations, with so sense of how and where I would ultimately settle back into a “normal” lifestyle. I was languishing in a vocational limbo, not knowing what I would next be doing, and neither knowing when, where, what, how and with whom I might be doing it 
For some months of my year in Aspen, I was housed in a church basement as its night watchman (as well as a board member), sleeping on an air mattress on the floor of a Sunday School room,, barely eking out financial subsistence as a street-corner and coffee-house singer/guitarist, and by playing the piano in restaurants and ski lodges, all the while billing myself as “The Wondering Truebadoor.” I also cooked (for hire) a weekly Christian men’s Tuesday morning fellowship breakfast, as well as twice-weekly lunches for Aspen’s senior citizen meals-on-wheels program, and for a few months I was the head chef in a small downtown Aspen Chinese diner called “The Longhorn Dragon Restaurant,” whose unusual distinction was further embellished by its pigtailed owner’s Mexican heritage via the Philippines.
The few actual oriental persons who entered the restaurant took one look at us and turned away.

I had arrived in Aspen from my final assignment as an environmental educator, the statewide directorship of a statewide environmental education program that I had administered at Alabama’s University of Montevallo. This being my fourth relocation in as many states and many years, I was once again feeling one “L” of a way from being all one, and accordingly sought solace beside a creek, which in this instance is a mountain stream that alternately tumbles and meanders down-slope into the Roaring Fork River just downstream of Aspen. 
While making a leisurely ascent along the creek, I was struck by the stark contrast between its occasionally placid stretches and its swiftly tumbling white-watery passages. Its alternating rhythm seemed to emulate the stream of my own consciousness, as well as the uneven pacing of my life’s heretofore alternately timorous and tumultuous course. Feeling urged to fathom what such correspondences might indicate, I sat down with pen and paper in hand and solicited the creek’s advice, asking in my mind, "If you were literate, what message would you have for me?"

As if the creek indeed were literate, this is what I “heard” it “say” to me:
FLOW

Be,

as water is,

without friction.

Flow around the edges

of those within your path.

Surround within your ever-moving depths

those who come to rest there—

enfold them, while never for a moment holding on.

Accept whatever distance

others are moved within your flow.

Be with them gently

as far as they allow your strength to take them,

and fill with your own being

the remaining space when they are left behind.

When dropping down life's rapids,

froth and bubble into fragments if you must,

knowing that the one of you now many

will just as many times be one again.

And when you've gone as far as you can go,

quietly await your next beginning.
The inflow of this message made over my entire outlook on life, so immediately, profoundly and permanently, that ever since that occasion, whenever I have been in anguish and no matter where I might be, I am able to regain my equilibrium by merely recalling my deep embodiment of creek-born advisements to keep on gurgling within whatever is emerging from my life’s flow. I have ever since continued to heed this counsel, whenever called for, while awaiting with equanimity whatever may be next as I proceed in the spirit as well of a mantra that always comes to mind whenever I feel myself impeded by uncertainty, “Bless the appearances, full speed ahead.”
And hence also my consistent advice, likewise in six words, to folks who consult me on how to handle any difficulty they may be facing: “Flow wherever your heart says ‘GROW’!!.”

(See also “Further Reflections,”p. XX)

. . . WITHOUT FRICTION
Life allows us no freedom of friction.
Yet freedom from fiction is always an option.
~The Wizard of Is~
During the series of relocations between my displacement from Evanston, IL, and my arrival in Aspen, CO, I took a good look at my entire life from the perspective of the one and only thing that all of it had in common. That was when I recognized the one person who had always been and would always be my truest companion:

I have a true companion whose company I would never be without.
This companion, not quite sure how to relate to me,
wavers back and forth between acceptance and rejection.
Sometimes my companion is like a friend, and sometimes like an enemy.
Sometimes my companion treats me lovingly, sometimes hurtfully.
And sometimes my companion treats me with indifference.
Why do I consider this companion to be true?
Why do I treasure such fickle company?
Because there is one way that my companion never ceases to be faithful:
Everywhere I go, here I am. 

These words came to me as a way of accommodating my recognition that the only thing common to all of my experiencing is my own participation in it. The occasion of their emergence followed my decision to undergo a novel approach to therapy. Though I had no means to compensate a professional therapist, I took to heart a psychologist's statement that the most effective therapists are those who successfully draw forth the inner wisdom of their clients. 
I was accordingly fortunate to have access to the very person that an effective therapist would consult: myself. And on the chance that I might be a source of therapeutic inner wisdom, I decided to check in by sitting quietly with a blank sheet of paper and pen in hand, while awaiting any emerging insight concerning my most painful trouble-meants. I began my first blank-paper therapy session by contemplating my mixed feelings toward myself. Eventually the words "My True Companion" appeared on the paper, and over the next several minutes the foregoing self-I-opener came forth.

[True Companion}

In my subsequent and frequent contemplations of these words, I made considerable peace with my tendency to be often upset with myself. Upon feeling thus significantly removed from my own case, I devoted another blank-paper therapy session to my felt need to make peace with the upsetting behavior of others. I once again waited until the words "Hopes and Expectations" appeared, and in due course another self-I-opening insight emerged:  

Please do not believe me   
if ever I should say that you've upset me.
I sometimes forget the true source of my feelings.  
You cannot make me sad, impatient, angry, 
 or otherwise dis-eased.
Only a hope or expectation of you on my part
which you have not fulfilled can move me thus.  
I am too human to be without hopes and expectations,
and I am also much too human to live always in the knowing
that my hopes and expectations have no claim upon your being.
So if I say that you've upset me, please forgive me for attempting
to disinherit my own self's creation of my pain.
And please do not ignore my deeper message:
I care enough about you 
to include you in my hopes and expectations.
Problems
Where does this stuff come from:

Wizard of Is

Most powerful session:

I promise hereafter to live in such a way

That I will; never again have to wonder,

“What if I’d been real?”

Insofar as one’s life can be free from friction,  it comes to this:

I am the only one of me

the universe shall ever see,

and at being who I am

I have no rival.

Yet whenever I try being

other than who I am,

I am no one else's equal.

Only when myself is all I choose to be

is my life no contest.

 (See also “Further Reflections,”p. XX)

FLOWING with WHAT GROWS on ME
May what I do flow from me like a river, 

no forcing and no holding back, 

the way it is with children.
~Rainer Maria Rilke~
The “Flow” poem was not the only gift of grace that I received during the “Grand Parenthesis” of my musically accompanied year of hanging out in Aspen. Sensing that what most readily “goes with the flow” is a dead fish, I opted for flowing instead with whatever seems to be growing on me. 
One thing that has grown on me since childhood is a heartfelt though eclectic sense of music appreciation. The word “appreciation,” as any realtor or real estate appraiser will verify, signifies increase in value, and I tend to increasingly value any music to which I give myself significant exposure. Upon exposing myself to any form of musical expression long enough, it tends to grow on me. 
For example, if I listen long enough to any CD of music that I initially does nothing for me, after three or four times of listening I will usually have at least one (and often several) favorite tracks on the CD, to which I will listen again and again until I can sit down at a keyboard and play their melodies by ear. The occasional exceptions to this tendency remind me of the farmyard wisdom that “You don’t have to drink the whole pail to know that the milk is sour.”
My first experiencing of music appreciation occurred at the age of four, when my biological father (then divorced from my mother) gave me a harmonica and I discovered that I could play by ear any song I heard on the radio that in some way moved me. (At that time I was moved most deeply by so-called “hillbilly music,” while my father was a classical musician, and that is a story all by itself, some of which is also best kept to myself.)
While flowing with music’s tendency to further grow on me during my 14 months in Aspen, I flowed as well with my transportation challenges. Lacking an affordable vehicle, I surrendered to the opportunities afforded by hitchhiking. I quickly surrendered to thumbs-up mobile adventuring when, as I was arriving at Aspen’s city limits two days prior to the 4th of July in 1977, the brakes on my antiquated Thames Freighter van gave out. The replacement parts from Great Britain were as expensive as another used vehicle would be, and being unable to pay for either, I chose to hitchhike wherever I went, which was my only available alternative until another vehicle became affordable – which, as things turned out, didn’t happen while I was in Aspen. 
I not only hitchhiked the 83-mile round trip to Glenwood Springs three afternoons and nights each weekend to play piano at the Buffalo Inn restaurant, and occasionally to Denver (another story to follow), I also hitchhiked to both Portlands, in Oregon and Maine, and then from Portland, Maine to Los Angeles (via Aspen) where my Denver experience had led me to next settle in early September of 1978. I viewed my approximately 10,000 miles of thumb-upping to and fro from Aspen to wherever else as an opportunity to live fully in what Albert Einstein considered to be the most important of all questions: Is the universe friendly?
My first cross-country trip to Portland, OR, was occasioned by an opportunity to address a class of environmental students at the University of Oregon in Eugene, a final carryover of my former career as an environmental educator. I chose Portland as my thumb-trip’s destination because I knew someone there with whom I could stay for a few days. 
This hitchhiking adventure began with an initial ride to Glenwood Springs, where my journey was next accommodated by two raucously inebriated and uninhibited young redneck cowboy types who were on their way to Northwest Colorado. This was an unexpected substantial ride for the first leg of my journey, and despite their alcohol-fueled exuberance, they nonetheless seemed safe enough to be with . . . until we left the west-bound Interstate, and headed to their northern destination far too swiftly for safe negotiation of the winding two-lane mountainside road that led there. 
As we twice came dangerously close to going over the side of the road into a deep canyon – near plunges which they didn’t even seem to notice – I nonetheless knew better than to tell drunkenly exuberant young redneck cowboy types how to drive. I instead felt urgently moved to uncase my guitar and play all of the country music classics I could remember, inviting them to sing along. Thanks especially to Hank Williams’ teary-beery-bleary eyed songs of loss, lack and abandonment, they quickly mellowed out and considerably slowed our northward pace. The remainder of the trip was without further perilous incident. 

On the trip to Portland, Maine, my first ride was again an unanticipated boon, as I was invited aboard a Volkswagen full of hippy types of both sexes (if not more), who were on their way to Stamford, Connecticut. (It became quickly clear to me that I had been sub-culturally profiled by virtue of travelling with a guitar.)
This unexpected substantial first ride netted me 97% of my journey with a single hitch. There was also a further bonus hitch to my instant companions’ hospitality, because they were so friendly in their non-stop sharing of one another’s joints – both herbal and physical, the latter aspect to my considerable embarrassment but not at all to theirs. My inhalation of second-hand smoke reduced the 1500 miles of travel time to what seemed to be just a few hours. We stopped only for gas and food, and to change drivers (as well as sleeping partners in the back of the van, with one lovely potential sack-mate I politely declined to participate when invited, because “I don’t want to give anyone what feels like an oncoming cold”) during an otherwise uninterrupted drive-through. 

