Willy Nelson’s “The Sound in Your Mind”:

Well I’ve been feeling a little bad

‘Cause I’ve been feeling a little better

Without you

Of all the things I’ve lost, I miss my mind the most.

Faith used to be simple. (God hath made man upright, and he has sought inventions”

Tell Me Why traditional and modernized

A decrepit, down-and-out country musician who shows up dressed in a garish metaphysical malpractice suit and exposes the metaphysics of loss, lack and abandonment and other hard feelings as portrayed in country music. 
Did you hear about the Buddhist who refused novocaine during a root canal? His goal: transcend dental medication. :-) ♥♥ 
Holmes reportedly said, "If you can't walk on water, take a boat. The object is to get to the other side!"

And, at the Asilomar Talent Show many years ago, a young man with a deadpan delivery did a stand up routine. His friends chided him, "If you are so powerful, when are you going to walk on water?" To wit he said, "Soon. Soon. As soon as I get it to stop parting!"

On and on and on anon. There’s another support group for folks who hate their jobs. It’s called everybody, and they meet at the bar. ~Drew Carey

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

Good evening. Good evening. Good evening.
I’m hoping for a good evening because I woke up with a horrible thought this morning: What if I’m already living up to my full potential? (~After Lily Tomlin and Jane Wagner) This was followed by another horrible thought: What if the hokey-pokey really is what it’s all about? And then I heard a disturbing report on the morning news that people tend to be disturbed by disturbing reports. 
And that’s why I’m now hoping for a good evening, because my morning was a bummer.

My name is Ample Leeway and I’m a recovering adult. I started out fine, then I got defined, and I am now becoming refined.

As a child I started out just fine. Then I got defined as a so-called “adult.” So now I’m recovering from my childhood’s adulteration by becoming refined. 
Thirty-five years ago, in the process of my refinement I became a minister. And thanks to some television evangelists we’ve all learned what can happen to ministers when they get in touch with their shadow. (Eerie chuckle) the shadow knows . . .

After becoming a minister, I also got in touch with my shadow, which sometimes shows up as our alter ego. In order to reconcile my shadow’s alter ego with my ministerial altar ego – and here I am spelling “altar” as in the mindset of a bride who is approaching the front of the church to be married: aisle altar hymn – and I’m reminded just now of five time aisle altar hymn champion Zsa Zsa Gabor, who famously said, I want a man who’s kind and understanding. Is that too much to ask of a millionaire?
So where was I? Oh, yes, in order to reconcile my alter ego with my altar ego, I gave him a name and from time to time I let him to enjoy some shadow play, as I am doing this evening. I named him “Ample Leeway” – which is what I have to give myself in order to show up like this – and I assigned him the task of coughing up my psychological hairballs. 
Our psychological hairballs come in three flavors - loss, lack and abandonment – and they are most frequently coughed up in one of two forms, country music and the blues.

For a famous example, there’s a blues song that ends with “got my mojo workin’, but it just don’t work on you.” And there’s another blues song that ends with, “been down so long that down don’t bother me.“

And in country music there’s “If you see me getting’ smaller, it’s because I’m leav in’ you.” And there’s “The salt in my eggs this mornin’ was tears.” “I feel so miserable without you it’s almost like having you here.” How does it get any better than that? Well, here’s another example:
 Willy Nelson’s “The Sound in Your Mind”:

Well I’ve been feeling a little bad

‘Cause I’ve been feeling a little better

Without you

Of all the things I’ve lost, I miss my mind the most.

~Zsa Zsa Gabor (85)

Back in the third century b.d. (before dirt)
Next time, no brains.

Coughing Up Your Metaphysical Hairballs

February 14, 2009 – Celebration Church – Wilsonville, OR

HowDEE!! I’m Left Reverend Noel McInnis’s alter ego, and I’m a recovering adult. How many of you have heard on the radio, watched on TV or attended live the Grand Old Opry? If you have then you know that “HowDEE!!” is a pearl of country folk wisdom. And I’m here as Reverend Noel’s alter ego to share some mini-pearls of country folk wisdom while he conducts his metaphysical practice at a more conventional alter. 

Rev. Noel sent me this evening because he is a very private person, in spite of his frequent displays of public affliction. He keeps many things to himself. For example, when he first discovered country music on the radio at the age of fou34r, he was immediately and indelibly imprinted with a fondness for it. And when he discovered New Thought some 35 years later, he was in a quandary because of country music’s obsessive gross anatomy of loss, lack and abandonment, so he started keeping his fondness for country music to himself.
His quandary was unresolved until I surfaced another 20 years after that and informed him that country music is the fine spiritual art of coughing up our metaphysical hairballs, a.k.a. “metaphyzzling”. Rev. Noel immediately deputized me to handle this aspect of pubic enlightenment, so I’m now acquainting folks with the fine spiritual art of upchucking metaphysical hairballs at gatherings of all kinds: cabarets, talent shows, sacred theater, not-so-sacred theater, open microphones, bazaars, county fairs, weddings, baptisms, bar mitzvahs, bat mitzvahs, boring mitzvah’s, memorial services, funerals, office parties, private parties, third parties . . . as well as at UFO sightings and other close encounters of the absurd kind.
Before I go any further, let me make sure this thing’s in tune:

E- I don’t know why, I love you like I do . . .

Rev. Noel named me Ample Leeway, in recognition that he has to give himself ample leeway to show up in this non-ministerial and dubiously ornate metaphysical malpractice suit. Singing country music is a public display of affliction that he’s just not ready for, and so he’s left it to me to cash in on metaphysical hairball upchucks like this one by Johnny Cash:
I keep my pants up with a piece of twine,

I keep the ends out for the tie that binds,

And I dream of an occasion so sublime – 

Because you’re mine, please pull the twine.

To keep me walking the line, Rev. Noel sent along his wife Heidy’s alter ego, whose name is “Unduly Awesome.” What makes her alter ego so awesome is that if she were in her righteous mind she would be pretending not to know me just now.

As you might imagine, Rev. Noel and I are very close. I support him in all of his metaphysical endeavors just as he supports me in mine. During the New Years burning bowl ceremony at his church this year he released a life-long tendency to start more things than he can finish, and he is now diligently bringing everything left undone to completion. So I looked around his house to see if there was anything unfinished that I could help him with. First I finished a bottle of Chardonnay, then a bottle of Bailey's Irish Cream . . . and it wasn’t very long until I was finished!

In spite of our close relationship, Rev. Noel and I do have our differences. For instance, while Rev. Noel routinely answers the question “How are you?” by saying “I’m just as wonderful as you are!” I just tell people I’m fine  – “f”, “i”, “n”, “e” - fearful, insecure, neurotic, and emotional.
I accepted the invitation to be here with y’all at this evening’s close encounter of the absurd kind, as an opportunity to launch my forthcoming global alter-ego trip on behalf of exposing the gross anatomy of classical country music. Gross anatomy is not to be confused with gross motor skills. For example, the ability to give your own automobile a tune-up at home by sucking out its sparkplugs – THAT would be a very gross motor skill, while having a mouth that sucks would be gross anatomy. 
The gross anatomy of classical country music is its trinity of metaphysical hairballs, loss, lack and abandonment. And if the term “classical country music” sounds to you like an oxymoron, I am the proxy moron who coined the term “classical country music” after country music took a hard righteous turn from Willie Nelson, Waylon Jennings, Jerry Jeff Walker, David Allen Coe, Towns van Zandt and other mostly Texan so-called “outlaws” of country music. 

What makes me a proxy moron is that being Rev. Noel’s alter ego makes me proxy to the moronic tendencies of his ego’s excesses - which I absorb just as gracefully as marijuana soaks up a hundred times its weight in excess reality. 

What makes the gross anatomy of classical country music so gross is that contemporary country music tends to be either about loss, about lack, or about abandonment, and is seldom if ever straightforward about the entire trinity all at once like it was in country music’s classical period. While today’s country songs tend to chew over only one of these metaphysical hairballs, classical country music coughed up the entire trinity of metaphysical hairballs with a single heave. Classical country music was full-bore down-and-out, while contemporary country music tends to be either one or the other. Despite what you may have been led to believe, today’s country music upchucks just aren’t tailored as swiftly as they used to be.  
Rather than chew over the trinity of metaphysical hairballs in reasonable succession, classical country songs upchucked the whole load in a single one-line reversal of paristalsis (the clinically correct term for “upchuck”). Take for example these marvelous gemstones of classical country music:
E - I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

E - The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone

E- If I Know’d You Was Comin’ I’d Have Faked an Ache

Some classical country music upchucks were a tad more subtle:

E - If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You

E - The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears.

E - Sad Songs and Waltzes Ain’t Sellin’ This Year

Some classical country music upchucks were a tad belabored:

E - I’ve got tears in my ears . . .

And there’s one classical country song from a couple of decades ago that qualifies as one of the greatest metaphysical hairball upchuckers of all time:

E - Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.

The loss, lack and abandonment in that last song just keeps on giving, because if you were to take someone up on that same offer today you’d have to bum another quarter to make the call. Perhaps that’s why it won country music’s equivalent of the Grammy, a plastic hen known as the Pullet Surprise.

Now mind you, none of these marvelous metaphysical hairballs originated with me. Most of them can be Googled on the Internet, where their lyrics are fully available for dubious public consumption.

When pre-reverend Noel was inducted into the Army in the early sixties, and found himself in Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri, he had never before written any music. But realizing that he had some spare time in which to complement his military basic training with something equally miserable, he rented a dollar-a-day guitar from the base’s PX, found a nearby unlocked abandoned barracks, and for several nights sat in its darkness with pen, paper, and penlight (so as not to draw unwanted attention), and he applied diligently himself to the task of writing a classical down-and out country song. 
Fortunately, he didn’t have to rely entirely on his own resources. All of his songs were composed in collaboration with the fellows who’ve inspired so many country singers, Beam, Walker, Daniels and Harper – that’s Jim Beam, Johnny Walker, Jack Daniels and I.W. Harper, also known as the Four Whiskytears - and for good measure he kept Four Roses at hand for a chaser, plus a supply of Three Feathers to further tickle his metaphysical hairballs’ fancy

His first song was written at one sitting, and it was an acceptable first effort from a man who was a complete novice at the country music trade, being that he was only for the first time living in an unhappy marriage. Feeling quite certain he could write something far more miserable, he succeeded in writing an even more wretched effort entitled “The Railroad’s Been My Street”:

A million ties have seen my feet,
'cause the railroad's been my street,
ever since the day you went away.
I watched your train go down the track,
and when you failed to come back, 
I set out to bring you home to stay.
A hundred towns have come and gone, 
a thousand doorbells I have rung,
I showed your picture to everyone I found.
When they shook their heads I'd sigh,
but they told me I should try
down the tracks, ten more miles, another town.
Although you promised you’d return,
I know that my love you have spurned,
And I’m clear at last just where I stand.
For I met a man today,
coming from the other way,
and he held your picture in his hand. 
Still unsatisfied, pre-reverend Noel trusted that a third time would be a charm in his quest to write a classical down-and-out country song, which unfortunately went way over the line at being pathetic. For lack of an adequate down-and-out vocabulary, his budding ambition to be a classical country musician was hopelessly dashed.  
You have my heart upon its knees, I'm pleading for your love,
you tossed my happiness away just like a worn-out glove.
You took the love I offered you and gave me only grief,
my heart was a beggar, but your heart was a thief. 
You took my fond attention, and you took my presents, too,
you gave away the secrets that were meant for only you.
You cut me off to drift along just like a fallen leaf,
my heart was a beggar, but your heart was a thief.
You said that you'd forever be my one and only true,
you took all that I had to give, then found somebody new.
You wore away my love just like the tide upon a reef,
my heart was a beggar, but your heart was a thief.
I begged you for your love to lift my heart up off its knees,
now I'm trying to forget you turned a deaf ear to my pleas. 
I thought once that I'd change you, now I know there's no relief,
‘cause that's the very last word I could find that rhymed with “thief.”

And so it was. I thankee very kindly.  (Bow)

[Standing ovation? Y’all have just fulfilled a life-long dream of mine.]

Coughing Up Your Metaphysical Hairballs (Long Version)
February 14, 2009 – Celebration Church – Wilsonville, OR

HowDEE!! I’m Left Reverend Noel McInnis’s alter ego, and I’m a recovering adult. How many of you have heard on the radio, watched on TV or attended live the Grand Old Opry? If you have then you know that “HowDEE!!” is a pearl of country folk wisdom. And I’m here as Reverend Noel’s alter ego to share some mini-pearls of country folk wisdom while he conducts his metaphysical practice at a more conventional alter. 