My next ride was with a Harvard graduate who was headed to a fraternity reunion party. I asked him if there was a piano in the fraternity’s party room, and whether in return for playing live background music during their festivity I might bed down overnight in the frat house. There was, I did, and I stayed the night accordingly. 
The next morning he told me that it was the most easy-going fraternity party he had ever attended. “For some reason,” he said, “we didn’t get into the usual quarrelsomeness and fighting that so often happens when we get together.” He did not realize, as I did from the very start, that once again the “some reason” was my mindfully chosen selection of music to keep drunken minds within the ballpark of what some folks in those days were calling “mellow yellow.”

I could share numerous further adventurous stories about my 10,000-miles of here-there-and-everywhere hitchhiking gigs, all of which added to the conclusion that I drew from the precarious mountain road adventure: the universe is friendly when I am being friendly. The universal wellbeing of cosmic reality, which I’ve so deeply tapped into alongside various creeks, can be actualized within and as our own being, though only to the extent that – and in the unique manner with which – each of us actualizes it within and as our individual and collective embodiments of cosmological wellbeing. For while the form of reality’s friendliness (or otherwise) is in part determined for us, the ultimate form thereof is determined through and as us, as acknowledged by India’s first Prime Minister, Jawaharlal Nehru:
Life is like a game of cards. The hand you are dealt is determinism; the way you play it is free will.

In addition to my thumb-tripping musical adventures, my impromptu street corner and ad hoc coffeehouse gigs, and my piano-playing in multiple restaurant venues (the latter often in exchange for meals and tips), I also played the piano for a ballet practice class at Aspen community college, and for a high school production of the musical, Oliver. What I took away from my 14-month exploration of a possible music career is that when I am depending on music for my livelihood it ceases to be great fun – the two Portland excursions being hugely notable exceptions, because I was then playing directly from my life and for my life. Thus ever since my Aspen-based sojourning days, music has been a secondary avocational aspect of my more prosaic ways of generating livelihood.
(See also “Further Reflections,”p. XX)

AFFORDING
I am home. Wherever I go, peace is my home.

I don't need to rush to get anywhere,

I have all the time in the world.

When you dwell in peace you do have it all.

Nothing more is needed,

and everything cannot then but be all enjoyed.

~Yogi Turtle~
Among my various resolutions of my housing situation while in Aspen, the most adventurous was my service as the sleep-in night watchman at a church near the center of town. It was in the parking lot thereof that I had slowly and cautiously managed to get my vehicle when its brakes began giving out completely while I was entering Aspen’s city limits.
Not that I was taken by surprise by this turn of events, because I could feel them progressing toward such failure ever since the cross-Texas portion of my journey to Aspen from Montevallo, AL. And because the experience of getting to Aspen had a deep philosophical bearing on my experience of being in Aspen, including my night watchman ship, it is best reviewed just now.
The relativity of faith first dawned on me as I was moving myself and my possessions across the southern United States from Montevallo, Alabama to Aspen, Colorado, in a barely functioning Thames Freighter van.  My diminutive British vehicle sputtered along, hovering chronically on the verge of breakdown, as I intermittently muttered what was then my favorite mantra: "If only I had more money I’d be secure." 

Among other things, I would surely have a more functional car. 

My entire life to that point had been shaped by my assumption (anticipatory mindset) that money is the basis of my security.  And seldom had I felt so insecure as when this trip took me through the Texas barrens, far from any service for failed vehicles. 

Spontaneously, for no discernable reason, I recalled Jesus’ statement: "Not that which goes into the mouth defiles a man, but that which comes out of the mouth is what defiles a man."  (Matt. 15:11)  For the first time, I recognized this proclamation’s pertinence to the relationship between my thought (a.k.a. my “word”) and my experience.  And for the first time I also wondered: Is it feelings of security that will attract money to me, rather than money that will assure my feeling secure?

In the shift of mind that accompanied this insight, I experienced an instant diminishment of anxiety.  Though my immediate situation did not change, my relationship to it was suddenly quite different.  

The Freighter remained faithfully on the verge of chronic breakdown until I reached my destination . . . whereupon its brakes immediately gave out.  Replacing them, as well as everything else required to make the vehicle of further use for travel, was far beyond my current means.  The van continued to serve me only as storage for my belongings, as I learned the performing art of thumbing for transportation.

During 10,000 miles of hitchhiking in the year that followed, including an adventurous journey from Portland, Maine to Los Angeles, I came to truly trust the universe.  My once chronic feeling of prevailing insecurity was further banished.

Ever since my initial moment of recognizing right relationship between money and security, money has become less and less essential to my perception of well-being. Though I continue to value money, I value it quite differently as my security becomes ever-more grounded within. Though I may still at times feel insecure in particular circumstances, I am no longer able to be insecure as a way of living my life.  ←from BMOP 01

Although I felt insecure during the first 40 years of my life, I always knew what it would take to overcome my insecurity: having “enough.” And although I was unsure of just how much “enough” would be, I chose to equate affording it with having enough money. Since I equated security with money I kept telling myself, “I’ll feel secure when I have enough money.”
I told myself this even while I was affording the good life, living with my wife and two children in an expensive suburb on Chicago’s North Shore, wanting for nothing that money could buy . . . yet all the while feeling that even this was not “enough.” Instead of being happy with all that I was affording, I continued to dwell unhappily on what I could not yet afford. I was sorely afflicted with the “affluenza” that someone has described as “a painful, contagious, virally transmitted condition of overload, debt, anxiety, and waste resulting from the dogged pursuit of more.” (An earlier description of this affliction is attributed to Will Rogers: “Spending money one doesn’t have to buy things one doesn’t want, with which to impress people one doesn’t like.”)
Only after a change of fortune four years previous to this trip had ended this affluent lifestyle did I begin to slowly awaken to what I today perceive to be the true relationship between security and money. This awakening occurred in the early summer of 1977, as I was moving by meager belongings across the southern United States from Montevallo, Alabama to Aspen, Colorado, in a marginally functioning Thames Freighter minivan. The diminutive British vehicle (shorter, narrower, and lower than a VW van by approximately 20%) was sputtering along, chronically on the verge of breakdown, as I internally muttered my favorite mantra: "If only I had more money I’d be secure." For instance, I would most certainly have a more secure form of transportation.
My life at that point was still governed by my assumption that money provides security, and seldom had I felt less secure than when this trip was taking me through the Southeast Texas barrens – miles and miles of mile after mile, far away from the nearest service for failed vehicles should my minivan break down.
It was then, for no discernable reason, that I recalled Jesus’ pronouncement: "Not that which goes into the mouth defiles a man, but that which comes out of the mouth is what defiles a man." (Matt. 15:11) As I recognized for the first time this proclamation’s pertinence to the relationship between mind (mouth) and thought (ideas issuing from the mind), I wondered: Is it possible that feelings of security are more likely to attract money to me, than is money able to make me feel secure? Perhaps I'll have enough money when I feel secure. 
With the shift of perception that accompanied this insight, I experienced an instant diminution of my anxiety. Though my immediate circumstances did not change, my relationship thereto was profoundly altered. I had released my feelings of self-negation where money was concerned. I had let go of being at money’s effect. And I ceased to angst about the condition of my vehicle, trusting that no matter what happened I would yet again make good on my mother’s frequent estimate of my escapades as a child: “No matter what you get yourself into, you always come out smelling like a rose.”
Ever since that day, money has been at most marginally related to my perception of well-being. Though I continue to value money, I value it quite differently as my security becomes ever-more grounded within my expectancy of goodness. (Expectations of goodness take particular forms that may or may not manifest. Expectancy of goodness allows it to show up in forms far more wonderful than I might imagine.) 
Though I still may sometimes feel momentarily insecure in particular circumstances, I am no longer able to sustain an insecure state of mind.. Having released my former attachment to insecurity, I am no longer at its effect during occasional moments of its premonition. In short: insecurity no longer has a secure residence in my perception.
As I was within less than a day’s travel to my destination, on a long straight hill south of Denver my brakes began to give out, and I decided to coast it out at whatever speed I attained. Only when I was close to the bottom of the hill did I discover that it ended with a remarkable turn to the left. I managed the curve while tilted precariously upward on my two right wheels. A hitchhiker I had picked up earlier that day immediately excused himself from further travel with me.
With semi-blind faith I proceeded to the highway that would take me to the Aspen turnoff in Glenwood Springs, and on which I encountered what seemed like an endless succession of downhill runs that I successfully negotiated only by shifting into low gear at the top. It occurred to me at one point that if I lost control and had to “abandon ship” before it dropped off a cliff, I could handle the loss of all my possessions without great remorse. Needless to say, since that eventuality did not occur I still have many of them 34 years later (mostly files and books). To this day I experience that losing stuff is far easier to make peace with than the idea of releasing it.
In any event, my Thames Freighter remained faithfully on the verge of chronic breakdown without giving out until I reached Aspen’s city limit . . . whereupon its brakes gave out completely. Recalling once again my mother’s affirmation about smelling like a rose, I idled along in first gear until I came to a church parking lot where I could park it for the time being. Within a few weeks I was a new member on the church’s board.
Since replacing my brakes (as well as everything else required to restore the vehicle to a travel-worthy condition) was far beyond my current means, the van henceforth served me only as storage for my belongings, which the church allowed me to park permanently – yet another rosy fragrance to add to my record. In the meantime I cultivated the performing art of thumbing for transportation. During 10,000 miles of hitchhiking in the year that followed, including a sometimes precarious journey from Portland, Maine via Aspen to Los Angeles, there to begin my Science of Mind ministerial studies, I came to fully trust the universe. My once pervasive, chronic feeling of insecurity was even further banished as my 10,000 mile thumb-test of what Albert Einstein considered the most important question (“Is the universe friendly?”) was answered, “yes.”
Although my heartfelt realization of the true relationship between security and money – that I’ll have enough money when I feel secure – occurred amidst perilous circumstances on the Texas barrens, I previously had a mental semi-realization of this truth a year and a half before during a one-day personal silent retreat on Oregon’s Cannon Beach. While contemplating the ocean’s tidal dynamics, I was moved to open my wallet and consider how my relationship to money had drastically changed since my reversal of fortune, during which I had acquired a more modest outlook on “affording the good life.” I was then further moved to write the following I-opener:
One upon a time I lived in the land of Affluence,
From the perspective of this new outlook I have developed a secure relationship to money, which is based on the amount of money that is present in my life rather than on the amount that is absent. In other words, I am no longer absence-minded about money. 
Today my relationship to money – and everything else – is based upon the enough that I am affording, rather than on the enough that I am not affording. Each dollar in my wallet or checking account is enough to purchase what I am choosing to spend it for, just as every other thing in my life is enough of whatever it is – even while additional enoughness continues to be forthcoming.
I no longer associate the word “can’t” with “afford.” Instead, I am thankful for my enjoyment of the enough that I am choosing to afford right now, rather than mournful of any additional enough that I presently am not choosing to afford.
I also give thanks that I am myself enough – enough to make the choice to do what it takes to afford the additional enough that I intend to bless with my enjoyment of it. When something that I desire is beyond my current means, I remind myself that I can choose to afford it, either by reordering my priorities to free myself of a lesser enough, or by doing what it takes to create the means required for a greater enough.
Thus have I forgiven my former absence-mindedness.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

As night watchman, Rev. McInnis facilitated the apprehension of a notorious interstate church burglar, whom he subsequently served in his jailhouse chaplaincy.

*************************
For the past 25 years I have trained myself to see money in terms of its presence rather than its absence.
· I place my largest bill on top of the pile in my wallet, and make sure that it’s a large bill.
· On every check, I write the word “God” twice, along with the word “Blessings” and three dotted O’s.
I look at what I am choosing to afford rather than at what I am choosing not to afford. Instead of telling myself I can’t afford something, I remind myself of what I am affording. Therefore, if there is something I desire that is beyond my current means I remind myself that I could choose to afford it by also choosing to reorder my priorities, or by earning or attracting have more income. Having more income, whether of money, goods, or services, is always a choice. All so-called “fixed income” is fixed only by my my agreement to perceive its fixation as unalterable. 
· I have reordered my priorities, by re-minding myself of the difference between affluence and plenty:
I have the power in every moment to either appreciate (add value to) or to depreciate (devalue) my experience.
The consequence of indifference is also diminution of value, since what I do not actively appreciate often has no more realized value for me than that which I choose to depreciate.
I am choosing to appreciate every experience by making the most of what it is, rather than by lamenting what it is not. What my experience is not requires none of my energy or attention in order to be not so, while what my experience is quite often does require my mindful attention if I am to realize its value.
Preferring value and benefit over the lack thereof, I look mindfully for the value and benefit in every experience.
So be it . . . and so it is.
Jesus’ statement that “It is done unto you as you believe” means “it is done unto you as your self-talk dictates.” This is why he also said that a person is defiled by what comes out of his mouth – his self-talk – not by what goes into his mouth in the form of food. 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

This perception of “not enough” began to wane, along with my corresponding experience of insufficiency, only as I deliberately undertook a perceptual makeover by mindfully altering my perceptual programming in accordance with a new mantra: “I will have enough money when I am happy.” 
As a consequence of my perceptual re-programming, I have learned that the potential for appreciation is inherently unlimited.
Just as the perception of lack begets consciousness of physical, psychological  and/or financial dis-ease, so (again citing Ernest Holmes) “the perception of wholeness is the consciousness of healing.”  Yet the formative “believing is seeing” power over our life experience that is exercised by these two perceptual propositions cannot be fully appreciated unless one is mindful of the prepositional mindset that governs each of them, as evidenced in the word “of.”

Insofar as believing informs seeing, it is our use of prepositions that governs our relational propositions.

If you will stop making it an intellectual process and let it be a feeling process,
ease will sweep over you almost instantly.
-Abraham-Hicks
If only we'd stop trying to be happy, 
we could have a pretty good time. 
-Edith Wharton
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

When fear becomes the ground-state of my thinking – an ongoing experience of fearfulness – whatever my fearfulness is focused upon is thereby bound to materialize  Thus while I experience only a few (at most) of the things I may have occasional fears about, I always experience whatever it is that I may be fearing from. 

The heart of metaphysical practice is not what’s on one’s mind, it is rather what one’s mind is on. And since our metaphysical practice is what forms our experiencing of reality, whatever our mind is on is the key to reality formation. 

reality formation)
The term “metaphysical practice” signifies the experiential science and art of reality formation, which is always an inside job.  

Metaphysical practice that is clothed by intellectual understanding only, is for all practical purposes dressed in a metaphysical malpractice suit. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Two metaphysical propositions that have been prepositionally short-changed.

Just as Holmes’ proposition concerning consciousness was prepositionally short-changed . . .

(See also “Further Reflections,”p. XX)

OPENING to the POSSIBILITIES of GRACE
I am home. Wherever I go, peace is my home.

I don't need to rush to get anywhere,

I have all the time in the world.

When you dwell in peace you do have it all.

Nothing more is needed,

and everything cannot then but be all enjoyed.

~Yogi Turtle~

Among my various resolutions of my housing situation while in Aspen, the most adventurous was my service as the sleep-in night watchman at a church near the center of town. It was in the parking lot thereof that I had slowly and cautiously managed to get my vehicle when its brakes began giving out completely while I was entering Aspen’s city limits.

Not that I was taken by surprise by this turn of events, because I could feel them progressing toward such failure ever since the cross-Texas portion of my journey to Aspen from Montevallo, AL. And because the experience of getting to Aspen had a deep philosophical bearing on my experience of being in Aspen, including my night watchman ship, it is best reviewed just now.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Dying to a Greater Life

He not busy being born is busy dying.

~Bob Dylan~
The following narrative is an abbreviated version of an article I wrote for the August, 1978, issue of Science of Mind magazine, which was featured in its series, "I Refused the Verdict." It has been my policy, ever since the incident thus described, to honor all diagnoses, while suspending all belief in prognoses other than my soul's standing prognosis in the face of all diagnoses: "Bless the appearances - full speed ahead!"

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

I once approached death's threshold, but then refused to cross it. With one word - "no" - I returned to this life.

That was 63 years ago, when I was 13, and I have ever since considered myself to be especially fortunate because, unlike most persons, I am aware of having made a conscious choice to be alive in this incarnation.

It was not until many years later, however, that I came to fully realize just how I had consciously elected to be alive in my body by leaving it. I had chosen to be near death with polio, to make that decision possible.

Throughout my childhood and teenage years (1940’s and 1950’s), polio was universally feared, and there was as yet no medical way to prevent the often deadly and usually crippling disease. Avoiding public swimming places – nor swimming anywhere else – was the only preventive measure I can recall. Yet many children who never went swimming still contracted this fearsome malady, while most who did go swimming did not become ill.

I was not among those who were fearful of polio. Quite the contrary, I frequently and actively fantasized having the disease, because kids who got polio received lots of local newspaper publicity, and public attention and sympathy, and those who survived without debilitating effects were (in my eyes) heroes and heroines. Since I, too, wanted to be a hero in my community, I often fantasized the wonderful things that everyone in my small town and the local newspaper would have to say about me if I had polio so badly that I was given up for dead . . . and then survived unharmed.

I had no understanding then that my mind and body could take such messages literally. And after a year of such fantasizing, I did contract polio - all three kinds! - in my brain, throat, and spine. By the time I was put to bed in a polio isolation ward, all thoughts of heroism, publicity, attention, and sympathy were forgotten. I felt so horribly ill that I wanted only to become unconscious. Although I certainly had no intention or desire to die, only to recover, I was desperately yearning to sleep it off.

The last thing I was aware of before I finally lost consciousness was another fellow, about 10 years older than I was, who was wheeled into the ward laughing about how silly the doctors would feel when they discovered they had made a mistake.  He was certain that he did not have polio, he was "just under the weather," and should have been at home milking his cows, just as he had done many other times when he had felt far worse. He began telling the rest of us jokes, and although I was aware of the cheer he was bringing to others in the ward, and even thought his jokes were funny, I was beyond any likelihood of feeling cheerful or of laughing.

I turned toward the wall and cried until blessed unconsciousness finally came. I was in a coma for several days, and I have only a few momentarily lucid recollections of that time. For instance, a part of me remained aware of the constant sound of a trumpet being played near the polio ward. The playing never ceased and was frequently accompanied by bells - a veritable orchestra of bells.

In a brief moment of hazy semi-wakefulness I saw my mother, overcome with grief, looking at me through the window of the polio ward. During another brief moment of lucidity, I watched nurses removing the body of the jovial young farmer from his bed. It was incredible to me that he had died, because he was so cheerful and so certain that he was O.K.

Then one of the nurses motioned toward my bed and said, "That one will also be empty soon."

It was then that I chose to be alive, for my response was an instant, unconsidered, unequivocal - NO!

Shortly thereafter I came to full wakefulness. I removed the tube that was draining my throat, removed everything else that was attached or inserted into my body, rolled out of the bed onto the floor, and crawled to the nurse’s station to ask where the bathroom was - my way of letting them know that I was very much alive and intended to continue being so. The nurse who had said my bed would soon be empty swooned and fell back on a chair. The others picked me up and rushed me back to my bed, and consciousness again quite quickly slipped from me as they re-linked my body to the life-sustaining tubes and attachments.

When I fully awoke from the coma sometime later, I asked the nurses why they allowed someone to play a trumpet all the time around people who were ill and needed rest. Their perplexed reply was that nobody had been playing a trumpet, and they likewise denied that any bells had rung. And I wondered, "Had I been that close to Gabriel's horn and the gates of heaven?"

My utterly-perplexed doctors told me that I had lived through the impossible, that the human body could not withstand what I had endured. Thus my mother's grief had been in response to their telling her that she was seeing me alive for the last time. They termed my survival a "miracle," and was later told that my case was written up in a medical journal.
As I recalled and contemplated the unequivocal turning point in my bout with polio, I knew and felt that I had experienced a very precious blessing: I was alive by conscious choice. From that moment to this one I have been fully dedicated to the discovery and expression of my life's meaning. Most immediately this meant pouring myself wholeheartedly into the physical therapy designed to overcome partial paralysis in my legs, and yet another unequivocal "No!" to my ailing body was heard accordingly. My recovery was even further “miraculously” complete.

My chosen life also meant excelling in school – a hearty "Yes!" to the powers of my mind.