You’ve probably noticed that I have a crib sheet here, with which teachers distinguish themselves from their students by calling it “lecture notes”. Crib sheets and lecture notes represent a little known corollary of the metaphysical principle that there is only One Mind to which all things are known. The One Mind has a photographic memory, which some folks call the “Akashic records”, the universal catalog of everything since the beginning of time that has ever been felt, said, done, or that otherwise took place. Unfortunately, while the One Mind has a photographic memory, I’m a bit short of film. (And while crib sheets and lecture notes are elements of the academic black arts, if you watch the TV show, “Grey’s Anatomy,” you know that even those who do have a photographic memory are a Little Grey.)

Rev. Noel sent me this evening because he is a very private person. In spite of his frequent displays of public affliction, Rev. Noel is a very private person who keeps to himself many more of his private parts than necessary. For example, one afternoon when he was four years old and playing with the dial on his grandmother’s radio he discovered station WLS out of Chicago, and was immediately and indelibly imprinted with a fondness for country music. It wasn’t long before he discovered several other country music radio stations, and every afternoon he would turn the radio’s dial to one of them and within five minutes be bawling at songs like the Carter Family’s “My Little Blue Eyes.” And every afternoon, his unconditionally loving grandmother would sit down on her rocker, welcome him into her lap, and cuddle him with the consoling words, “I don’t know why in tarnation you keep listening to that stuff if it makes you so unhappy.” She never told him not to listen to it, or told him to turn it off, she just unconditionally consoled him. And the truth is, the music wasn’t making him unhappy at all, he was nurturing his capacity for compassionate empathy. 
Given the fact that his father was a classical musician who scorned all other forms of music with the exception of jazz, four-year-old Noel would have been in a quandary if his father was still alive. As it was, he wasn’t in a quandary about his love of country music until some 35 years later when he discovered New Thought metaphysics. This quandary was unresolved until I surfaced another 20 years after that and informed him that country music is the science and art of metaphyzzling in general, and of coughing up our metaphysical hairballs in particular. Rev. Noel immediately delegated that aspect of metaphysical enlightenment to me, and named me Ample Leeway because he has to give himself ample leeway to show up in this non-ministerially ornate metaphysical malpractice suit. Now if you’re thinkin’ that Rev. Noel is shameless for allowing himself to show up like I’m doin’ here this evenin’, you’ve obviously yet to see and hear what happens when I show up in a stand-up comedy barroom. 
To keep me appropriate to tonight’s venue, Rev. Noel sent along his wife Heidy’s alter ego, whose name is “Unduly Awesome.” What makes her alter ego so awesome is that if she were in her righteous mind she would be pretending not to know me just now.
As you might imagine, Rev. Noel and I are very close, and I support him in all of his metaphysical endeavors just as he supports me in mine. During the New Years burning bowl ceremony at his church at the beginning of this year he released a life-long tendency to start many things and not finish them, and he is now diligently busy bringing everything left undone to completion. In my characteristic full support of this project, I looked around his home office one morning to see if there was anything he’d started and not finished that I could help him with. I started by finishing a bottle of Chardonnay, then a bottle of Bailey's Irish Cream . . . and before very long I was finished!

In spite of our mutual collaboration, Rev. Noel and I do have our differences. For instance, while Rev. Noel routinely answers the question “How are you?” by saying “I’m just as wonderful as you are!” I just tell people I’m fine  – “f”, “i”, “n”, “e” - fearful, insecure, neurotic, and emotional.
I accepted the invitation to be here with y’all at this evening’s close encounter of the absurd kind, as an opportunity to launch my forthcoming global alter-ego trip. I’m being video-recorded by my producer and road-agent, Mark Olmstead, for a page that will eventually show up on YouTube which includes some of his material as well, in the fond hope that both our ratings will follow the precedent of Tiny Tim’s Tiptoe Through the Tulips on the Johnny Carson Show a generation ago. 

So what you have before you right now is a full-fledged, out-and-out, pristine alter-ego trip. I could use the term “unadulterated” rather than “pristine”, but I’m here to expose the gross anatomy of classical country music, which tends to be grossly adulterated. I urge you to play close attention to this gross anatomy lesson, because when I do become dubiously famous you can all say “I sadly remember where and when he got his start.”

Now if the term “classical country music” sounds to you like an oxymoron, as it certainly would have to Rev. Noel’s father, I am the proxy moron who coined the term “classical country music” after country music took a hard righteous turn from Willie Nelson, Waylon Jennings, Jerry Jeff Walker, David Allen Coe, Towns van Zandt and some other so-called “outlaws” of country music. 

What makes me a proxy moron is that my role as alter ego makes me a proxy of Rev. Noel’s moronic tendencies, which are so far to left of this culture’s fascination with radical righteousness that he has deputized me to handle his ego’s excesses - which I do just as gracefully as marijuana soaks up a hundred times its weight in excess reality. 
Before I go any further, let me make sure this thing’s in tune:
E – I see by your outfit that you are a cowboy . . .

E – Oh, give me a home . . .

Those two throw-aways are compliments of the Smothers Brothers, as is this next one:
E- I don’t know why, I love you like I do . . .

Shel Silverstein wrote the antinomy of that one, a song full of explicit sexual insinuendos that concludes with
E- … I’m so good, I don’t have to brag.

What makes the gross anatomy of classical country music so gross is that contemporary country music tends to be either about loss, about lack, or about abandonment, and is seldom if every straightforwardly about all three at once. Taken together, the metaphysical hairballs of loss, lack, and abandonment are country music’s trinity. And while contemporary country song tends to chew over only one of these metaphysical hairballs, classical country music coughed up the entire trinity of metaphysical hairballs all at heave in a straightforward one-liner. Contemporary country musicians just don’t tailor their metaphysical hairballs as swiftly as their predecessors did.
You see, rather than masticate our metaphysical hairballs in reasonable succession, classical country songs came right out with it, upchucking the whole load of metaphysical hairballs in a single reversal of paristalsis (which is the clinically correct term for “upchuck”).  Take for example these marvelous gems of classical country music’s one-liners
E - I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

E - The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone

Some classical country music upchucks were a tad more subtle:
E - If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You

E - The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears.

E - Sad Songs and Waltzes Ain’t Sellin’ This Year

Some classical country music upchucks were a tad belabored:
E - I’ve got tears in my ears . . .

And there’s one classical country song that qualifies as the second greatest metaphysical hairball upchucker of all time:
E - Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.

The loss, lack and abandonment in that last song just keeps on giving, because if you were to take someone up on that same offer today you’d have to bum another quarter to make the call. Perhaps that’s why it won country music’s equivalent of the Grammy, a plastic hen known as the Pullet Surprise.

Now mind you, none of these marvelous metaphysical hairballs originated with me. Most of them can be Googled on the Internet, where their lyrics are fully available for dubious public consumption.

Unlike the songs I’ve previewed thus far, in the greatest metaphysical upchuckers of all time the hairballs just keep on coming line after line as soon as it gets to the chorus and the second verse.  With the possible exception of “Hearts and Flowers”, it is arguably the schmaltziest song of all time. It’s a metaphysical hairball stew entitled the “The Blue Side of Lonesome”, and was most famously oozed out by Jim Reeves. In mindfulness of his fatal airplane crash after recording the song, I urge y’all to think “cancel, cancel, cancel” as I share its soapy bathos of sentimentality:
I'm calling to tell you its over,

Yes darling, you're now free to go.

You're saying you're sorry you hurt me 

But you hurt me much more than you know. 

You're asking me where this call comes from 

Oh, I hope you won't end up here.

If your new romance turns out a failure, 

Here's where you'll find me my dear.
(And here’s where the metaphysical hairballs start popping out at warp speed)
I'm just on the blue side of lonesome

Right next to the Heartbreak Hotel

In a tavern that's known as Three Teardrops

On a bar stool, not doing so well.
The floor has a carpet of sorrows,

Yet no one can weep in the aisle.

And they say someone broke the bar mirror,

With only the ghost of a smile.

The hands on the clock never alter,

For things never change in this place.

There's no present, no past, no future,

We're the ones who have lost in love’s race.
Shortly after hearing this song for the first time, pre-reverend Noel was inducted into the Army, and found himself in Fort Leonard Woods, Missouri. And while he had never before written a song, he realized that basic training was an opportunity to complement his situation with something equally miserable. So instead of going to the base library to read, as he initially did during his occasional evenings of free time, he borrowed a buddy’s guitar, found a nearby abandoned yet unlocked barracks, and for night after night he sat in its darkness with pen, paper, and penlight (so as not draw unwanted attention), and applied himself to the task of writing some credibly down-and-out country songs. 
Fortunately, he didn’t have to rely entirely on his own resources, however, because his songs were composed in collaboration with the same fellows who’ve inspired so many other country singers, Beam, Walker, Daniels and Harper – that’s Jim Beam, Johnny Walker, Jack Daniels and I.W. Harper, also known as the Four Whiskyteers - and for good measure he kept Four Roses at hand for a chaser, plus a supply of Three Feathers to further tickle his metaphysical hairballs’ fancy
His first song, written at one sitting and entitled “That Long Walk Home,” was an acceptable first effort from a man who was a complete novice at this trade, being unhappily married only for the first time:
I walk by your house each time I go to town,
though it hurts to see another fellow hangin' round.
The bright lights sort of help me to live it down,
but oh, how it hurts on that long walk home.
I hear your laughter in the twilight there,
and the squeaking of the porch chair that we used to share,
I try to tell myself that I don't care,
but I can't fool myself on that long walk home.
I followed your new friend when he left your house last night,
and what I saw told me that he won't treat you right.
He went to be with the one who is his promised bride,
And I cried for you on that long walk home.
So each night I'll be hiding in the shadows here,
until he turns your laughter into falling tears.
Then you can find true happiness again my dear,
if you'll come with me on that long walk home.
Pre-reverend Noel was so certain that he could do worse than that, composed a second song entitled “The Railroad’s Been My Street”:
A million ties have seen my feet,
'cause the railroad's been my street,
ever since the day you went away.
I watched your train go down the track,
and when it failed to bring you back, 
I set out to bring you home to stay.
I recall the day we met,
I can taste your kisses yet,
you vowed you'd stay with me for life.
It was love at first sight,
I gave you my ring that very night,
if you'd stayed you'd be my lovin' wife.
A hundred towns have come and gone, 
a thousand doorbells I have rung,
I showed your picture to everyone I found.
When they shook their heads I'd sigh,
but they told me I should try
down the tracks, ten more miles, another town.
Although you promised you’d return,
I know that my love you have spurned,
And I know at last just where I stand.
For I met a man today,
coming from the other way,
and he held your picture in his hand. 
Still unsatisfied, pre-reverend Noel trusted that a third time would be a charm in his quest to write an all-time down-and-outer. Unfortunately, its conclusion was so far over the line at being pathetic, that his hopes of being a classical country song-writer were hopelessly dashed. For the lack of a single word, his ambition to be a country musician was hopelessly deflated. 
You have my heart upon its knees, I'm pleading for your love,
you tossed my happiness away just like a worn-out glove.
You took the love I offered you and gave me only grief,
my heart was a beggar, but your heart was a thief. 
You took my fond attention, you took my presents, too,
you gave away the secrets that were meant for only you.
You cut me off to drift along just like a fallen leaf,
my heart was a beggar, but your heart was a thief.
You said that you'd forever be my one and only true,
you took all that I had to give, then found somebody new.
You wore away my love just like the tide upon a reef,
my heart was a beggar, but your heart was a thief.
I begged you for your love to lift my heart up off its knees,
now I'm trying to forget you turned a deaf ear to my pleas. 
I thought once that I'd change you, now I know there's no relief,
and that's the very last word I could find that rhymed with “thief.”
And so it was. I thankee very kindly.  (Bow)
 [Standing ovation?]
In parting I would like you folks to know that I am fully ready, fully willing and fully able at the drop of a hat to metaphyzzle wherever I’m invited. I perform at gatherings of all kinds: cabarets, talent shows, sacred theater, not-so-sacred theater, open microphones, bazaars, county fairs, weddings, baptisms, bar mitzvahs, bat mitzvahs, boring mitzvah’s, memorial services, funerals, office parties, private parties, third parties . . . as well as at UFO sightings and other close encounters of the absurd kind. … I will very gladly supply you with my business card.
Announcement:

A witty, humorous, and sometimes mildly hilarious . . .