By the time I graduated from high school I had become determined to enter the ministry, yet I allowed one aspect of orthodox Christianity to deter me from the ministerial path. I refused to minister to people on behalf of a God to whom I was taught that all must confess their sinfully evil nature. The very core of me resonated instead with an opposite confession – that despite my failings, my weaknesses, my shortcomings and my mistakes with myself, others and God, my fundamental nature is very holy, very pure, very reverent, very good. I remembered not only that I was "good news," I also remembered that everyone was so.

Thus while I could readily confess to sins, to a sinful nature I cannot nor ever will confess.  Nor could I perceive my fellow humans as being any less. I was therefore unable to minister on behalf of a God who loves us "anyway."

It was only some 25 years after my siege with polio, as I was describing my experiencing thereof to a friend, that she asked, "And where were you when the nurses were removing the body?" I initially considered the question to be ridiculous, until I recognized for the first time what only she among many who heard my story over the years had detected in my subliminal awareness - that I had observed the incident while looking down from the ceiling of the room!

With this realization, I fully accepted as an experienced fact what formerly I had believed only on experientially unconfirmed faith, that I am more and other than the body that I occupy.

I eventually came also to recognize that I had actually invited my body to have polio so that I could overcome it. And with this came the larger realization that I invite all of my experiencing - not necessarily all that happens in my life, but always the way that I experience whatever happens.

In short: I cannot have an experience in which I have not agreed to participate, nor can I experience anything in other than the way that I have agreed to participate. 

And that’s what life is all about!
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

One of my closest encounters with consciousness of the third kind occurred when I was 13 years old.  My childhood spanned the mid-1930’s to 1950’s, when polio was feared in every community, and no certain way was yet known to prevent the dreaded disease.  I was not afraid of polio.  Quite the contrary, I fantasized having polio.  In my small town, kids with polio got lots of publicity, attention, and sympathy, and those who survived it unscathed were (in my eyes) heroes and heroines.  I wanted to be a hero in my community, and I spent many hours imagining what people would say if I had polio so badly that I was given up for dead – and then survived unharmed.

After a year of such fantasizing, I did contract polio – all three kinds – in my spine, throat and head (encephalitis).  By the time I was put to bed in the polio ward, all thoughts of heroism, publicity, attention and sympathy were forgotten.  I was so ill that I wanted only one thing: to lose consciousness.

The last thing I was aware of before I did lose consciousness was another fellow, about 10 years older than I was, who was brought in laughing about how silly the doctors would feel when they discovered that they had made a mistake.  He didn’t have polio, he argued, as the nurses assisted him into bed, and he saw no need for their help either.  He was just a bit “under the weather,” and should have been milking his cows, as he had many other times when he was feeling far worse.  He began telling the rest of us jokes, and I was aware of the cheer that he was bringing to others in the ward.  But I felt beyond cheer.  I turned toward the wall and cried until blessed unconsciousness finally came.

I was in a coma for several days, and have only a few recollections of that time.  A part of me remained somehow aware of someone nearby who was playing a trumpet.  The horn never stopped playing, and was frequently accompanied by bells – a veritable orchestra of bells.

In a brief moment of hazy wakefulness I saw my mother, overcome with grief, looking at me through the window from the porch of the house adjacent to the hospital that served as a polio ward.  

During another moment of sudden stark awareness – yet still in coma – I watched as nurses removed the body of the jovial farmer from his bed.  It was incredible to me that he had died.  He had been so cheerful, had seemed so certain that he was all right.  Then one of the nurses motioned toward my bed and said, “That one will be empty, too, by morning.”

My entire being responded with an instant, unconsidered, unequivocal refusal to join her in that perception. 

The room was dark when I came to full wakefulness.  I removed the tube that was draining my throat, pulled out the intravenous tubes in my arms and legs, rolled my body out of the bed, and crawled to the nurses station to inquire about the way to the bathroom.  The nurse who had believed my bed would be the next one empty, fainted at the fulfillment of her prophecy.  The others picked me up and rushed me back to bed, and consciousness again slipped from me as they relinked my body to the life-sustaining tubes.  

When I awoke from the coma, I asked the nurses why they allowed someone to practice the trumpet so near to people who were ill.  Their perplexed reply was that nobody had been playing a trumpet, and they likewise denied that any bells had rung.  And I wondered, “Was I so close to heaven?”

My doctors told me I had lived through the impossible, that the human body could not withstand what I had endured.  My mother’s grief had been that of one who was told that she was seeing her son alive for the last time.  My survival was deemed a “miracle.”

When I saw a different person than the cheerful man in the bed across from mine, I recalled the other moments of awareness during the coma.  I realized that I possessed a special blessing: I had chosen life.  From that moment on, I felt dedicated to the discovery and expression of my life’s meaning and purpose.  Initially, this meant to pour myself into the physical therapy designed to overcome partial paralysis in my extremities – another “no” to my ailing body that was proclaimed without equivocation.  Paralysis was another perception in which I could not join.  My dedication also moved me to excel in school, a hearty “yes” to my powers of perception.

Within four years I was determined to enter the ministry, but I allowed one aspect of conventional Christianity to get in my way.  I refused to minister to people on behalf of a God to whom I had learned that I must confess a worthless, sinful, evil nature.  The very core of being within me resonated with an opposite confession: despite my failings, weaknesses and shortcomings, my mistakes with myself, others and God, my fundamental nature is very holy, very pure, very reverent, very good.  

Sins I could confess, a sinful nature I could not.  Nor could I perceive my fellow human beings as flawed at their very core.

It nonetheless took many years to overcome the effects of negative programming, during which two further experiences of higher sobriety continue to stand out.  

While I was describing the polio experience to a friend, she asked, “And where were you as you watched the nurses remove the body.”  Initially I considered her question ridiculous, until I realized what only she, among hundreds who had heard my story, was able to detect beneath my own awareness: I had observed this incident from above. With this realization, I was able to accept as confirmed experience what I formerly believed only in faith and theory: the I that refused to join the nurses and the doctors in their perception is spirit –original perception – and not the body that I occupy.

I know, without a quark of doubt: I invited death to show me that I had chosen life. Today I need no sound of trumpet or of bells to know that heaven is eternally at hand. (1978) From: deep ecology of spirit and dynamics of thought central

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

What’s Your Mind On? ←Addendum Ernest Holmes 

On being a puzzle piece
Next chapter: On Being a Beneficial Presence > fifth Christmas +
feels to foreign , and I had mindfully chosen Aspen as a place to explore my possibilities as a musician.  
I was also gifted with the confidence to flow
which I now recognize has having been the occasion of my first deep meditation experience. 

(I also later discovered on my first encounter of an ocean beach that gazing at the ebb and flow of a waving ocean's edge was similarly effective.)
· Where is “here” as in “everywhere I go, here I am”?
· Xxxx
· The Gospel of Not Yet Common Sense

· Accessing your authentic inner voice

· Messaging Your Reality of Choice 

· The New World Mosaic

· Cosmology of wellbeing

· The online Author Paradise messaging/publishing/marketing environment
ZEN: The many streams of the One Lake ~David Robinson, CSLMins: 6/30/2013
NO PREREQUISITE
Grace is the cosmic birthright of all being, and is experienced as unearned wellbeing. Grace is the universe’s freewill offering of wellbeing to al that shows up in the cosmic milieu. The mere fact of one’s existence is a manifestation of cosmic grace, whose essence is epitomized in a Taoist greeting:
When you come, you are welcomed.

When you stay, you are not impeded.

When you leave, you are not pursued.

The evidence of grace in everywhere at hand in newborn babies . . .
· Xxxxx (When you come, you are welcomed.)

· Xxxxx (When you stay, you are not impeded.)

· Xxxxx (When you leave, you are not pursued.)

My own first intuition of cosmic grace was in response to what for most children tends to be a disillusioning experience. (Santa Clause)

a perceived tragedy that befell me as a highly impressionable five year old. 
Creekside experiences

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

AUTHOR-izing Your Life Experience
from Your Authentic Voice Within
I am often told by prospective authors, “I don’t really have anything to say that hasn’t already been said.”  With this I am quick to agree, and then add, “Yet until it has been said your way, there are people who otherwise will never hear it being said at all, because yours will be the way of saying it that will make sense to them.”
Following is the rationale on which I base this assessment, which incorporates the supportive affirmations and confirmations of many other persons, and have been herein excerpted from a compendium of thousands of quotations entitled, The Gospel of Not Yet Common Sense (http://tinyurl.com/c3fjzbh).
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

ORIGIN-ality

God and Nature first made us what we are,

and then out of our own created genius

we make ourselves what we want to be.
~Marcus Garvy~
Although it famously has been said that “there is nothing new under the sun,” you are living proof that this is far from being so.
No matter what’s been done or thought before,

you are the one who is uniquely doing and thinking

 amidst your one and only here and now.

Never before has the universe happened

in just the way that you do,

for there is always something new under the sun

whenever someone new is doing it.
In your life, thoughts, and hands

the universe is continually forming shapes

that it has never had before.

~The Wizard of Is~
As the only one of your kind in all of cosmic space and time, you are the unique self-AUTHOR-izer of your own one-of-a-kind experiencing. And the ultimate object of your being alive to do this is to be far more than a mere object.
We are not human beings having a spiritual experience,

we are spiritual beings having a human experience.

~Teilhard de Chardin~
As spiritual subjects of our objective experiencing, we add value to the objects that we experience.

Every experience that we have is unique to us

because at some deep level we make an interpretation of it.

~Deepak Chopra~
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

 “Open!” Says Me 

Only that day dawns to which we are awake.

~Henry David Thoreau~

Human beings are neither things nor processes.
Human beings are openings.
~Martin Heidegger~
The innate “opening” of which Heidegger speaks is signified by Deepak Chopra as our “inner space,” which he also sometimes calls “the gap,” and which he assesses as follows:

Each of us is a walking universe. Our inner space spans huge differences, with unreachable horizons in all directions. We contain black holes of lost memory and white holes of erupting joy. A mysterious center of gravity keeps all our mental processes in delicate balance. To change this vast, intricate, ever-evolving system, you must know how to overturn worlds. The only person who can do this is the god who presides over this inner cosmos, and when I presume to break into a patient's mind, it is to implant the idea that he is that god. By thinking, feeling and acting, he is altering the universe that is himself. If a person can gain that insight, even in a brief glimpse, anything in his life can change.  

“!nner space” is the realm of your experiencing, that is commonly signified as “consciousness.” 

There is one mind common to all individual persons.

Every person is an inlet to the same...

Who hath access to this universal mind

is a party to all that is or can be done,

for this is the only and sovereign agent.

~Ralph Waldo Emerson~

We are already [Divine] inlets ,

but we must consciously become outlets.

~Ernest Holmes~
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Your One-of-a-Kindness
[W]e are invaded, as it were, from morning to night,

both by our inner being as well as by the threatening exterior world . . .

The field of our ceaseless effort to reconcile both sides

is none other than our ordinary life.

~Karlfried Graf Dűrckheim~
Inner space is the interjective realm of consciousness between our subjective and objective experiencing, and it is from within your own inner spaciousness that the sovereign AUTHOR-ity of your unique one-of-a-kindness emerges.  
There is a vitality, a life-force, an energy, a quickening that is translated through you...and because there is only one of you in all time, this expression is unique. And if you block it, it will never exist through any other medium, and will be lost.  It is not your business to determine how good it is, nor how valuable, nor how it compares with other expressions.  It is your business to keep it yours clearly and directly, to keep the channel open. You do not even have to believe in yourself or your work. You have to keep open and aware directly to the urges that activate you. 

 KEEP THE CHANNEL OPEN!

~Martha Graham~

We will discover the nature of our particular genius

when we stop trying to conform to our own or to other people's models,

learn to be ourselves,

and allow our natural channel to open.

~Shakti Gawain~

Your inner spaciousness is a unique channel that authentically self-expresses the contingent realities that are compositely given to you as, for instance, your hereditary, environmental, socio-cultural, and economic circumstances, i.e., the composite givens of your particular gender, ethnicity, nationality, geographical location, state of health,  financial circumstances, etc.  And no matter what may be the composition of your own givens, your ongoing and ongrowing experiencing thereof is what is happening as you in correspondence with the way you choose to accommodate whatever is happening to you. 
A thankful person is thankful under all circumstances.

A complaining soul complains even in paradise.

~Baha'u'llah~

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Reciprocal Value Added

The mind is its own place, 

and of itself can make a heaven of hell 

or a hell of heaven.

~John Milton~
A man who finds no satisfaction in himself,

seeks for it in vain elsewhere.

~Francois de La Rouchefoucauld~
The game of life is a game of boomerangs.
Our thoughts, deeds and words return to us sooner or later,
with astounding accuracy.

~Florence Scovel Shinn~
Each of us accommodates our composite givens differently. Thus despite whatever givens you may experience from moment to moment, your life consists largely of whatever you are adding to your given realities. Your experiencing isn’t only what reality does to you, it is additionally what you yourself are doing with whatever may be happening to you. Insofar as your experiencing is concerned, there is no separate reality and yourself, there rather is a composite reality as yourself, because reality as a whole is interjectively and reciprocally existent between whatever may be happening “out there” and “in here.”
In short: reality is reciprocally dynamic, everywhere and always, as testified by two Nobel Laureate physicists:

We do not know of any phenomenon
in which one subject is influenced by another
without [the other] exerting a [corresponding] influence thereupon.

~Eugene Wigner~
The raspberry within itself 
does not contain its sweetness,

nor does the tongue.

It is in the interaction between the two

that this glorious manifestation resides.
~Brian Josephson~
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The View from the Bridge

We see only what we know.

~Johann Wolfgang von Goethe~
The world is ourselves pushed out.

~Neville Goddard~ 

Accordingly, your uniquely innate AUTHOR-ity likewise interactively emerges from reality’s interjective bridge of in-between-ness, the realm of consciousness that we experience as “process,” whose dynamics are the fulcrum of the out there/in here teeter-totter of reality’s seesawing reciprocity. All of what we variously call “life,” “inner space,” “the gap,” or “reality” emerges from this bridge. And it is from this bridge that all experiencing emerges in transcendence of its particulars.
Ultimate reality is encountered neither in our minds nor in the physical cosmos,
but at the point where these meet. . . .

Each person lives at a succession of unique points

at which the reality of the whole structure is experienced

as a simultaneous presentation of external and internal events.
“Alan Smithson~
In short: ultimate reality resides in what philosopher Alan Watts called our “inside’s inside”:

Once when my children asked me what God is, I replied that God is the deepest inside of everything.  We were eating grapes, and they asked whether God was inside the grapes.  When I answered, “Yes,” they said, “Let’s cut one open and see.”  Cutting the grape, I said, “That’s funny, I don’t think we have found the real inside.  We’ve found just another outside.  Let’s try again.”  So I cut one of the halves and put the other in one of the children’s mouths.  “Oh dear, “ I exclaimed, “we seem to have just some more outsides!”  Again I gave one quarter to one of the children and split the other.  “Well, all I see is still another outside,” I said, eating one eighth part myself.  But just as I was about to cut the other, my little girl ran for her bag and cried, “Look!  Here is the inside of my bag, but God isn’t there.”  “No,” I answered, “that isn’t the inside of your bag.  That’s the inside-outside, but God is the inside-inside and I don’t think that we’ll ever get at it.”   

In order to “get at” the interjective in-between-ness of your own inside inside’s unique AUTHOR-ity, full self-ownership of your innermost being is require. This is accomplished via the practice of mindfully conscious fidelity to the one-of-a-kindness of your own experiencing, with which you are perpetually leveraging your given realities, though most often unconsciously so.
Experience is not what happens to a man;

it is what a man does with what happens to him.

~Aldous Huxley~
Dozens of other statements that support Huxley’s view are at http://tinyurl.com/d247vc5.     
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

With Free-Willed Determination
It is not events that disturb the minds of men, 

but the view they take of them.

~Epictetus~
Freedom is what you do
with what’s done to you.
~Jean Paul Sartre~

No matter what you may be experiencing at any given time, whether it be an earache or an earthquake, it is your own inner-self command that AUTHOR-izes how it is being experienced by you. Even when what is being done unto to you is utterly beyond your control, it is you who determines how you in turn are done unto it.
Life is like a game of cards.

The hand you are dealt is determinism; the way you play it is free will.

~Jawalharlal Nehru~
We have both free will and destiny –

we are free to move toward our destiny or to move away from it.

~From the movie, Answer Man~

Whatever you may experience in life, the best of all ways to experience it is via the mindful deliberation of your innermost AUTHOR-ity. For no matter what your worldly situation may be, the final game card in the deck of whatever may be happening to you, no matter how undesirable or difficult it may be, is your choice of how it is happening as you. 
The greatest discovery of my generation 

is that a human being can alter his life 

by altering his attitudes of mind…. 

Each of us literally chooses, 

by his way of attending to things, 

what sort of universe he shall appear to himself to inhabit.

~William James~

Our ultimate freedom is the right and power

to decide how anybody or anything outside ourselves will affect us.

~Stephen R. Covey~

We who lived in concentration camps can remember the men
who walked through the huts comforting others,
giving away their last piece of bread.
They may have been few in number,
but they offer sufficient proof
that everything may be taken from a man but one thing:
the last of the human freedoms –
to choose one's attitude in any given set of circumstances,
to choose one's own way.

~Viktor Frankl~
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Now Featuring . . .

The previous moment does not determine your future; 

it is your judgment of the previous moment 

that determines your future.



~Michael Beckwith~
Circumstances and situations do color life

but you have been given the mind

to choose what the color shall be.
~John Homer Miller~
Though you may consider yourself to be a creature of circumstance, how your circumstances are featured is ultimately a matter of your own choosing.

Man is not the creature of circumstances.

Circumstances are the creatures of men.
~Benjamin Disraeli~
People are always blaming their circumstances for what they are.

I don’t believe in circumstances.
The people who get on in this world
are the people who get up
and look for the circumstances they want,
and, 
if they can’t find them,
make them.
~George Bernard Shaw~
Even though so many of your life’s situational realities are given to you, your circumstantial experiencing thereof is self-generated, because each brain constructs an activating knowledge base that differs from that of any other brain.
My perception is not of the world, but of my brain’s model of the world.
~Chris Firth, author of Making Up the Mind: How the Brain Creates our Mental World~
The mind doesn’t even experience the world, just sensory reports of it.

Even brilliant thoughts and deepest feelings are only experience;

ultimately we have but one function – to experience experience.

~David Hawkins~
 [Our minds] do not record data but rather the patterns that connect data.
If this is the nature of memory, it must impose sharp limits –
and probably distortions – on what we can think....
On an individual level [this] implies that each of us operates out of a unique set of patterns of thought
derived from our own, individual matrix of relationships and associations.
These patterns which we assimilate over our lives
must largely determine [how] we understand our own selves and beingness –
and hence what we can become.
~Marshall Pease~

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Do Tell
We are linked with the cosmos, body and mind,

we are made of its substance and obey its laws,

yet the universe that is the object of our understanding 
is the creation of human minds.

~David Park~

In the grand “reality show” that we call “life,” your part in its scenario is ever awaiting your telling of it.
The nature of reality does not dictate 
the way reality is represented in people's minds.
~Steven Pinker~
It should be self-evident
that reality is infinitely moldable
to the life that animates it.
~Cynthia Stringer~
It is our own power to have no opinion about a thing,

and not to be disturbed in our soul;

for things themselves have no natural power to form our judgments.

~Marcus Aurelius~

If it depends on something other than myself whether I should get angry or not,

I am not master of myself, or to put it better, I have not yet found the ruler within myself.

I must develop the faculty of letting the impressions of the outer world

approach me only in the way in which I myself determine.

~Rudolph Steiner~
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Self-Employed

[E]ach person has his or her own

individual conscious reality.
~Benjamin Libet~
Is it possible that the experience of intimidation, threat, or adversarial relationships

arises out of how you are relating to the experience,

and not how the experience is relating to you?

~Gary Simmons~

Each of us is his or her own self-employment agency, and this agency is to be consulted by everyone alike:
Inquire within.
~Frequently~
There is no better self-employment agency than your very own innermost self.

We all have a better guide in ourselves,
if we would attend to it,
than any other person can be.
~Jane Austen~
Applying for innermost self-employment requires but one credential:
As soon as you trust yourself,
you will know how to live.
~Johann Wolfgang von Goethe~
The self to be ultimately trusted is always and only your own authentic voice within.
Somewhere this side of the rainbow

you can meet the Wizard of Is,

whose special magic

leaves today's life undistracted

by the should be's,

could be's

and if only's

that cloud over your perceptions.

So-called “good old days,"

childish ways,

and other once-were's

however real or imagined

are as absent from the Wizard's view

as are apprehensions about tomorrow.

Oblivious to such as these

the Wizard of Is resides

in the near and how of present instants only,

which is the time and place where life is most abundant.

If you desire to know

the secret of overflowing with the moment,

you must consult the Wizard of Is.