To be in+tegrated:

I was invited to be here because I’m fine – fearful, insecure, neurotic and emotional.

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

That doesn’t match my experience. 

Thank you for the opportunity to grow.

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

"I was looking back to see if you were looking back to see if I was looking back to see if you were looking back at me." 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Woman wished she was irresistible to men, was transformed into beer.

3 men each get a wish ~ the first one says (greedily) 'I want to rule an empire, be rich and have all the women I desire' ~ Poof! ~ he's gone ~ second one says 'I want to travel to far away galaxies and be free forever' ~ ...Poof! ~ he's gone ~ the last one ponders deeply and says 'Gee I miss those 2 guys, I wish they were here with me right now'

Eagle -stud

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

 A man is incomplete until he is married. After that, he is finished. ~Zsa Zsa Gabor 

Three Jewish women get together for lunch. As they are being seated in the restaurant, one takes a deep breath and gives a long, slow "oy." The second takes a deep breath as well and lets out a long, slow "oy". The third takes a deep breath and says impatiently, "Girls, I thought we agreed that we weren't going to talk about our children."

Everyone has a photographic memory. Some don't have film.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Xxxxx

Riding Lesson

I learned two things/from an early riding teacher./ He held a nervous filly/in one hand and gestured/with the other, saying “Listen./ Keep one leg on one side,/ the other leg on the other side,/ and your mind in the middle.”

He turned and mounted./ She took two steps, then left/the ground, I thought for good./ But she came down hard, humped/her back, swallowed her neck,/and threw her rider as you’d/throw a rock He rose, brushed/his pants and caught his breath,/and said, “See, that’s the way/to do it. When you see/they’re gonna throw you, get off.” ~Henry Taylor, in R.R. Knudsen and May Swenson, American Sport Poems (orchared Books, 1988), p.190.

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

If you think the Heartbreak Hotel was a downer, here’s a song about the place across the street, a tavern called The Three Teardrops. . . . The last time Rev. Noel heard that sing he was moved to write his own top notch metaphysical downer. He came within one word of succeeding. 

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

I’m upholding a tradition that was established in the mid-twentieth century by such titans of musical depreciation as Spike Jones, Two-Ton Baker, Yogi Yorgeson, Homer and Jethro, Doodles Weaver and Stan Freeburg, who followed in the footsteps of pioneers like the Hoosier Hotshots and Red Nichols and his Five Pennies, a tradition that has been carried on by Shel Silverstein, Jerry Reed, Slim Pickens  (etc.).
Blues is not all down: Free and Equal Blues: (with additional lyrics) Also Mose Allison song
http://books.google.com/books?id=agTpGiHKvgwC&pg=PA42&lpg=PA42&dq=%22saw+some+plasma+there%22&source=web&ots=sd_-KnQGQa&sig=H3zwEIrTx0A-2pjC7csf7uEFifI&hl=en&ei=6jqXScKOOInOtQOC3P1z&sa=X&oi=book_result&resnum=1&ct=result#PPA42,M1
Rusty Old Halo:

Life Gets Teejus - Luke the Drifter

Deck of cards

On and on and on . . . anon. 

Anyone who goes to see a psychiatrist should have his head examined.

I don’t want to get adjusted to this world.

I don’t know why I love you like I do – perhaps I’ll improve with practice.

Oh give me a home, where the buffalo roam – and I’ll show you a dirty house.

*************************

Roy Blount, Jr., Roy Blount’s Book of Southern Humor (W.W. Norton, 1994)  WPL
Roy Blount, Jr., What Men Don’t Tell Women (Little, Brown, 1984)  WPL
Loyal Jones, Country Music Humorists and Comedians (U. of Ill. Press, 2008):

Back in those days horses figured more prominently in country music, such as in the song “I Ride an Old Paint” by Woody Guthrie and  “Cool Water” by The Sons of the Pioneers. Horses also figured prominently in western movies, especially Roy Rogers’ horse, trigger, a Palomino. White horses were rarely featured in country and western motifs because white horses are themselves so rare – which is why when Lady Godiva rode a white horse naked through the town of Coventry, England, everyone so badly wanted to see it.

Hey Lady Godiva, ridin' throughout town
Naked on your big white horse
With your long hair hangin' down
Lady Godiva, you say you're frightened
and so shy
I hate to bust your bubble but you
Sure picked a funny place to hide    -Shel SIlverstein - Dr. Hook
Homer and Jethro: 

Our music is a cross between country and rock. We call it crock.

We don’t do political jokes. We’re afraid they’ll get elected.

I was born with a banjo on me knee, which made it very uncomfortable for my mother.

You can drive your wife crazy. Don’t talk in your sleep, just smile.

Most country singers sing through their nose. This was they can sing ‘em and smell ‘em at the same time.

I asked a guy, “Did you see our last TV show?” His answer – “I certainly hope so.”

It’s better to be a bachelor than to be a bachelor’s son.

Ballet: “The dancers all walk around on tippy toes. Why don’t they just get taller dancers?
Mary had a pocket watch,

She swallowed it one day.

So the doctor gave her castor oil

To pass the time away.

The castor oil did not work,

The time it did not pass.

So if you want to know the time

Just look up Mary’s uncle. (He has a pocket watch, too.)  -Johnny Counterfeit

A second grade teacher was teaching spelling and arithmetic, and when little Susie was having trouble with the word “feet” the teacher asked “What do I have two of that cows have four of?” And Susie told her. 

We take our spouses for better or worse even when they’re worse than we took them for. -Lulu Belle
Kathryn Stucker, Hello, This Is Lum and Abner (PO Box 38, Pine Ridge, AR, 71966).

They're rioting in Africa, they're starving in Spain. 
There's hurricanes in Florida, and Texas needs rain. 
The whole world is festering with unhappy souls. 
The French hate the Germans, the Germans hate the Poles. 
Italians hate Yugoslavs, South Africans hate the Dutch. 
And I don't like anybody very much! 

But we can be tranquil, and thankful, and proud, 
For mans' been endowed with a mushroom-shaped cloud. 
And we know for certain that some lovely day 
Someone will set the spark off, and we will all be blown away. 

They're rioting in Africa, there's strife in Iran. 
What nature doesn't do to us, will be done by our fellow man.
*************************

ABANDONMENT SONGS/MILITARY CAREER:

Bugger Red’s Blues

All-time classic: Here’ a Quarter . . .

This one is far more considerate: She Even Woke Me Up to Say Goodbye

Abandonment while in the relationship: You Never Even Call Me By My Name (play country music backwards)

Poetic: Escape Is So Simple – Cowboy Junkies

Pathetic – Blue Side of Lonesome

That song inspired then pre-reverend Noel to write some country songs of his own that would be worthy of sending to Jim Reeves. He soon enough realized, however, that this was an ill-considered objective, given that it was that his life circumstances were insufficiently pathetic to be productive of such songs. He also had a drinking problem where country music is concerned, because he didn’t drink at all. It was only when this misfortune of circumstance was providentially removed as a consequence of enlisting in the Army at the height of the Cuban crisis that his life became sufficiently pathetic to provide the feasibility of producing a credible country song. 
He could actually feel the shift of fortune taking place during his qualifying physical examination for military induction, when he was told that his blood pressure was just below the borderline of acceptability. As it was, however, after several of his examiners went into a huddle they decided to take him anyway, based on their confidence that military experience would raise my blood pressure considerably. He would later lament the fact that had he taken up the practice of meditation before rather than after his military career, his blood pressure could have been way lower.
The truth be told, military service did not raise pre-reverend Noel’s blood pressure sufficiently to be the “lean, mean fighting machine” that his basic training company commander promised to make of him. For instance, he almost invariably fell asleep during lecture hall and classroom training sessions. This was of course dealt with in traditional military fashion when his instructor employed the standard operating procedure of delivering a command to those assembled that was presumed to humiliate pre-reverend Noel. The command began in a soft voice and ended with a crescendo: “All women and children present, ON YOUR FEET!” Upon suddenly hearing only the last three words, pre-reverend Noel jumped right up, and then looked about in confusion when he saw that everyone else had remained seated and was now laughing. This naturally aroused his curiosity, which is something no self-respecting basic trainee is supposed to exhibit, let alone even have to begin with, and so he asked his instructor the logical question: “How come you and I are the only one’s standing?”
Pre-reverend Noel also missed the mark on the firing range. His target sheet was so unscathed that his firing line coach told him, “Troop, if we invade Cuba we’re gonna station you on Key West with a long bayonet!”
He also performed so dismally in calisthenics – push-ups, pull-ups, squat jumps, jumping jacks and the like – that his redneck drill coach asked, “Boy, is you unphysical?” I didn’t understand the question, so I replied with due intelligence by saying “Huh?” He repeated himself: “Is you unphysical?” I said, “What do you mean by unphysical?”  He replied, “Has you got problems bein’ in your body?”  And I said, “If you only knew.”  

And then there was the time one morning when I almost saluted my company commander when it wasn’t called for, and corrected my maneuver just in time by adjusting my glasses. “Soldier,” he said, “see me in my office at 1400 hours.”
I had sufficiently mastered the military mindset to know that he meant 2 o’clock, and so at 2 o’clock I stood before his desk and delivered the appropriate salute. “At ease, soldier.”  Well, after being called “troop,” “ recruit” by all my sergeants and instructors, being called a soldier did put pre-reverend Noel somewhat at ease as the company commander revealed that it had been brought to his attention by others as well as by direct observation that I had a tendency to be absent-minded, and that absent-mindedness in a soldier was likely to get him killed in the line of duty. This was followed by a pep-talk on being alert and present-minded at all times, and the question: “Are you ready to shape up, soldier?” Following pre-reverend Noel’s most convincing “Yes sir!” the company commander said “You’re dismissed.”
Well, being dissed by his company commander must have caused a considerable disconnect in pre-reverend Noel’s psyche, because in a sudden outburst of what psychologists call “retroactive inhibition” as a consequence of prior training, he gave his company commander a Boy Scout salute.

His company commander barked, “Now there’s an example of what I don’t want to see any more of from you.”

After another convincing “yes sir!” and an appropriately executed salute, pre-reverend Noel then executed a military about face to leave the commander’s office. But somehow his feet got tangled and he ended up in a heap of the floor. And that’s when his company commander wiped his hands and said “Just get the hell out of here.”
Pre-reverend Noel’s other problem with adjusting to the military was that whenever he was pushed too far he would break out in tears. That turned out to be a saving grace, however, because it also always put the brakes on whoever was giving him a hard time. Perhaps the only thing against which the military establishment is defenseless is genuine tears, and as long as the tears are truly genuine they are a guy’s best defense against the military establishment. There’s nothing in military training that prepares its leadership with an adequate defense against genuine tears. 

For example, pre-reverend Noel spontaneously broke out in tears in the mess hall one day, entirely without discernable provocation, just as the company commander was walking by his table, and the commander asked “What’s wrong, soldier?”
Pre-reverend Noel confessed that he was feeling sorry for another soldier who was being endlessly picked on by almost everyone because of his inability to shape up to military expectations, and told the company commander, “He can’t really help being the way he was born, you know.” The company commander patted his shoulder and said, “You’re okay.” A few days later the other soldier was discharged without prejudice, and the harassment of pre-reverend Noel subsided as well. It was then that he realized how appropriately he had chosen his military service profession: psychological warfare.   
It was during pre-reverend Noel’s second eight weeks of basic training as a clerk-typist, when most of his evenings were free, that he realized his life had become sufficiently pathetic that he just might succeed at cranking out some credible country music. So instead of going to the base library to read, as he customarily did during his free time, he sat in a nearby dark and empty barracks with pen and paper and imagined himself entertaining his fellow soldiers with country music of his own composition.
His first song was sufficiently pathetic that it felt like a credible effort.

E? - That Long Walk Home

A few nights later pre-reverend Noel came up with a second song.
E? - The Railroad’s Been My Street

Unfortunately, on his third attempt to be a country song-writer, pre-reverend Noel struck out. Its final punch line proved to be so pathetic that a country song-writing career was definitely ruled out. For lack of a single word, any ambition to be a country musician folded. And to console those of you whose sensibilities got buggered a while ago, this song’s about beggars. 