Fortunately, this Wizard inhabits your own domain,

and may be found within the very being who bears your name.

~And So It Is~
The Wizard of Is may be trusted in any circumstance.  
There is a spiritual man who is never sick,
who is never poor, unhappy; never confused or afraid . . .
who is never caught by negative thought.  
[Robert] Browning called this
“the spark which a man may desecrate but never quite lose."

~Ernest Holmes~
The Authentic Self is that part of ourselves that is already whole.

It has never been hurt, wounded, traumatized, or victimized.

It is already whole and complete, yet it can and does develop.

~Andrew Cohen~
Labor to keep alive in your breast

that little spark of celestial fire
called conscience.
~George Washington~
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The Rest of the Story

What you seed is what you get.

~Pokemon~

So just how do you go about consulting the Wizard of Is?

Always be a first-rate version of yourself, 

instead of a second-rate version of somebody else.

~Judy Garland~
And why consult the Wizard of Is?
The only thing you have 
to offer another human being, 

ever, 

is your own state of being.

Ram Dass

And what is one’s reward for heeding the Wizard of Is?
This is the true joy in life,
the being used for a purpose
recognized by yourself as a mighty one.
The being of a force of nature
instead of a feverish, selfish
little clod of ailments and grievances
complaining that the world will not
devote itself to making you happy.
I am of the opinion that my life
belongs to the whole community,
and that as long as I live,
it is my privilege to do for it
whatever I can.
I want to be thoroughly
used up when I die,
for the harder I work the more I live.
I rejoice in life for its own sake.
Life is no "brief candle" to me.
It is a sort of splendid torch
which I have got hold of
for the moment.
And I want to make it burn
as brightly as possible before
handing it on to future generations.
~George Bernard Shaw ~

(a composite  of many GBS statements
by Val Scott)
And finally, how does one qualify for such a brightly-burning reward? 

[By] building your bridge [of in-between-ness]
even as you’re walking on it,

going boldly naked with uncertainty 

into the land of the unknown, 

while regularly getting lost 

with increasing confidence.
~Robert E. Quinn (paraphrased)~

 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The bold-faced testimony has been compiled by Noel McInnis

from The Gospel of Not Yet Common Sense.

See: http://tinyurl.com/c3fjzbh 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Working title for Chapter 2:

Writing Your Heart Out
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Working title for Chapter 3:

Messaging the New World Mosaic

As Your Reality of Choice
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

FURTHER REFLECTIONS
Staying in the Grace
Grace is the state of being fully and effortlessly engaged in the world.

In such a state of grace, your creativity isn't dissipated by conflict.

Energy isn't wasted. Tolerance, patience, and self-assurance are your hallmarks.

~Larry Ackerman~
Grace isn’t an idea. It is an energy.

~Walter Starcke~
Some people have pointed out that there ways to deliberately create an experience of grace, such as “I've continued to ponder on the subject of grace and I'm thinking there may be different kinds. There is the one you had when you were five - it was involuntary! Then, there is the kind that can be evoked - by a state of mind of appreciation, gratitude. Then a person is acknowledging the generosity of the cosmos. Then, there is the grace that can be experienced when I myself am the generous person, bestowing generosity on another.
A helpful definition of grace was offered by Edna Ballard: 

This is Grace: the way whereby we keep the balance to everything in the universe, but correct our mistakes harmoniously instead of through suffering. Every human being is always shown the harmonious way to make all balance needed in his life first; but if he will not hear or will not listen, then he compels himself to balance the account with the law of equilibrium from which there is no such thing as escape.

In other words, the “grace” that Ballard signified as subject to “the law of equilibrium” is so user-friendly that any choice to be out of grace’s equilibrium is rewarded with a corresponding experiencing of disequilibrium. For while grace cannot be deliberately earned, it can be effectively spurned. Yet one can nonetheless prepare oneself for its advent, since just as it is with any other good fortune, one may become open to grace in the sense of Louis Pasteur’s statement that “Luck comes to those who are prepared.” 

I have no disagreement with this – and it is the involuntary form of grace that this book is about.
· The Book of Co-Creation
· The Edna Ballard quote is excerpted from a lengthier definition of “grace” at http://www.ascension-research.org/grace.html
· Paul Tillich’s sermon, “You Are Accepted,” may be read online at “http://www.religion-online.org/showchapter.asp?title=378&C=84. A downloadable commentary thereon is at http://www.realisticliving.org/koob/GreatParagraphs/GP2-3TillichGrace306.pdf. Hot links to both of these resources may be obtained by an online search for “You Are Accepted-Tillich”. 
While “grace” is commonly articulated in Christian terms, it is independent of any religious belief system, sometimes even befalling those whose beliefs, attitudes and behaviors would seem to be least deserving of its beneficial boon.
Grace Happens (The Infinite and Eternal Within-and-in-Between-ment of All That Is)
Xxxxx
x
x
~Sri AAurobindo Ghose~
The overlapping circular wave forms that fascinated me were what I would later learn are “interference patterns,” so-called because their interactions are complementary rather than conflictive. As a five-year-old, however, I marveled at what appeared to be their remarkable lack of mutual interference, and I imagined how different the world would be if people were as accommodating of one another’s presence as water is of the waterbugs' presence. (In later years I would view this ideal as the mutual accommodation of one another’s "vibrations" and “making waves.”)

I would later also learn what I then only wordlessly intuited, that at some level all things are mutually accommodative. Our name for that level is the quantum domain, which in turn emerges from a presently unmapped sub-quantum domain that we call the “zero-point energy field,” of which we as yet have no scientifically certified model, standard or otherwise, although a report of hypothesized sub-quantum kinetics is reviewed at http://www.amazon.com/Subquantum-Kinetics-Systems-Approach-Cosmology/dp/0964202573/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1373317044&sr=1-1&keywords=subquantum+kinetics.
My awe-filled contemplation of the water’s mutually-receiving interpenetrating wave forms had definitely interfered with my sense of aloneness, to the point of cancelling it out and replacing it with a feeling of deep belonging.
As I began to develop an initial fluency with words, I experienced myself on two occasions being suddenly transported to what I sensed to be the realm from which all words emerge, along with all that they point to - an ultimate within-ness that is beyond all of its manifestations. These experiencings moved me in a manner similar to what I felt some decades later when I read in the Christian Monitor a poem by Harvena Richter:  
The Child, Seeing
It was Eden that morning; the child was on earth,

she did not know it was Eden until there on the barnhill

the curtain slipped back, the light poured forth,

and for a moment that had no seconds or minutes

she could see unfolded before her the celestial pattern

tier on tier rising, like a vast towering tree

branching angelic, the movement up-curving,

her place assured, and around in the air

weightless as gauze, a wondrous stuff, the light that was sound,

the musical tinkle of light in a million flakes.
And she stood open to the mystery like a plant in the field,

Good burned like a beacon; whatever seemed evil

was working for good, good arched over all.
And the curtain was drawn... but the child kept on seeing.

And the child saw the stone, and knew it was good,

saw the forms swimming within in amazing sequence,

knew the sky with its planets and stars was inside it –

the planes of crystal, the hidden prisms:

fire and sun, the blue and the green,

the atom of granite, the garnet eye.
And the child saw the plant, and knew it was good,

saw the sun running up the stalk,

saw the flower-shapes rolled up like flags in the bud,

the stem's cool green tunnels, luminous tubings

walled in lucite, fitted in amber and emerald.
And the child saw the tree, and knew it was good,

the green universe with cities of leaves on its branches,

the roots in the sky and the roots in the earth,

the trunk a marvelous column of armies,

of secret comings and goings,

of fragrant interior rivers,

a green print of life that only the child could read.

And the trapdoor opened, the key in the lock turned,

the grinding and creak of the bark, the cortex door:

and she looked inside at invisible greenness,

green exploding with stars, edging with auras

the tremendous hallways, the exquisite networks;

saw the commerce along the quicksilver channels,

the pulleys of bright ropes that checked and that balanced.

And the child saw the fruit, and knew it was good,

saw the seed in the center, the diminutive kingdom;

perfect cradle of newness – and tightly drawn over,

coverlet of apple skin, or peach fleece or apricot quilt,

plum peel of violet or pear sheeted in jade –

and always inside it

that small world of seed before waters divided,

each pip in its polished case like an Indian child in its basket,

like a small rabbit in a sod hollow,

like the seeing eye in the socket –

the cipher shape that contains within it all numbers,

the unlimited limits, the circled expansion.

And the child saw the world, and knew it was good.

Twenty years later, in a spate of full daylight,

the vision returned, an exact duplication.

It remained but a moment. The child kept on seeing.
The poem is in her anthology, The Innocent Island, etc.,  p.
Being as Water Is

A Professional poets have told me that neither “Flow” nor “The Gurgle” qualify as poetry, because the messages they convey are so literal that they remain prosaic in spite of their poetic form.  I receive all such assessments with equanimity, for in own experience such distinctions are – at least in this case – quite beside their respective point.s

Receiving the “Flow” poem so profoundly and permanently transformed my perspective on wellbeding that I was inspired to share it with the world. To my chagrin, neither mainstream nor "new age" greeting card companies were interested in publishing it, so I printed my own cards and wall-hangings featuring "Flow." I have given away (mostly) or sold (occasionally) approximately 10,000 copies of the poem, lamenting all along that it is not receiving the widespread attention that I envisioned for it, and remain at a loss for how to "market" it myself. (You can email me atnoelmcinnis.is@gmail.com if you would like to order the scroll and/or cards that feature the poem.)

During the past three decades I have heard from hundreds of persons whose agony and grief in the face of an inconsolable sense of loss for loved ones, or of their own or a loved one’s catastrophic illness, or of their impending death or that of a loved one, was greatly eased by their experience of hearing or reading the poem. My favorite account concerns a woman whose unsatisfying life as a Los Angeles account executive was dramatically transformed by her reading of the poem, and who also proved that my meager efforts were at least somewhat succeeding in getting its message around the world.

I learned of this woman from Ray Gatchalian, a captain in the Oakland, California fire department, who was brought to my attention by a friend when Ray recited the poem at a eulogy for those who died in the October, 1991 Oakland, California fire. Ray had been regularly reciting "Flow" at public events in the U.S. and abroad since receiving a copy in 1985 while traveling in Peru as a Kellogg Fellow, making a documentary film of its remote indigenous cultures. There he learned of a former Los Angeles businesswoman who had abandoned her "civilized" lifestyle to create, deep in the jungle, a home for abandoned street children that she rounded up in Iquitos.