E- My Heart Is a Beggar

Pre-reverend Noel finally recognized that writing pathetic music was beyond his creative grasp because when it comes to being abandoned, he hadn’t really lived it. His grandmother’s love had sufficiently vaccinated him against such suffering, and he would never be able to put his heart into such material as that great recovery song, “The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone.”
Nonetheless, his three attempts at writing country songs had made his entire military career worthwhile because it put him at cause with whatever abandonment he actually had experienced in his life, rather than at its effect. He completed his military training in high spirits, even though he never got over being absent-minded.
For instance . . . through some comedy of errors he ended up being a platoon leader. Now he’s not your most forceful guy, and he managed to maintain order in his platoon only by threatening those in his charge with his replacement by some hard-nosed bastard that would make them wish they’d respected him. By renewing this threat every other day he managed to keep the platoon together, thus further proving his prowess as a psychological warrior. 
He almost lost it one day...platoon most disorderly when they marched from and back to their company area from their daily clerk-typist session in the Fort’s training area.  Pinned Sergeant Rouse to the door. “I’ll get your yang-yang for this.”
Already in trouble for leaving the company area without a hat . . . you just get up.
Got my yang-yang.
It wasn’t until many years later that pre-reverend Noel made a single attempt to write a blues song, based on the fact that he was the party of the first part in what back in the 1930’s was known as a “shotgun wedding,” that didn’t last for more than a few months after his birth. He never got to know his father, and his mother had to work full time, so he was essentially raised by his grandmother, who lovingly accommodated his passion for listening to country music. [Fit some of this into previous material as possibly the subliminal reason for his attraction to country music.]
E- I’ve Got Those “I Ain’t Responsible, Someone’s Doin’ It to Me” Blues.
“I Love My Little Blue Eyes” – Stoney and Wilma Lee Cooper
“I’m Thinking Tonight of My Blue Eyes” – The Carter Family

Other hairballs: betrayal, revenge
Machoism:

I’m warnin’ all ya women don’t get too close to me ‘cause you might catch fire.

Well you’re dealin’ with a man who can put ya in an all-night jag.
I’ll rock your world and I’ll make you quake
Until you’re screamin’ “for mercy’s sake”
 ‘Cause I’m so good, I don’t have to brag.

Some of it was called “folk music” before it was called country “music”.

Rioting in Africa

Dore Previn: The Car Song

Ends on an upper:

You Make Me So Happy I Could Puke

Automation Blues 
I went down, down, down to the factory, early on a Monday morn.
When I got down to the factory it was empty and forlorn.
I couldn't find Joe, Jack, John or Jim,
nobody could I see,
nothin' but buttons and bells and lights
all over that factory.
Well I walked, walked, walked into the foreman's office
to find out what was what.
I looked him in the eye, I asked him "what goes?"
and here's the answer I got:
His eyes turned red, then green, then blue,
and it finally dawned on me,
that there was a robot sittin' in the seat
where the foreman used to be.
Well I walked all around, all around, up and down
and across that factory.
I watched all the buttons, and the bells, and the lights,
it was a mystery to me.
I hollered "Hank, Frank, Jack, Mack, Don, Dan, Warren, Roy,
Ike, Mike, Ed, Fred, Pete."
And a great big mechanical voice boomed out
"All your buddies are obsolete."
I was scared, scared, scared, I was worried, I was sick,
as I left that factory.
Decided I had to see the president
of that whole darned company.
When I got up to his office he was running out the door
with a scared look on his face,
'cause there was a great big mechanical executive
a sittin' in the president's place.
Well I went home, home, home, to my ever-lovin' wife,
and I told her 'bout the factory.
She kissed me and she hugged me, she cried a little bit,
then she sat down on my knee.
Now I don't understand all the buttons and the bells
but there's one thing I will say:
I thank the Lord that love's still made in the good old-fashioned way.
Introduction: Our next presenter is the alter ego of Rev. Noel McInnis, who is the outreach Field Minister of the New Thought Center for Spiritual Living in Beaverton. While Rev. Noel specializes in metaphysical practice, his alter ego specializes in metaphysical malpractice, and he’s here this evening to give us some pointers on his speciality.

"Horsie Keep Your Tail Up," sung by Lew Childress, can be heard on YAZOO 2051 - The Story the Crow Told Me, Early American Rural Children's Songs, Vol. 1 (classic recordings from the 1920s and 30s. Dick Greenhaus has the CD at Camsco and you can get it through the Mudcat shop. There are two volumes, this being the first. The second is 2052, I think. Both are highly recommended! Caroline and I love 'em!
Just as metaphysics has taken on the sophistication of contemporary science, a bit of scientific sophistication might enhance country music and the blues music. For example – Tell Me Why.
Or take this blues song by Mose Alison concerning molecular and cellular processes:

Your molecular structure, baby / is somethin’ mighty fine. 

It’s a first rate example / of functional design.
And your cellular organization / is anything but benign.                            
Now your thermo-dynamics / put my gears in overdrive,                  

and your electro-magnetism’s / got my system so alive                            

that my circuits are all wide open / and their energy wants to thrive.                                   
Those cosmic undulations / are just waitin’ to come through 

all ‘cause your cellular organization / is makin’ mine wanta groove,    
and as for your molecular structure, baby / it has got nothin’ less to prove.
*************************

Mose Allison:

On and on and on anon talking blues:
The way you keep on talkin,’ forever yakkin’ in my face

Makes me think the time has come to put you in your place.
If silence was really golden
You couldn't raise a dime
‘Cause your mind is on vacation while your mouth is workn’ overtime.

Mose Allison:

Your molecular structure is really somethin' fine, 

a first rate example of functional design, 

those cosmic undulations are steady comin' thru, 

your molecular structure, me & you
your cellular organization is really something choice, 

electro-magnetism 'bout to make me lose my voice, 

got all my circuits open, my system's reading go, 

your cellular organization baby, stop the show
your molecular structure is really somethin' swell, 

a high frequency modulated jezebel, 

thermo-dynamically you're gettin' to me, 

your molecular structure baby, ooh wee!
You sittin here and yakkin right in my face
I guess I'm gonna have to put you in your place
You know if silence was golden
You couldn't raise a dime
Because your mind is on vacation and your mouth is workin' overtime

You’re quotin' figures and droppin' names
You’re tellin' stories about the dames
You're overlaughin' when things ain't funny
You tryin' to sound like big money
You know if talk was criminal
You'd lead a life of crime
Because your mind is on vacation and your mouth is workin overtime

You know that life is short
Talk is cheap
Don't be makin' promises that you can't keep
You don't like this little song I'm singin'
Just grin and bear it
All I can say is if the shoe fits wear it
If you must keep talkin
Please try to make it rhyme
Because your mind is on vacation and your mouth is workin' overtime
Van Morrison version:
Sitting there yakkin' right in my face
Coming on like you own the place
If silence was golden
You couldn't raise a dime
Cause your mind is on vacation and your mouth is working overtime

You're quoting figures, you're dropping names
You're telling stories, you're playing games
You always laugh when things ain't funny
You try to sound like you don't need money
If talk was criminal, you'd lead a life of crime
Cause your mind is on vacation and your mouth is working overtime

You know that life is short and talk is cheap
Don't make promises that you can't keep
If you don't like the song I'm singing, just grin and bear it
All I can say is if the shoe fits wear it
If you must keep talking please can you make it rhyme
Cause your mind is on vacation and your mouth is working overtime.

Tom McRae: http://www.lyricsmania.com/lyrics/tom_mcrae_lyrics_340/tom_mcrae_lyrics_1714/2nd_law_lyrics_20037.html

Second law
Tell all my friends
I have gone to the moon
Tell all my friends
I will write them soon
And tell them
If you see them
That I am better left alone

'Cause I'm living up here where the air is thin 
And where gravity don't bring you down
Yeah I'm living up here and I'm watching your universe cooling down
Coughing Up Your Metaphysical Hairballs

March 14, 2009 – Open Spirit – 2800 S.E. Harrison St, Portland OR 07214

HowDEE!! My name is Ample Leeway, and I’m a recovering adult. How many of you have heard on the radio, watched on TV or attended live the Grand Old Opry? If you have then you know that “HowDEE!!” is a pearl of country folk wisdom – a mini-pearl of country folk wisdom to be precise.

I’m here tonight to explore the implications of a metaphysical pearl of wisdom: the fact that all grown-ups are either recovering adults or else are like me, the alter ego of a recovering adult.

How I got to be an alter ego is because it is that my primary ego, the left Rev. Noel McInnis, customarily shows up at a more conventional altar. And that’s also how it is that my name is Ample Leeway, on account of because that’s what Rev. Noel has to give me in order to expose himself so howlingly unconventionally like this here.
Any howl, Rev. Noel couldn’t be with us here this evening because he recently had a near-death experience and he’s still in recovery from the autopsy.
The truth be told, I’m a blessing to Rev. Noel and y’all, ‘cause he can get so full of himself sometimes that I have to soak up the overflow. Ya know, he used to be a compulsive talker until he joined that 12-step program called on and on and on, anon. 

Our relationship came about because his father was a classical musician, and ever since Rev. Noel fell in love with country music at the tender age of four years old he kept it in the closet, ‘til I came along with the common sense to out his metaphysical backside, so to speak. 
So what you’re lookin’ at right cheer is a healthy partnership between a primary ego and its dubious alternative, indulgin’ in what a Jungian analyst might call “shadow play.” And speakin’ of shadows, how many of y’all remember who Lamont Cranston was? Not very many, I see, and it’s quite all right that y’all don’t know who Lamont Cranston was . . . because the shadow knows (chuckle). ….

While Rev. Noel goes around encouraging folks in the fine art of metaphysical practice, my specialty is metaphysical malpractice, the finely tuned art of metaphyzzling, which is why I’m wearin’ this here metaphysical malpractice suit. And because Rev. Noel is so accustomed to using sermon notes he was kind enough to supply me with these here notes so that he won’t lose my place, and so y’all won’t think that my best material is what I’m wearin’. 

Rev. Noel also sent his lovely wife Heidy along to make sure that I walk the line. Her alter ego goes by the name of Unduly Awesome. After the show you can greet her on your way out of the hall at the back, where she’ll have a laughably low-priced bit of metaphysical wisdom for y’all.

When it comes to walkin’ the line, most o’ y’all are probably unaware that Johnny Cash wrote an alternate verse to that song:

I keep my pants up with a piece of twine,

I keep the ends out for the tie that binds,

And I keep dreaming of a circumstance sublime – 

Because you’re mine, please pull the twine.

Now while it may seem odd t’ y’all that a minister would be in recovery, it just so happens that all grown-ups are in recovery no matter what their profession may be. As Swami Satchinanda put it, we all started out just fine, then we got defined, and now we’re getting’ refined. Accordingly, there’s only three kinds of people on this planet – recovering adults, children who are in the process of being adulterated, and enlightened folks whose recovery is complete. 

Thus far, the enlightened kind have eluded all of our attempts to find ‘em,  which is just as well, for if we ever did find ‘em we’d be deeply disappointed to also discover that what makes folks enlightened is their realization that they don’t have the answers the rest of us are looking for. The greatest metaphysical myth of all time is the belief that someone, somewhere, has it all together. Yet enlightenment can only come to those who truly know that they are already fully whole, complete and perfect, and who have therefore ceased all attempts to improve other people . . . by first ceasing to improve themselves. 
And so it is that I’m here to enlighten our adulterated collective consciousness by waking us up to how we got this way. My particular path to enlightenment is the mindfulness that awakens us to our adulterated state, ‘cause there’s not a whole lot we can do about our adulteration until we’re mindful of what it is and the way it works – which is why I’m going to heighten our mindfulness by sharing some invaluably precious lessons in music depreciation, whose purpose is to help us all to cough up our metaphysical hairballs.  
This nation has given birth to two marvelous means of metaphysical malpractice, both of which tend to be musically depreciative: the blues, and country music, which taken altogether comprise what Eckhart Tolle would call “pain body” music because they are so holistic. How you can tell they’re holistic is that they leave you feeling worse all over than anywhere else.
It is not fully appreciated that whatever may be their liabilities, these musical genres have had their own equivalents of genius like that of Gilbert and Sullivan, and Rogers and Hammerstein – ‘cause the truth be told, a substantial portion of blues and country music represents the collaboration of Beam, Walker, Daniels and Harper – that’s Jim Beam, Johnny Walker, Jack Daniels and I.W. Harper, also known as the Four Whiskyteers, and who for good measure also keep Four Roses at hand for a chaser, plus a supply of Three Feathers to further tickle  their fancy.  They made their greatest mark with the song, “Whisky River”, thanks to the additional “joint” collaboration of Willie Nelson. An earlier song written with in collaboration with the Four Whiskyteers in the 1930’s went like this:

Horsey keep your tail up, horsey keep your tail up,

Keep the sun out of my eyes.

Horsey keep your tail up, horsey keep your tail up,

Never mind about the flies.