Ray and others in his group made the trip to her secluded orphanage. The home that she and her orphaned children had created was utterly basic, having neither electricity nor running water. Though the woman’s knowledge of Spanish was limited, she was able to communicate with the children quite effectively. Ray was so struck by the contrast between her current and former life that he asked her how she was able to turn her back on civilization and find contentment in such rudimentary circumstances. She said she didn’t really know how to explain it, other than to hand him a piece of paper on which was written the poem, "Flow."

I am willing to do whatever it takes to provide copies of the "Flow" poem to every hospice, hospital emergency room, catastrophic care unit, terminal care facility, and all other places of medical as well as psychological and hospitable care. I thus encourage everyone to freely reproduce and distribute the poem on behalf of this and comparable purposes, asking only that my name and email address (noelmcinnis.is@gmail.com) accompany it so I may hear from those who find it especially meaningful.

I am also eager to license the poem’s reproduction and sale in all manner of artistic formats, and accordingly look forward to hearing from anyone who can facilitate the poem's representation, publication, distribution, and dissemination.

I likewise look forward to receiving additional accounts of how its message has assisted others amidst the "froth and bubble" of their own life circumstances.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

I am sometimes asked just what the “Flow” poem means, and while I tend on such occasions to recall Louis Armstrong’s answer to the question “What is jazz?” – “If you have to ask the question, you won’t understand the answer” – I do my best to make its meaning clear. 

Flow is the optimal wellbeing that one experiences when the energies of one’s body and mind are mutually aligned, and both are furthermore aligned with one’s circumstantial reality. To flow is to live within the optimum harmony and alignment of all one’s inner and outer experiencings. 
Harmonious alignment differs from the flotation prescribed by the often heard advice to “go with the flow,” because such drifting invariably compromises the unique inner flow of one’s own being. Hence the astute observation that “The only thing that goes with the flow is a dead fish.” And hence likewise Thomas Jefferson’s prescription: 

In matters of style, swim with the current; in matters of principle, stand like a rock.

For example, if surfers did no more than go with the flow, they would routinely be dumped by every wave they encounter, rather than succeed in riding it out. While flotation is passive, flowing (like surfing) is proactive, as shown by the familiar children’s song about effective self-navigation: “Row, row, row your boat, gently down the stream.” Many people overlook this song’s recognition that even downstream travel (and for surfers, downwave travel) requires that we row to the rhythm of our own flow in appropriate alignment with the flow of our experiences.

Just as fish regulate their flow with bodily undulations that respectively complement their upstream, cross-stream and downstream navigation, you are yourself most effective when you likewise continually steer the flow of your inner being in accommodation of the changes in your life. The full flowing of one’s uniqueness requires mindful self-navigation, regardless of how complementary or contrary are the directions being taken by one’s outer stream of circumstances and one’s inner stream of consciousness.

An example of such mindful self-direction is presented in Edgar Allen Poe’s story, “The Maelstrom,” about a shipwrecked sailor who becomes caught in the swirling waters of a gigantic North Atlantic whirlpool. Like a sailboat tacking into a headwind, he angularly leveraged himself across the flow of the swirling water, and was thus maneuvered out of the whirlpool by this mindful interrelationship with the current. 
The strategy of what I am inclined to call “flowing within the cosmic go” is worthy of everyone’s development, because life is so often like a headwind that requires one to angularly align one’s flow accordingly.

Flowing with What Grows on Me
Why Aspen?
Living in the question

YouTube musical presence.
Opening to Grace
Xxxx
Xxxx
Xxxx
Also while hitchhiking: Reconditioning my past
Xxxx
Xxxx
Xxxx

Variations on a Theme Called Reality

Xxxx
Xxxx
Xxxx

Living What I Am Made Of

Xxxx
Xxxx
Xxxx

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

It was also at the age of five that I recognized how most people tend to hear only what is being said and not what is being meant.
Reconditioning My Past

Happiness follows sorrow, sorrow follows happiness,

but when one no longer discriminates happiness and sorrow,
a good deed and a bad deed, one is able to realize freedom.
~Buddha~

During my roadside thumbs up from New England to Southern California I experienced another occasion of the higher sobriety of my expectancy of goodness.  One midnight found me standing in a light fog and heavy drizzle under the glaring lights of the Interstate that passes south of Chicago.  The fog inside was even heavier, as I felt cold, lonely and paranoid.  The paranoia was about being on the wrong side of the law.  Hitchhiking on the Interstate was illegal, yet there was scant hope of a ride at that hour if I thumbed at the entrance to an on-ramp.

Suddenly, again for no fathomable reason, I remembered a joyous moment in my childhood.  I was astounded, for I had always considered my childhood to be unhappy.  It next occurred to me that if there was one such memory, there might be others.  And sure enough, once I had conceded the possibility, several more happy memories came to mind.  At some point in the process arose a question: What if I had chosen to remember moments like these rather than unhappy ones?  Is happiness no more than a choice of what I remember?  

Within half an hour I went from being a person who had an unhappy childhood to being one who had a happy childhood.  I forgave my unhappy childhood by the simple act of choosing to replace unpleasant memories with pleasant ones.  Sometimes forgiveness is a matter of memory exchange, a cerebral bypass of formerly treasured pain.

No longer at the effect of negative childhood memories, I soon was at the effect of my positive ones.  Now perceiving my childhood to have been happy, I soon began to wonder: so why am I unhappy now?  I no longer had the comfort of my previous answer, that my childhood had been so.  

Fortunately, I also had the comfort of realizing that either perception of my childhood was arbitrary – a choice of contrasting memories.  I have since chosen to place no evaluation on my childhood, forgiving all memories thereof, and thus having one less arbitrary precedent by which to evaluate my present state of being.  Today I remember only that I had a childhood.  Some of it was happy, some of it was unhappy, and all of it is now perceived as clouds that temporarily obscured my view of something that nonetheless continues to shine brilliantly: my original expectancy of goodness.

An even greater liberation than thus "killing" my parents was the self-resurrection that eventually followed.  Near the end of my Great Parentheses (see "Forewarning"), while thumbing rides from Portland, Maine to Los Angeles in late August of 1978, I stood in a drizzling midnight rain just south of Chicago, experiencing the common plight of any dripping hitch-hiker: few motorists care to accommodate a wet stranger.  My body was tired, my eyelids were heavy, and my mind was drowsily venturing into that ephemeral, sleepy stream of consciousness that I call "w(h)isper world."  Wisps of memory, phantom conversations, and random phrases and images were floating past my awareness, so insubstantially that any attempt to focus upon them only returned me to wakefulness.

One of the phrases that drifted past (I had recently read it somewhere) was, "It is never too late to have a happy childhood."  This was followed by a "re-run" of a childhood experience: a very delightful memory of a church picnic flooded my awareness as if it were recurring in the present moment.  My entire body replayed the elation of the original experience.

Assuming that one happy childhood memory could lead to others, I lingered in my ecstacy long enough to access several more of its treasures.  In what seemed like at least half an hour, though I suspect that it was only a few moments, I rewrote my past.  I went from being a person who had an unhappy childhood to being a person who had a happy one.  Dancing about in the rain with pure joy, I caught the attention of the driver of (as usual) a Volkswagon van, with whom I merrily rode on.

Prior to my dance of celebration, I had elected to dwell in my unhappy memories of growing up on a farm while desiring to live in town.  I had chosen to be at the effect of unhappy perceptions, to be stuck in the perceptions rather than free from and therefore in command of them. Yet it took only a few moments of dwelling in happy memories to alter my perception of my past so thoroughly that it also changed my present and future.  

Before my "conversion" to a happy childhood, I strongly related to a poem by James Keys: (6)

                  My love, would you not come to me if

                  I was wounded?

                  Would you not arrive to comfort me if

                  I had had a serious accident?

                  Well, I have had a serious accident.              

                  I have been born.

It does so happen that I am the consequence of an unanticipated pregnancy.  Yet today I do not perceive myself to be an accident of birth--a consequence of birth, yes, an accident, no.  I am amazed, however, at the numbers of people who share my earlier perception.  I once heard so many stories of unhappy childhood during a weekend workshop that each began to sound like a minor variation on an increasingly monotonous theme: my parents, my teachers, and others ruined my life.  As my summary statement of the workshop's meaning for me, I wrote the following blues song, which comprises several of the stories that were told:

        [I ain't responsible, someone's doin' it to me blues] 

Though being born does have consequences, the consequences are not immutable.  My past is always subject to revision.  Thus, when I recently heard a colleague assert (referring to himself) that "I cannot reweave the patterns of yesterday," I could not accredit his statement as the truth of my experience.  I have even rewoven the pattern of my childhood once more, so that today I am a person whose childhood was neither predominantly happy or unhappy.  It was a lot of both.  Far more satisfying to me now than the celebration of my childhood's happy portion is my ownership of all of it.

                         Being of Consequence

Because I was born, I am always dealing with consequences.  This is not, however, my purpose for living.  More important to me than creating, having and dealing with consequences is being my own consequence, rather than at the consequence of my circumstances or of other people.  To be my own consequence requires three knowings: 

o that my only possibility of eliminating the consequences of a choice is to deal with them; 

o that my only possibility of freeing myself from an enduring consequence is to establish my optimum relationship to it; 

o that my only possibility of establishing optimum relationship to my consequences--or to any circumstance--is to be aware of my options.

Any consequence may be dealt with on my terms, on someone else's terms, or on terms that are beneficial for all who share the consequence.  Among all of the options I have discovered so far, two are especially powerful:

o consistently assuring that my agenda is my own, that I am choosing my consequences, not someone else's; 

o living with my consequences in ways that work for all concerned, thereby minimizing resistance to my agenda from others.  

As I go about managing my consequences, I encounter two types of resistance from others.  Some people would like to keep me stuck in a consequence by preventing me from modifying it.  Some others would encourage me to believe that there is an easy way out of my consequences.  These interpersonal dynamics of consequence management are also apparent to me in the pro-choice/pro-life conundrum.  Abortion is the modification of a consequence, not its elimination, as anyone who has lived with the issue can testify.  And, as with every other modification of consequence, the choice of abortion only gives the prior consequence a different form.  Unfortunately, most of the headlines that arise from both sides of this issue seem to be made by persons who have no appreciation of these ambiguities.

                 The "Nobody Will Ever Know" Fallacy

The life-long implications of anything which, like pregnancy, endures in experience or conscious/unconscious memory, are illuminated in the Eastern wisdom story of a young monk who was appointed to gild a large statue of Buddha with a fresh layer of gold leaf.  The space between the rear of the statue and temple wall being only about 16 inches, and so dark that it obscured most of the statue's back from view, the monk omitted the difficult task of gold-leafing the unseen portion.