From there on the song’s trip is mostly downhill, but the whole point of the song is its evidence of the not so subtle influence of the Four Whiskyteers, ‘cause if the horse’s tail was really keepin’ the sun out of its rider’s eyes, then he or she was sittin’ on it backwards and ridin’ away from the sunset. 
In any event, the antidote to the influence of the Four Whiskyteers is to mental floss with Scotchguard.
Blues and country music raise the most utterly profound metaphysical questions of our time:

· What if this here world really is as good as it gets?

· What if the Hokey Pokey really is what it’s all about?

· What if life is a bitch and then you die? (Or, if you’re a surfer, life is a beach and then you drown? Or, if you’re a doper, life is a bust and then you wither away from incarceration?)

· In other words, ladies and gentlemen (and whoever else may be present), what if – what if –there’s no such thing as gravity, and Earth sucks?

It’s these here utterly profound metaphysical questions that have moved me to be with y’all here this evening to enhance your appreciation of how blues and country music facilitate the exorcism of our metaphysical hairballs by coughin’ ‘em, right up. …. 

If you’re wonderin’ what I mean by “metaphysical hairballs,” y’all have probably noticed by now that blues and country songs are weapons of mass distraction in support of the metaphysical terrorism of loss, lack and abandonment in particular, and of obsessive-compulsive self-loathing in general. ‘Course all of us here already know that there is ultimately only one self-loathing and that self-loathing is my self-loathing right now, whomsoever the “me” that’s thus afflicted may be. And we also know that our self-loathing shows up most often as one or more of three familiar complaints of loss, lack and abandonment. 

For example, the metaphysical hairball of abandonment was coughed up in a song by Shel Silverstein that goes like this: 

E - Put Another Log on the Fire

Another classic song of abandonment written by Jimmy Webb ends like this:

E - If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You

Another upchuck of abandonment from way back in the 1950’s is a real heart-breaker:

E - The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears.

And yet another leaky-face song of abandonment from that same era proclaimed

E - I’ve got tears in my ears . . .

Movin’ right along from abandonment, the metaphysical hairball of loss got upchucked in this woeful little number:

E - I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

That spectacular gem of sentimentality inspired a metaphysical recovery song:

E - The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone

As for the metaphysical hairball of lack, here’s another classic from Willie Nelson:

E - Sad Songs and Waltzes Ain’t Sellin’ This Year

Occasionally there’s a country song that takes a positive view of lack:

E - Bread and Gravy

Metaphysical hairballs of lack don’t get any bigger than this classic from the 1980’s:

E - Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.

The lack in that song just keeps on giving, because if you were to take someone up on that same offer today you’d have to bum another quarter to make the call. Perhaps that’s why it won country music’s equivalent of the Oscar, a plastic hen known as the Pullet Surprise.

None of these particular metaphysical hairballs originated with me. Most of their lyrics are on the Internet where they’re fully available for dubious public consumption.

And in case your wonderin’ if all I remember about these songs is their punch lines, …. the punch line of this next song requires the entire lyrics for its full depreciation.  It’s a cowboy talkin’ blues song named “Reincarnation”:

"What’s this thing called reincarnation?" a curious cowboy asked his friend.

"Well, son,” his friend replied, “its somethin’ that happens when your life has reached its end.

You see, they comb your hair, and they wash your neck, and they clean your fingernails,

And then they lay you down in a padded box, far away from life's travails.

“Now the box and you goes in a hole that's been dug out of the ground,

And reincarnation starts settin’ in when you're planted beneath the mound.

You see, the box melts down just like the clods, along with you who’s now inside,

And that is only the beginning of your transformation ride.

“From time to time some rain's gonna come, and it’ll fall upon the ground,

'Til one day on your lonely grave a pretty little flower will be found.

And pretty soon a horse comes wanderin’ by and grazes upon this flower

That once was you but now is this tiny, vegetative bower.

“Well that little flower that the horse done ate up with all his other feed

Becomes the bone and fat and muscle that’s so essential to the steed.

'Course some’s consumed that the horse can't use, and it passes right on through

And ends up layin’ there on the ground, this thing that used to be you.

“Well along about then I come ridin’ by and I gaze upon the ground,

And I start wonderin’ and ponderin’ on this pungent little pile that I've found.

Then all that gets me to thinkin’ about reincarnation and life and death and such,

And I ride away concludin': ‘Friend, you ain't changed all that much.’”

I thankee very kindly.

So don’t y’all be fooled, folks – the insistent replay of reincarnation ain’t the wonderful comeback it’s sometimes cracked up to be, which is why some folks think it’s just a pile of crap. And speaking of reincarnation, this here gig-wear has had three past lives, which becomes immediately apparent when you’re as close to it as I am. Its first life was left behind when it came out of Liberace’s closet, after which it outwore the star of the Hee-Haw TV show, Buck Owens. Once Hee-Haw’s Buck was spent this suit was sold at auction to Evel Knievel, who in turn jump-started it to me. It makes a perfect metaphysical malpractice suit because its disheveled wrinkles and various stains blend so nicely all together.

I’m going to conclude with a recovery song, a talkin’ blues song that single-handedly upchucks a pile of no less than five simultaneous metaphysical hairballs of obsessive-compulsive self-loathing, and which was written by a metaphysical cowboy from Boulder, Colorado who’s actually named “Chuck Pyle,” and who entitled this song “Keep it Simple.”  

E – Keep It Simple

Well I woke up this other morning to this meeting in my head,

My ego had formed a terrorist group . . .  and I was afraid of what lay ahead.

There'd be death threats on my confidence, there’d be extortions of my heart,

And I'd have to remain in control so as not to fall apart.

So I called my new-age girlfriend, who'd self-helped herself for years,

And I asked her how I could overcome all my unrest and inner fears.
She said force'd only drive ‘em deeper, so I’d have to love my fears away,

And she seemed to be so together that I was ashamed…of being afraid.
So next I called my local radio talk show therapist of the air,

And she told me to write myself little sticky love notes and paste 'em up everywhere.

She said it was not good to be ashamed, I should get therapy or meditate,

And right then I realized that I felt guilty…that I was ashamed…of being afraid.
She said "thank you for sharing," and put me on hold, 

and I hung right up ‘cause I knew she was trying to trace the call.

So I said “I know I'm in here somewhere," and I walked over to the mirror to see,

Sayin’ "If I don't come out with my hands up, I'm coming in after me."

‘Cause my inner child’s now so enraged that all my outer man can say

Is that I'm angry…for feelin’ guilty…that I'm ashamed…of being afraid.
     Just then as I was sufferin’ from this mental compound fracture of the appearances  

     My brain-dead central committee decided to call a general strike,

     And there I was aimlessly meandering the streets of Northwest Portland, Oregon, 

     Approximately half-way between reality and the New Renaissance Book Store,

     And smack-dab in the Pearl District’s conscious evolution center of the known universe,

     Not being totally present!

     Could’a been busted!

     So I ran home, turned off the phone, and changed the outgoing message:  

     "Hi!  It's me!               

     If I should return while I'm gone, please detain me until I get back."

Then I called this twelve-step friend of mine who I thought might maybe know

Just why I feel so crazed these days like some psycho-desperado

Who’s waitin’ for a train of reasonable thought that got itself derailed somewhere down the line.

‘Course he took me to his support group where I shared about my rage 

And they told me that everyone's addicted to anger, it's the rage this day and age. 

So I asked ‘em, "You mean I'm addicted…to being angry…for feeling guilty…that I'm  

     ashamed…of being afraid?"

And they said "Yup!" 

And so then I asked "Well, whatever happened to keepin’ it simple?"

And they said, "Easy does it."

And that’s when I said, “Lord, Dear Lord, forgive us this day our daily dread . . .

And God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change.”

I thankee very kindly. [Standing ovation?]
In parting I would like you folks to know that I am fully ready, fully willing and fully able at the drop of a hat to metaphyzzle wherever I’m invited. I perform at gatherings of all kinds: cabarets, talent shows, sacred theater, not-so-sacred theater, open microphones, bazaars, county fairs, weddings, baptisms, memorial services, funerals, office parties, private parties, third parties . . . as well as at UFO sightings and all sorts of other close encounters of the absurd kind. … I will very gladly supply you with my business card.
We began this evening with a sing-along invocation that kept us all from breakin’ any legs, and so its fittin’ for us to close with a singin’ benediction that will see all of us safely home.

E – We Are One

May the one of us about to be many just as many times be one again . . . and keep comin’ back, because it works.

Coughing Up Your Metaphysical Hairballs

March 14, 2009 – Open Spirit – 2800 S.E. Harrison St, Portland OR 07214

HowDEE!! My name is Ample Leeway, and I’m a recovering adult. How many of you have heard on the radio, watched on TV or attended live the Grand Old Opry? If you have then you know that “HowDEE!!” is a pearl of country folk wisdom – a mini-pearl of country folk wisdom to be precise.

I’m here tonight to explore the implications of a metaphysical pearl of wisdom: the fact that all grown-ups are either recovering adults or else are like me, the alter ego of a recovering adult.
How I got to be an alter ego is because it is that my primary ego, the left Rev. Noel McInnis, customarily shows up at a more conventional altar. And that’s also how it is that my name is Ample Leeway, on account of because that’s what Rev. Noel has to give me in order to expose himself so unconventionally like this here.
The truth be told, I’m a blessing to Rev. Noel and y’all, ‘cause he can get so full of himself sometimes that I have to soak up the overflow. Ya know, he used to be a compulsive talker until he joined that 12-step program called on and on and on, anon. 

Our relationship came about because his father was a classical musician, and ever since Rev. Noel fell in love with country music at the tender age of four years old he kept it in the closet, ‘til I came along with the common sense to out his metaphysical backside, so to speak. 
So what you’re lookin’ at right cheer is a healthy partnership between a primary ego and its dubious alternative, indulgin’ in what a Jungian analyst might call “shadow play.” And speakin’ of shadows, how many of y’all remember who Lamont Cranston was? Not very many, I see, and it’s quite all right that y’all don’t know who Lamont Cranston was . . . because the shadow knows (chuckle). ….

While Rev. Noel goes around encouraging folks in the fine art of metaphysical practice, my specialty is metaphysical malpractice, the finely tuned art of metaphyzzling, which is why I’m wearin’ this here metaphysical malpractice suit. And because Rev. Noel is so accustomed to using sermon notes he was kind enough to supply me with these here notes so that he won’t lose my place, and so y’all won’t think that my best material is what I’m wearin’. 
Rev. Noel also sent his lovely wife Heidy along to make sure that I walk the line. Her alter ego goes by the name of Unduly Awesome. After the show you can greet her on your way out of the hall at the back, where she’ll have a laughably low-priced bit of metaphysical wisdom for y’all.
When it comes to walkin’ the line, most o’ y’all are probably unaware that Johnny Cash wrote an alternate verse to that song:

I keep my pants up with a piece of twine,

I keep the ends out for the tie that binds,

And I keep dreaming of a circumstance sublime – 

Because you’re mine, please pull the twine.

Now while it may seem odd t’ y’all that a minister would be in recovery, it just so happens that all grown-ups are in recovery no matter what their profession may be. As Swami Satchinanda put it, we all started out just fine, then we got defined, and now we’re getting’ refined. Accordingly, there’s only three kinds of people on this planet – recovering adults, children who are in the process of being adulterated, and enlightened folks whose recovery is complete. 
Thus far, the enlightened kind have eluded all of our attempts to find ‘em,  which is just as well, for if we ever did find ‘em we’d be deeply disappointed to also discover that what makes folks enlightened is their realization that they don’t have the answers the rest of us are looking for. The greatest metaphysical myth of all time is the belief that someone, somewhere, has it all together. Yet enlightenment can only come to those who truly know that they are already fully whole, complete and perfect, and who have therefore ceased all attempts to improve other people . . . by first ceasing to improve themselves. 
And so it is that I’m here to enlighten our adulterated collective consciousness by waking us up to how we got this way. My particular path to enlightenment is the mindfulness that awakens us to our adulterated state, ‘cause there’s not a whole lot we can do about our adulteration until we’re mindful of what it is and the way it works – which is why I’m going to heighten our mindfulness by sharing some invaluably precious lessons in music depreciation, whose purpose is to help us all to cough up our metaphysical hairballs.  
This nation has given birth to two marvelous means of metaphysical malpractice, both of which tend to be musically depreciative: the blues, and country music, which taken altogether comprise what Eckhart Tolle would call “pain body” music…
It is not fully appreciated that whatever may be their liabilities, these musical genres have had their own equivalents of genius like that of Gilbert and Sullivan, and Rogers and Hammerstein – ‘cause the truth be told, a substantial portion of blues and country music represents the collaboration of Beam, Walker, Daniels and Harper – that’s Jim Beam, Johnny Walker, Jack Daniels and I.W. Harper, also known as the Four Whiskyteers, and who for good measure also keep Four Roses at hand for a chaser, plus a supply of Three Feathers to further tickle  their fancy.  They made their greatest mark with the song, “Whisky River”, thanks to the additional “joint” collaboration of Willie Nelson. An earlier song written with in collaboration with the Four Whiskyteers in the 1930’s went like this:
Horsey keep your tail up, horsey keep your tail up,

Keep the sun out of my eyes.

Horsey keep your tail up, horsey keep your tail up,

Never mind about the flies.

From there on the song’s trip is mostly downhill, but the whole point of the song is its evidence of the not so subtle influence of the Four Whiskyteers, ‘cause if the horse’s tail was really keepin’ the sun out of its rider’s eyes, then he or she was sittin’ on it backwards and ridin’ away from the sunset.

Blues and country music raise the most utterly profound metaphysical questions of our time:

· What if this here world really is as good as it gets?

· What if the Hokey Pokey really is what it’s all about?

· What if life is a bitch and then you die? (Or, if you’re a surfer, life is a beach and then you drown? Or, if you’re a doper, life is a bust and then you wither away from incarceration?)

· In other words, ladies and gentlemen (and whoever else may be present), what if – what if –there’s no such thing as gravity, and Earth sucks?

It’s these here utterly profound metaphysical questions that have moved me to be with y’all here this evening to enhance your appreciation of how blues and country music facilitate the exorcism of our metaphysical hairballs by coughin’ ‘em, right up. …. 

Y’all have probably noticed by now that blues and country songs are weapons of mass distraction in support of the metaphysical terrorism of loss, lack and abandonment in particular, and of obsessive-compulsive self-loathing in general. ‘Course all of us here already know that there is ultimately only one self-loathing and that self-loathing is my self-loathing right now, whomsoever the “me” that’s thus afflicted may be. And we also know that our self-loathing shows up most often as one or more of three familiar complaints of loss, lack and abandonment. 

For example, the metaphysical hairball of abandonment was coughed up in a song by Shel Silverstein that goes like this: 

E - Put Another Log on the Fire

Another classic song of abandonment written by Jimmy Webb ends like this:

E - If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You

Another upchuck of abandonment from way back in the 1950’s is a real heart-breaker:
E - The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears.

And yet another leaky-face song of abandonment from that same era proclaimed

E - I’ve got tears in my ears . . .

Movin’ right along from abandonment, the metaphysical hairball of loss got upchucked in this woeful little number:

E - I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

That spectacular gem of sentimentality inspired a metaphysical recovery song:

E - The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone

As for the metaphysical hairball of lack, here’s another classic from Willie Nelson:

E - Sad Songs and Waltzes Ain’t Sellin’ This Year
Occasionally there’s a country song that takes a positive view of lack:

E - Bread and Gravy

Metaphysical hairballs of lack don’t get any bigger than this classic from the 1980’s:

E - Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.

The lack in that song just keeps on giving, because if you were to take someone up on that same offer today you’d have to bum another quarter to make the call. Perhaps that’s why it won country music’s equivalent of the Oscar, a plastic hen known as the Pullet Surprise.

None of these particular metaphysical hairballs originated with me. Most of their lyrics are on the Internet where they’re fully available for dubious public consumption.

And in case your wonderin’ if all I remember about these songs is their punch lines, …. the punch line of this next song requires the entire lyrics for its full depreciation.  It’s a cowboy talkin’ blues song named “Reincarnation”:
"What’s this thing called reincarnation?" a curious cowboy asked his friend.

"Well, son,” his friend replied, “its somethin’ that happens when your life has reached its end.

You see, they comb your hair, and they wash your neck, and they clean your fingernails,

And then they lay you down in a padded box, far away from life's travails.

“Now the box and you goes in a hole that's been dug out of the ground,

And reincarnation starts settin’ in when you're planted beneath the mound.

You see, the box melts down just like the clods, along with you who’s now inside,

And that is only the beginning of your transformation ride.
“From time to time some rain's gonna come, and it’ll fall upon the ground,

'Til one day on your lonely grave a pretty little flower will be found.

And pretty soon a horse comes wanderin’ by and grazes upon this flower

That once was you but now is this tiny, vegetative bower.

“Well that little flower that the horse done ate up with all his other feed

Becomes the bone and fat and muscle that’s so essential to the steed.

'Course some’s consumed that the horse can't use, and it passes right on through

And ends up layin’ there on the ground, this thing that used to be you.

“Well along about then I come ridin’ by and I gaze upon the ground,

And I start wonderin’ and ponderin’ on this pungent little pile that I've found.

Then all that gets me to thinkin’ about reincarnation and life and death and such,

And I ride away concludin': ‘Friend, you ain't changed all that much.’”
I thankee very kindly.

So don’t y’all be fooled, folks – the insistent replay of reincarnation ain’t the wonderful comeback it’s sometimes cracked up to be, which is why some folks think it’s just a pile of crap. And speaking of reincarnation, this here gig-wear has had three past lives, which becomes immediately apparent when you’re as close to it as I am. Its first life was left behind when it came out of Liberace’s closet, after which it outwore the star of the Hee-Haw TV show, Buck Owens. Once Hee-Haw’s Buck was spent this suit was sold at auction to Evel Knievel, who in turn jump-started it to me. It makes a perfect metaphysical malpractice suit because its disheveled wrinkles and various stains blend so nicely all together.

I’m going to conclude with a recovery song, a talkin’ blues song that single-handedly upchucks a pile of no less than five simultaneous metaphysical hairballs of obsessive-compulsive self-loathing, and which was written by a metaphysical cowboy from Boulder, Colorado who’s actually named “Chuck Pyle,” and who entitled this song “Keep it Simple.”  

E – Keep It Simple

Well I woke up this other morning to this meeting in my head,

My ego had formed a terrorist group . . .  and I was afraid of what lay ahead.

There'd be death threats on my confidence, there’d be extortions of my heart,

And I'd have to remain in control so as not to fall apart.

So I called my new-age girlfriend, who'd self-helped herself for years,

And I asked her how I could overcome all my unrest and inner fears.
She said force'd only drive ‘em deeper, so I’d have to love my fears away,

And she seemed to be so together that I was ashamed…of being afraid.
So next I called my local radio talk show therapist of the air,

And she told me to write myself little sticky love notes and paste 'em up everywhere.

She said it was not good to be ashamed, I should get therapy or meditate,

And right then I realized that I felt guilty…that I was ashamed…of being afraid.
She said "thank you for sharing," and put me on hold, 

and I hung right up ‘cause I knew she was trying to trace the call.

So I said “I know I'm in here somewhere," and I walked over to the mirror to see,

Sayin’ "If I don't come out with my hands up, I'm coming in after me."

‘Cause my inner child’s now so enraged that all my outer man can say

Is that I'm angry…for feelin’ guilty…that I'm ashamed…of being afraid.
     Just then as I was sufferin’ from this mental compound fracture of the appearances  
     My brain-dead central committee decided to call a general strike,

     And there I was aimlessly meandering the streets of Northwest Portland, Oregon, 

     Approximately half-way between reality and the New Renaissance Book Store,

     And smack-dab in the Pearl District’s conscious evolution center of the known universe,

     Not being totally present!
     Could’a been busted!

     So I ran home, turned off the phone, and changed the outgoing message:  

     "Hi!  It's me!               

     If I should return while I'm gone, please detain me until I get back."

Then I called this twelve-step friend of mine who I thought might maybe know

Just why I feel so crazed these days like some psycho-desperado

Who’s waitin’ for a train of reasonable thought that got itself derailed somewhere down the line.

‘Course he took me to his support group where I shared about my rage 

And they told me that everyone's addicted to anger, it's the rage this day and age. 

So I asked ‘em, "You mean I'm addicted…to being angry…for feeling guilty…that I'm  

     ashamed…of being afraid?"

And they said "Yup!" 
And so then I asked "Well, whatever happened to keepin’ it simple?"

And they said, "Easy does it."

And that’s when I said, “Lord, Dear Lord, forgive us this day our daily dread . . .
And God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change.”

I thankee very kindly. [Standing ovation?]
In parting I would like you folks to know that I am fully ready, fully willing and fully able at the drop of a hat to metaphyzzle wherever I’m invited. I perform at gatherings of all kinds: cabarets, talent shows, sacred theater, not-so-sacred theater, open microphones, bazaars, county fairs, weddings, baptisms, memorial services, funerals, office parties, private parties, third parties . . . as well as at UFO sightings and all sorts of other close encounters of the absurd kind. … I will very gladly supply you with my business card.
We began this evening with a sing-along invocation that kept us all from breakin’ any legs, and so its fittin’ for us to close with a singin’ benediction that will see all of us safely home.

E – We Are One

May the one of us about to be many just as many times be one again . . . and keep comin’ back, because it works.

The blues, which are indigenous to the American South, got fused with music that emerged from the Appalachian, Blue Ridge, Smoky and Ozark Mountain regions, plus the Northern prairies and the Western plains, which folks at first called “hillbilly” music, then “country and western” music, and today simply “country” music.
Coughing Up Your Metaphysical Hairballs
November 15, 2008 – PCSL – 6211 MLK Blvd. Portland OR:

Introduction: Our next presenter is the alter ego of Rev. Noel McInnis, who is the outreach Field Minister of the New Thought Center for Spiritual Living in Beaverton. While Rev. Noel specializes in metaphysical practice, his alter ego specializes in metaphysical malpractice, and he’s here this evening to give us some pointers on his speciality.
*************************

HowDEE!! My name is Ample Leeway, and I’m a recovering alter ego.
How many of you have heard on the radio, watched on TV or attended live the Grand Old Opry? If you have then you know that “HowDEE!!” is a small pearl of country folk wisdom – a mini-pearl to be precise.

How it is that I’m an alter ego is because Rev. Noel’s ego relates to an entirely different altar, which is also how it is that my name is Ample Leeway, on account of because that’s what Rev. Noel has to give me in order to show up like this here. 

The truth be told, however,  I’m a necessary evil in Rev. Noel’s life, ‘cause he can get so full of himself that I have to soak up the overflow. Our relationship came about because his father was a classical musician, and ever since Rev. Noel fell in love with country music at the tender age of four years old he kept it in the closet, ‘til I came along with the common sense it took for him to out himself. 
So what you’re lookin’ at here is a healthy relationship between an ego and its dubious alternative, a relationship that a Jungian analyst would call “shadow play.”So y’all can now be dubiously thankful that, in case you’re ever asked,

Have you seen his alter ego, standin’ as his shadow

you can say “yup!” – or, if “yup” ain’t in your vernacular you can say “oh yeah.”

While Rev. Noel specializes in metaphysical practice, my specialty is metaphysical malpractice, also known as metaphyzzling, and which also is why I’m wearin’ this here metaphysical malpractice suit. And because Rev. Noel is so accustomed to using sermon notes he was kind enough to supply me with these here notes so that he won’t lose my place, and so you won’t think that my best material is in what I’m wearin’. He also sent his lovely wife Heidy to make sure that I walk the line. Her alter ego is named Unduly Awesome.
Speakin’ of walkin’ the line, most of you folks are probably unaware that Johnny Cash wrote an alternate verse to that song:

I keep my pants up with a piece of twine,

I keep the ends out for the tie that binds,

And I keep cherishing a wish that’s so divine,

Because you’re mine, please pull the twine.

I’ve come here this evening to honor two of our culture’s most marvelous metaphysical inventions, both of which are musical. The first of these metaphysical inventions is the blues, which is indigenous to the South, and the second invention represents the fusion of blues with music that was indigenous to the Appalachian, Blue Ridge, Smoky and Ozark Mountain regions, plus the Northern prairies and the Western Plains, which folks first called “hillbilly” music, then “country and western” music, and today simply “country” music – and what Eckhart Tolle would call “pain body” music. There are also some folks who refer to country music as “down home” music, but if you watched the Country Music Awards show this past Wednesday evening you know that while country music still tends to be down, it’s become pretty much down town music. 
It is not widely appreciated that the blues and country music genre’s both have their equivalent of Gilbert and Sullivan, Rogers and Hammerstein, and such, ‘cause the truth be told a whole lot of blues and country music represents the collaboration of Beam, Walker, Daniels and Harper – that would be Jim Beam, Johnny Walker, Jack Daniels and I.W. Harper, whose song “Whisky River” featured the additional “joint” collaboration of Willie Nelson.
These two musical genres raise the most profound metaphysical questions of our time:

· What if this is already as good as it gets?