Upon announcing his completion of the project, the monk was asked, "Did you gild the entire statue?"

"All but the part that nobody can see," he replied.

"And why did you leave that part undone?"

"Because nobody will ever know," the monk explained.

"Do not deceive yourself," he was admonished.  "The Buddha will know!" 

It is impossible to succeed at fooling myself.  To repeat: the ostrich, by burying its head in the sand to ignore what it knows, does not thereby succeed in making what it knows go away.  Likewise, there is no escaping from an established consequence, only a variety of ways to face it or not to face it.  

              Being My Own Consequence: a Recapitulation 

Being my own consequence is possible only when I am at consequence from a foundation of self-ownership: 

                       I am the only one of me

                     the universe shall ever see, 

                        and at being who I am

                           I have no rival.

                       Yet whenever I try being 

                         other than who I am,

                      I am no one else's equal.

                Only when myself is all I choose to be 

                        is my life no contest.

The self-owned life is no contest.  The world does not, however, permit me to have a life in which there is no challenge, for the unchallenged life is actually the greatest challenge of all.  Such was the realization that led the Buddha to abandon his parents' cloister, and to learn the transcendence of suffering by living in its midst.

(From “Truth and Consequences”)

 (Denver)

Before it becomes Los Angeles
Xxxx
Xxxx
On Being a Beneficial Presence  to All Concerned
Hora
Xxxx
I Invited Death
See “The Deep Ecology of Spirit”
Here I Am
Ultimate reality is an ultimate within-ness that is beyond all of its manifestations.

Affording/Trusting the Universe
Trusting the Universe

When we learn to trust the Universe,

we shall be happy, prosperous and well.

-Ernest Holmes

I once moved myself and my meager possessions across the southern United States from Montevallo, Alabama to Aspen, Colorado, in a barely functioning Thames Freighter van.  My diminutive British vehicle sputtered along, hovering chronically on the verge of breakdown, as I intermittently muttered what was then my favorite mantra: "If only I had more money I’d be secure." 

Among other things, I would have more functional transportation. 

My life to that point had been governed by my assumption that money is the basis of security.  And seldom had I felt less secure than I when this trip took me through the Texas barrens, far from any service for failed vehicles. 

It was then, for no discernable reason, that I recalled Jesus’ pronouncement: "Not that which goes into the mouth defiles a man, but that which comes out of the mouth is what defiles a man."  (Matt. 15:11)  For the first time, I recognized this proclamation’s pertinence to the relationship between my mind (mouth) and my thought (ideas).  I wondered: Is it possible that feelings of security are more likely to attract money, than is money able to make me feel secure?

With the shift of perception that accompanied this insight, I experienced an instant diminishment of anxiety.  My immediate situation did not change, yet my relationship to it was profoundly altered.  I had considerably released my feelings of self-negation where money was concerned.  I had forgiven myself for being at money’s effect.  

Ever since that day, money has been increasingly less essential to my perception of well-being. Though I continue to value money, I value it quite differently as my security becomes ever-more grounded within my expectancy of goodness.  And while I may feel momentarily insecure in particular circumstances, I am no longer able to be insecure as a way of living my life.  Having released (forgiven) my former attachment to insecurity, I am no longer at its effect in occasional moments of its premonition.  Insecurity finds no residence in original perception.

My Thames Freighter remained faithfully on the verge of chronic breakdown until I reached my destination . . . whereupon its brakes immediately gave out.  Replacing them, as well as everything else that was required to restore the vehicle to a travel-worthy condition, was far beyond my current means.  The van henceforth served me only as storage for my belongings, as I learned the performing art of thumbing for transportation.

During 10,000 miles of hitchhiking in the year that followed, including a sometimes perilous journey from Portland, Maine to Los Angeles, I more fully came to trust the universe.  My once pervasive, chronic feeling of insecurity was even further banished.

Tagore: tune my instrument

Holmes on impression

Sgt Rouse: completely redefined the term “missing in action.”

My life’s purpose is already within me, and I am committed to its unfoldment.

Xxxxx
XXX
Xxxxx
Nothing is poorer than a truth expressed as it was thought. ~Walter Benjamin

The will of God will never take you where the Grace of God will not protect you. ~Unknown
Not many of us learn about the art of allowing...allowing there to be a space, a void, where the presence of life, of pure Spirit, makes itself known. It is through this grace, when we do not try to fill up the hole, the void, the discomfort we feel, when we simply allow and surrender. We surrender to the Life that wants to express Itself as our very lives. We surrender in our grief and pain, not seeking another relationship, addiction, or thing to fill it up, to soothe our hurts, to keep us from allowing, to keep us from ourselves. We surrender to the discomfort, allowing ourselves to become aligned with the essence of who we are, so that we become more of ourselves. We must let go and be in the discomfort, otherwise we are relying on the external and material world to comfort our ego, to save us from ourselves, from experiencing heaven and our own blissful nature. Without needing to fill the space with something or someone else, we allow the peace and the forgiveness to be present where we are. A new door opens when we let go of all that we think we know and be free of the expectations of every moment. In the void, we tell the truth to ourselves about our pain-about our resistance to what is. We tell the truth about how we've played small and remained a victim to the conditions of our lives. The softness and peacefulness that is ultimately what comes in being in grace and in the void, allows new opportunities to flow in, because that space is not being filled by anything else. This is what I know of my experience right now. ~Savanna Noelle Riker

Don't be afraid your life will end; be afraid that it will never begin. ~Grace Hansen

Grace isn’t an idea. It is an energy. When the scriptures say that grace came by Jesus the Christ it is talking about a new dispensation, a new way of living. The Old Testament is an outline of living by law, which is a personal responsibility. To live by the law is to live mentally by one’s ability to intellectually know as many laws as possible and live by them. However no one can because there are too many laws. ~Walter Starcke
Wanting to reform the world without discovering one's true self is like trying to cover the world with leather to avoid the pain of walking on stones and thorns. It is much simpler to wear shoes. ~From `Happiness and God's Grace' by Ramana Maharshi
BETWEEN THE NO LONGER AND THE NOT YET

I’m sure you have heard it said that “When God closes one door, he opens another.” You have also probably experienced that the hallways between His doors can be a bitch.

During the worst of my own hallway experiences, I received the most valuable prescription for self-forgiveness that I know. It has been valuable not only for what it prescribes, but for how it is to be taken.

· I received the prescription shortly after the 4th of July of my 41st year, as I was weathering a mid-life crisis, feeling totally stuck between the no longer and the not yet. I had no clear sense of how to deal with my present circumstances, let alone what to do with the rest of my life.

· I had celebrated the recent Independence Day quite dubiously, feeling totally suspended between the no longer and the not yet. I had no clear sense of how to deal with my present circumstances, let alone what to do with the rest of my life. It was as if I were frozen in mid-air between trapezes, with no clear sense of up or down and nothing in sight to grab onto if my situation were to thaw.

· I was vocationally burned out after a decade of championing human custodianship of the Earth and assisting in the establishment of the environmental education movement throughout the United States. Though I longed for a new beginning, I had no idea what it might be. Nor could I take comfort in recalling my childhood answer to the question of what I wanted to be when I grew up. “Unusual,” I replied. (I have been at odds with the adult world ever since, though ultimately without regret. As I was contending with my midlife crisis, however, I did regret not being more specific.)

· Not only was I between vocations, I was between wifetimes as well. I had left my family several years earlier, and was grieving the most recent evidence of my seeming inability to establish a loving relationship with another woman.

· Finally, I was between places to call home. I was temporarily residing in Aspen, Colorado as a non-skiing bum whose marginal livelihood, sometimes as a play-by-ear piano player, and sometimes as a cook in the improbably named “Longhorn Dragon Restaurant,” managed to keep my credit cards afloat. 

· I had come to feel so utterly deflated that I was seriously entertaining the sentiments of a proclamation I had recently read on a public bathroom wall: “There’s no such thing as gravity. Earth sucks!!”  It was a rough nadir indeed for a former environmentalist. Like the wanderer in John Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress, I was traversing the “Slough of Despond.”

BEING THE FLOW

As was my custom whenever my internal “whether” report was so gloomy, I sought solace from my situation one afternoon by walking along a creek, on this occasion a stream that alternately tumbles and meanders down a gently sloping mountainside into the Roaring Fork River just south of Aspen.

I was impressed by the stark contrast between the turbulent and calm stretches in the stream, which seemed to characterize my own life’s path. Honoring an urge to sit down and put pencil to paper, I literally consulted the creek for its advice:  "If you were literate, what would you tell me?"

My request was honored by the following prescription for blameless living:
FLOW

Be, as water is, without friction.

Flow around the edges

of those within your path.

Surround within your ever-moving depths

those who come to rest there—

enfold them,while never for a moment holding on.

Accept whatever distance others are moved within your flow.

Be with them gently as far as they allow your strength to take them,

and fill with your own being the remaining space when they are left behind.

When dropping down life's rapids,

froth and bubble into fragments if you must,

knowing that the one of you now many

will just as many times be one again.

And when you've gone as far as you can go,

quietly await your next beginning.

From the perspective of this prescription, it was clear why my life was not working. 

· I had taken a completely laissez-faire, “let’s see what shows up” approach to my mid-life transition, yet nothing was showing up that seemed to be going in my direction. The reason for this became apparent to me as I contemplated the prescription’s opening instruction: be the flow, rather than go with it. 

· Some folks advocate going with the flow as a prescription for forgiveness. Yet this suggests no exercise of response-ability other than that of floating. The only thing that goes with the flow is a dead fish.

· Even in the song, “Row, row, row your boat gently down the stream,” one is instructed to accommodate the stream actively rather than passively. Rowing establishes one’s own direction, whether one is headed downstream, across or up.

· What became clear to me is that I had stopped rowing. Whenever I was asked to do or be a part of something a day or more hence, I fabricated a reason to decline the invitation in order to remain free for whatever showed up instead. Yet by refusing to put an oar in the water with reference to anything in my life’s downstream, I was at the effect of every bump and turn of my rudderless version of “being in the moment.”

The prescription I had received was quite clear. By going as the flow of the integrity of my whole being, I may live blamelessly in and from its harmony, regardless of any froth and bubble stirred up by my circumstances. Flowing thus is my surest salvation, for if I instead allow my experience to be determined by the drift of the world around me . . . well, as they say, “There goes the neighborhood.”