· What if the Hokey Pokey really is what it’s all about?

· What if life is a bitch and then you die? (Or, if you’re a surfer, life is a beach and then you drown? Or, if you’re a doper, life is a bust and then you die of incarceration?)

· In other words, what if there’s no such thing as gravity, and Earth sucks?

It’s these deep metaphysical questions that move me to be with y’all here this evening to give y’all a lesson in music appreciation, an appreciation of how blues and country music facilitate coughing up our metaphysical hairballs. By now y’all must know that metaphysical hairballs don’t lend themselves all that kindly to reverse parastalsis – “parastalsis” bein’ a fancy word for swallowin’ and “reverse parastalsis” indicatin’ much less kindly that our metaphysical hairballs don’t upchuck all that easily. Those of you who’ve ever watched a cat chuck up a furball can appreciate the mental and emotional equivalents thereof that I’m about to share with y’all.

In case it hasn’t yet come to your attention, blues and country music specialize in the metaphysics of loss, lack, abandonment and obsessive-compulsive self-loathing. And as we here all know there is only one self-loathing and that self-loathing is my self-loathing right now… and also that our self-loathing generally shows up in its three most prominent forms of lack, loss and abandonment, so that none of the stuff I’m now gonna share with y’all has been made up by me. These metaphysical hairballs are all out there for dubious public consumption.
For example, the metaphysical hairball of abandonment was coughed up in a song that ends like this:

E - If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You

Another upchuck of abandonment from way back in the 1950’s ended like this:

E - The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears.

And still another leaky-face song of abandonment from that same era proclaimed
E – I’ve got tears in my ears . . .

Movin’ right along from abandonment, the metaphysical hairball of loss got upchucked in this woeful little number:

E - I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

That spectacular gem of sentimentality inspired a metaphysical hairball recovery song:
E – The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone

As for the metaphysical hairball of lack, this is a classic from the 1980’s:

E - Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.

The lack in that song just keeps on giving, because if you were to take someone up on the same offer today you’d have to bum another quarter to make the call. Perhaps that’s why it won country music’s alternative to the Oscar, which is a plastic hen known as the Pullet Surprise.

Now in case you may be wonderin’ if all I remember about these songs is their punch lines, I must confess that I actually am approximately the first one to show up on any punch line that forms in my vicinity, especially if the punch has been spiked by one or more of Willie Nelson’s four “Whisky River” collaborators that I mentioned earlier. 
In the meantime, the punch line of this next talkin’ blues song does require the entire lyrics for its full appreciation.  
"What’s this thing called reincarnation?" a curious cowboy asked his friend.

His friend replied, "Well, son, its somethin’ that happens when your life has reached its end.

You see, they comb your hair, and they wash your neck, and they clean your fingernails,

And then they lay you down in a padded box, far away from life's travails.

Now the box and you goes in a hole that's been dug out of the ground,

And reincarnation starts settin’ in when you're planted beneath the mound.

You see, the box melts down just like the clods, along with yourself who’s now inside,

And that’s just the beginning of your transformation ride." 

From time to time some rain's gonna come, and it’ll fall upon the ground,

'Til one day on your lonely grave a pretty little flower will be found.

Then a horse eventually wanders by and grazes upon this flower

That once was you but now is this tiny, vegetative bower.

Well that little flower that the horse done ate up with all his other feed

Becomes the bone and fat and muscle that’s so essential to the steed.

'Course some gets consumed that the horse can't use, and so it just passes right through
And ends up layin’ there on the ground, this thing that used to be you.

Well along about then I come wandering by on my own horse while gazin’ upon the ground,

And I start wonderin’ and ponderin’ on this pungent little pile that I've found.

Then all that gets me to thinkin’ about reincarnation and about life and death and such,

And I ride away concludin': "Friend, you ain't changed all that much."

I thankee very kindly.

So don’t y’all be fooled, folks – reincarnation ain’t the wonderful comeback it’s been cracked up to be. Speaking of reincarnation, this here gig-wear has had three past lives, which becomes quite apparent if you take a real close up look. Its first life was left behind when it came out of Liberace’s closet, after which it outwore the star of the Hee-Haw TV show, Buck Owens. Once Buck was spent it got picked up at an auction by Evel Knievel, who in turn jump-started it to me. It makes for a perfect metaphysical malpractice suit because its considerably various stains blend nicely all together.
I’m going to conclude with a talkin’ blues song that upchucks five metaphysical hairballs of self-loathing single-handedly and which was written by a metaphysical cowboy from Boulder, Colorado, who’s fatefully named Chuck Pyle. 
This here’s a song of recovery from self-loathing that Chuck entitled “Keep it Simple”  

E – Keep It Simple

Well I woke up this other morning to this meeting in my head,

My ego had formed a terrorist group and I knew what lay ahead.

There'd be death threats on my confidence, there’d be extortions of my heart,

And I'd have to remain in control so as not to fall apart.

So I called my new-age girlfriend, who'd self-helped herself for years,

And I asked her how I could overcome all my unrest and inner fears.

She said force'd only drive ‘em deeper, so I’d have to love my fears away,

And she seemed to be so together that I was ashamed…of being afraid.

So next I called my local radio talk show therapist of the air,

And she told me to write myself little sticky love notes and paste 'em up everywhere.

She said it was not good to be ashamed, I should get therapy or meditate,

And right then I realized that I felt guilty…that I was ashamed…of being afraid.

She said "thank you for sharing," and put me on hold, 

and I hung right up ‘cause I knew she was trying to trace the call.

So I said “ I know I'm in here somewhere," and I walked over to the mirror to see,

Sayin’ "If I don't come out with my hands up, I'm coming in after me."

‘Cause my inner child is now so enraged that all my outer man can say

Is that I'm angry…for feelin’ guilty…that I'm ashamed…of being afraid.

     It was right about then that my inner central committee called a general strike,

     And there I was aimlessly meandering the streets of Northwest Portland, Oregon, 

     Approximately half-way between reality and the New Renaissance Book Store,

     Smack-dab in the conscious evolution center of the known universe,
     Not being totally present . . .

     Could’a got myself busted!

     So I ran home, turned off the phone, and changed the outgoing message:  

     "Hi!  It's me!               

     If I should return while I'm gone, please detain me until I get back."

Then I called this twelve-step friend of mine who I thought might maybe know

Just why I feel so crazed these days like some psycho-desperado

Who’s waitin’ for a train of reasonable thought that got derailed somewhere down the line.

‘Course he took me to his support group where I shared about my rage 

And they told me that everyone's addicted to anger, it's the rage this day and age. 

I asked, "You mean I'm addicted…to being angry…for feeling guilty…that I'm ashamed…of being afraid?"

And they said "Yup!" And so then I asked "Well, whatever happened to keepin’ it simple'?"

And they said, "Easy does it."

And that’s when I said, “Lord, Dear Lord, forgive us this day our daily dread,

And God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change.”

I thankee very kindly.
[Standing ovation?]

In parting I would like you folks to know that I am fully ready, fully willing and fully able to metaphyzzle wherever I’m invited. I perform at gatherings of all kinds: cabarets, talent shows, bazaars, county fairs, weddings, baptisms, memorial services, funerals, office parties, private parties, third parties . . . as well as UFO sightings and all sorts of other close encounters of the absurd kind. And we’re now approaching the season when I do office and home holiday parties where I also bring along a keyboard and play holiday music in the background for however long everyone else hangs out in their holiday punch lines.
I will gladly supply you with my business card.
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72nd Birthday Bash:
Coughing Up Our Metaphysical Hairballs

Howdee! My name is Ample Leeway, and I’m a recovering alter ego. Rev. Noel couldn’t stick around because what with being a minister and all his ego relates to a different altar. So how it is that I got my name, Ample Leeway, is because that’s just what Rev. Noel has to give me in order to show up like this. 
Truth be told, I’m a necessary evil in Rev. Noel’s life, ‘cause sometimes he’s so full of himself I have to absorb the overflow. This is all because his father was a classical musician, and ever since Rev. Noel fell in love with country music at the tender age of four years old he had to keep it in the closet, ‘til I came along with enough good sense to out him.
So I’m here this afternoon with Rev. Noel’s lovely wife and magnificent other, whose alter ego is named Unduly Awesome, to honor Rev. Noel’s and Rev. David’s October birthdays by coughing up a bunch of metaphysical hairballs on behalf of y’all concerned. ‘Cause you see, while Rev. Noel specializes in metaphysical practice, my specialty is metaphysical malpractice. At the drop of a hat I can metaphyzzle wherever I’m invited.
In any event, in addition to sending his condolences Rev. Noel sent the shadow part of his ego – that would be me – and I’m here to make sure that when this procedure I’m performing on y’all over you’ll know what his condolences are for. 

Rev. Noel was also kind enough to supply with me these notes for my presentation, so that he won’t lose my place. He figures that the loss of face I cause him calls for a redeeming move on his part. And I stick pretty close to these here notes lest you think that my best material is in this here metaphysical malpractice suit.

I’m here to represent two of our fine country’s most marvelous metaphysical inventions, both of which are musical. The first of these inventions is called the blues, which is indigenous to the South, and the second invention represents the fusion of blues with music that was indigenous to the Appalachia, Blue Ridge, and Ozark Mountain regions, plus the Midwest prairies and the western Great Plains, which at first was called “hillbilly” music, then “country and western” music, and today simply “country” music – all of which Eckhart Tolle would probably call “pain body” music.
These two genres of music raise some of our most profound metaphysical questions:

· What if this is already as good as it gets?

· What if the Hokey Pokey really is what it’s all about?

· What if life is a bitch and then you die? (Or, if you’re a surfer, life is a beach and then you drown? Or, if you’re a doper, life is a bust and then you die of incarceration?)

· In other words, what if there’s no such thing as gravity, and instead life sucks?
And so my purpose for being with y’all today is to share some musical warnings against accumulating metaphysical hairballs that don’t lend themselves too well to reverse parastalsis – meanin’ that they don’t throw back up all that easily. Those of you who have ever watched a cat chuckin’ up a hairball will know just what I mean.

Most blues and country music is about loss, lack and abandonment. For example, the metaphysical hairball of abandonment has been coughed up in a song that ends like this:

E - If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You

Another bottom-notch country song about abandonment is entitled “Bugger Red’s Blues.” It’s about a Georgia cotton farmer who got the nickname “Red” because he’s a redneck, and the nickname “Bugger” because of how he keeps his fingers busy when he isn’t picking cotton. [Of course he could have been doing worse…or better, depending upon your point of view.] He sort of alternates between what psychologists call fine motor skills and gross motor skills. And Bugger Red’s grossest motor skill is his ability to suck dead spark plugs out of a stalled engine. 

Anyhow, Bugger Red lost his wife when she got a bit picky herself.

E – Bugger Red’s Blues
Lord, them got no nothin's got me down, down, down,

my two-time flushin' Mama's Memphis bound, Memphis bound,

with some good-timin’ Charlie plus my truck and my best hound,
and left me with ten acres of grow-nothin' Georgia ground.

I got them come home lately's, and go to bed early's,

cuss and cry and kick and moan, since you been gone.

I got them come home lately's, go to bed early's,

good Lord I miss my dog since they've been gone.

There’s yet another deep lament about abandonment that ends like this:

E - The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears.

Now in case you’re thinkin’ that you just can’t get much further than that from

E – Joy to the World, the Lord Has Come.
which is the sequence of notes that so many country songs end with, someone went and coughed up the metaphysical hairball of loss in a woeful song that concludes:

E - I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

And as for the metaphysical hairball of lack, there’s this classic:
E - Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.

Notice how the lack in that song just keeps on giving, because if you take someone up on that offer today you have to bum another quarter. Perhaps that’s why it won country music’s equivalent of the Oscar, which is a plastic hen known as the Pullet Surprise.

If I was to go into metaphysical malpractice professionally, I’d name my illegal firm Loss, Lack, Abandonment and Such, Unlimited. The unlimited part recognizes that although you can’t have things both ways, there’s no limit to either way you choose to have them. For example, when you pray for abundance from a consciousness of lack, what you get is an even greater abundance of lack, and your legal matters are likely to end up in the law firm of Findem, Fleecem, Skinem and Skip.
By now you may be wondering just how it’s possible for me to appreciate country music without choking on its metaphysical hairballs. Well you see, to appreciate something is to add value to it. The word “appreciation” signifies increase in value, as any realtor or real estate appraiser will tell you – and would especially like to tell you in these times of depreciation. 
In order to increase the value of my relationship with blues and country music, I wrote up a musical insurance policy that protects me from choking on their metaphysical hairballs. What I wrote is a highly condensed version of the “ain’t-it-awful” story of my former indulgence and subsequent recovery from my very own pain body’s misery, which goes like this:
E – Misery
Time was when I was hooked on misery, 'cause it seemed nobody pitied poor old me.

So I set out to find that company, that misery does keep so lovingly.

To my surprise it did not set me free, when I found someone who pitied poor old me.

We didn't make for lovin' company ,'cause we really only loved our misery.

So I got my misery together again, and I set out with a groan,

searchin' here and there for someone or thing to lean on,

so I wouldn't have to stand up on my own.

Decided I'd forget my misery, by distracting myself with activity;

a frenzied workaholic I would be, at curin' social ills that bothered me.

I sure enough forgot my misery, by leavin’ no time for its company,

'til one dark mornin' I woke up to see that my misery had forgot to forget me.

So I misered my misery together again, and  I set out with a groan,

searchin' here and there for someone or thing to lean on,

so I wouldn't have to stand up on my own.

Next I tried to drown my misery in a no-holds-barred all-night drinkin' spree.

Rum, beer, vermouth, vodka and whisky, in between gulps of apricot brandy. 

My misery was drowned effectively, didn't leave no trace of memory,

until my bliss turned sour at half-past three when my upchucked misery almost drowned me.  

(Thanks to the apricot brandy it came out orange!)

So I got my wretched misery together again, got up with a terrible groan, 

afraid that I might never find someone or thing to lean on,

and somehow have to stand up on my own.

It was a very sad discovery, that there weren't no place to dump my misery.

So I shrugged my shoulders, sighed, said "let it be," whereupon it did occur to me:

If anyone had watched my misery, it must have been a funny sight to see.

Just then I lost my sense of tragedy, at findin' misery loves comedy.

So if my misery ever gets together again, I'll laugh at what I've groaned,

'cause I couldn't find a crutch that I wasn't scared to lean on,

nothing left to do but stand up on my own.

Now before I go any further with this here shtick there’s something Rev. Noel would want me to do for him because he wasn’t able to stick around for this show. And on the subject of sticking around, did you notice that he had so much to eat before he left that he might as well have applied the last plateful directly to his hips. He still hasn’t learned that eatin’ stuff up to keep it from going to waste still goes to waist anyhow. 

Anywhoo, Rev. Noel would certainly have thanked you for the food you brought to our gathering today. So let’s have all those who brought food and those who organized its orderly dispensation stand up so we can give them a round of applause.  

Yuh know today’s feed is not the sort of thing I myself might have thought of, ‘cause where I come from a seven course meal consists of a hot dog and a six-pack. And for those of us who don’t eat with our meals the six-pack is quite sufficient. I mean, who needs seven courses when even where I come from it means puttin’ on the dog? Beer is a staple food in them parts, not only because it’s so common but because when you’ve finished your six-pack the whole world feels like “That was easy.”
I read in the paper recently about a fella back down my way that had those last six courses several times over for his final meal. He and his three buddies were visiting a brewery when he slipped and fell into a huge vat of beer and drowned. He apparently didn’t much mind, however, because before he drowned he crawled out of the vat three times to visit the brewery’s men’s room. 
After that sad occasion his three buddies gathered at a local tavern after work every Friday night to drink a round of beers in his honor, and when two of them moved away the third buddy kept up their ritual by putting down three beers all by himself. This went on for several months until one Friday he came in and ordered only two beers. The bar hop asked if one of his buddies had died. “On no,” he said, “its nothin’ bad like that. It’s just that after leaving here last Friday night I accidentally stumbled into this meeting where they persuaded me to swear off alcohol, so its me that ain’t drinking anymore. Tomorrow I get my one week clean and sober chip.”

They’ve got some other funny ways of relating to food in my neck of the woods. For instance, at a diner back where I come from a customer was served a rotten baked potato. When he complained to his waitress that she had served him a bad potato she picked up the potato in one hand and whacked it three times, sayin’ “bad potato, bad potato, bad potato.” Then she set it back down on his plate with a warning, “If you misbehave again I’ll whale you to a pulp.” Wasn’t ‘til I left that part of the country that I discovered they’ve invented implements and appliances for mashing a guy’s potato.
I strongly suspect that the real reason for Rev. Noel’s absence is that this is birthday number 72nd for him, and being reminded of it makes it more difficult for him to continue practicing the metaphysical genius of that Jerry Lee Lewis song written in honor of Jack Benny, entitled “He’s 39 and Holding.”  

There’s something else you may not know about Rev. Noel, which is that when was a little kid and people asked him “What do you want to be when you grow up?” he told them, “I want to be unusual.” Unfortunately, his ambition to be unusual was frittered away by his reluctance to be as fully unusual as he actually is . . . until I showed up.

Well, the time has come to close this session out with the all time greatest metaphysical hairball song every written, by a New Thought folk cowboy from Boulder, Colorado, named Chuck Pyle, a song of recovery that he entitled “Keep it Simple”  
E – Keep It Simple
Well I woke up this other morning to this meeting in my head,

My ego had formed a terrorist group and I knew what lay ahead.

There'd be death threats on my confidence, there’d be extortions of my heart,

And I'd have to remain in control so as not to fall apart.

So I called my new-age girlfriend, who'd self-helped herself for years,

And I asked her how I could overcome all my unrest and inner fears.

She said force'd only drive ‘em deeper, so I’d have to love my fears away,

And she seemed to be so together that I was ashamed…of being afraid.

So I called my local radio talk show therapist of the air,
And she told me to write myself little sticky love notes and paste 'em up everywhere.

She said it was not good to be ashamed, I should get therapy or meditate,

And right then I realized that I felt guilty…that I was ashamed…of being afraid.

She said "thank you for sharing," and put me on hold, 

and I hung write up ‘cause I knew she was trying to trace the call.

I said “Well, I know I'm in there somewhere," and walked over to the mirror to see,
Sayin’ "If I don't come out with my hands up, I'm coming in after me."

Now I know my inner child's enraged, and all my outer man can say

Is that I'm angry…for feelin’ feel guilty…that I'm ashamed…of being afraid.

     Right about then my committee called a general strike,

     And there I was meandering the streets of Northwest Portland, Oregon, 

     Somewhere half-way between reality and the New Renaissance Book Store,

     Smack-dab in the conscious evolution center of the known universe
     Not being totally present . . .

     Could’a got myself busted!

     So I ran home, turned off the phone, and changed the answering machine:  

     "Hi!  It's me!               

     If I should return while I'm gone, please detain me until I get back."

So I called this twelve-step friend of mine who I thought might maybe know

Just why I feel so crazed these days like some psycho-desperado

Who’s waitin’ for a train of brighter thought that got derailed somewhere down the line.

‘Course he took me to his support group where I shared about my rage 
And they said everyone's addicted to anger, it's the rage this day and age. 

I said "You mean I'm addicted…to being angry…for feeling guilty…that I'm ashamed…of being afraid?"

They said "Yup!" And so I said "Whatever happened to 'Keep it Simple'?"

And they said, "Easy does it."

And that’s when I said, “Lord, Dear Lord, forgive us this day our daily dread,

And God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change.”
As I said earlier at the drop of a hat I can metaphyzzle wherever I’m invited. I perform at gatherings of all kinds: cabarets, talent shows, weddings, baptisms, funerals, office parties, private parties, third parties, plus public hangings and other close encounters of the absurd kind. I also do in-home and office Christmas parties, in which case I bring along my keyboard and play pretty little Christmas tunes softly in the background while everyone else is punching each other out.

In the meantime, as Rev. Noel would say, stay in the grace!
I use these here notes so you won’t think my best material is in this suit. And also to compensate for my memory gain. Most folks as they grow older fall into the metaphysical malpractice of affirming that they have a memory loss. I see this sign of advanced maturity as a memory gain, in honor of the fact that more and more I’m hearing things that weren’t said. There’s all kinds of metaphysical malpractice that people associate with advanced maturity. Take so-called hair loss, for instance. Hair is getting thin . . .   My face doesn’t have a single wrinkle, just a lot of character pleats. Etc.

I call metaphysical malpractices “no-no’s” for two reasons: two negatives make a positive, and you have to avoid a negative twice to establish the beginning of a track record. I’ve got quite a track record of country music, several dozen old vinyl LP’s with upwards of a dozen tracks on each. LP’s established track records that your CD’s and MP3s cannot compete with, because on turntables you could set them up them to run backwards. And when you play your country music backwards, well gosh! – you get your dog back, your truck back, your wife back . . .  Since I’ve not learned to talk and sing in reverse I continue to be quite forward about the subject of metaphysical malpractice.

I’m always ready at the drop of a hat to perform at gatherings of all kinds: cabarets, talent shows, public hangings, weddings, baptisms and funerals, office parties, private parties, third parties, and close encounters of the absurd kind. I also do Christmas parties, which includes

And since I felt that the time was ripe for all of us to have a close encounter of the absurd kind, I conspired with Rev. David to assemble today’s gathering for that purpose.

You can handle other folks’ metaphysical malpractice with positive metaphysical practice that I call metaphysical aikido. When someone says something with which you disagree, you don’t have to indulge the metaphysical malpractice of making them wrong. Instead you can simply say, “That doesn’t match my experience.” And when other folks try to make you wrong, you can just as simply say, “Thank you for your words of cheer.” That’s a whole positive metaphysical cut above “Thank you for sharing,” because its irony is so unambiguous.

The Back Door to Enlightenment:

Coughing Up Your Mental and Emotional Hairballs
I’ve always been skittish about flying, especially back in the seventies when people began carrying bombs and threatening to hijack planes. I resolved my reluctance to fly in those days after I asked a statistician about the likelihood of two people carrying a bomb on the same plane. He said that possibility was approximately zero, so I overcame my fear of flying by packing my own bomb.

Another reason I’m reluctant to fly is because there’s always some guy boarding every plane that everyone hopes won’t sit down by them. As luck would have it, that guy just happens to be me.

Country music has its fair share of so-called “fallen woman” songs as well. You know, back in the 1890’s for they wrote compassionate songs about fallen women, like this one:

She is more to be pitied than censured 

She is more to be helped than despised 

She is only a lassie who ventured 

On life's stormy path ill advised 

Do not scorn her with words fierce and bitter 

Do not laugh at her shame and downfall 

For a moment stop and consider 

That a man was the cause of it all.
-William Gray, 1894

It was half a century later that naturalist Joseph Wood Krutch noted, “There is no such thing as a dangerous woman; there are only susceptible men.” 

The 1890’s were also called “The Gay Nineties” because that’s when straight sex enjoyed its first outing in reaction to the rigidities of Victorianism. 

Today's country music is far more matter of fact. "She was pure as the snow ‘til she drifted . . .”
Somebody once said that “Every time I toss reality out the door it comes back in through the window.” If we aren’t sufficiently mindful reality has a way of railroading us by biting us in our assets. So I wrote a little railroad song about that. [The Railroad Is My Street]

I wrote that song while Rev. Noel was in the military service as a psychological warfare specialist. Being a psychological warrior came so naturally to him that he didn’t even have to think about it. (This is my kind way of acknowledging that he’s a bit absent-minded. For instance, the first time his second mother-in-law met him it wasn’t long before she whispered in her daughter’s ear, “Noel isn’t always where he sits, is he?”) Anyhow, he was a very effective spontaneous psychological warrior with his platoon’s first sergeant. He spent almost all of his off-duty time in the base library, which was of course beyond the perimeter of his platoon’s company area. As long as he remained in the company area while off duty he didn’t have to wear his military hat. Wearing the hat was mandatory everywhere else, and this was a habit that didn’t come easy to him. The third time his company First Sergeant caught him outside the company area without a hat, he bellowed, “McInnis! Some people wake up and then they get up. Some people get up before they wake up. You just get up.” 

Rev. Noel also got in some valuable spontaneous practice on his company commander, who one morning called him into the command office to lecture him about his absent-mindedness. The immediate occasion for the lecture was when Rev. Noel started to salute him on an occasion for which a salute was uncalled for and self-corrected at the last moment by adjusting his glasses. At the end of his lecture he asked Rev. Noel if there would be no more of his absent mindedness. “No more absent-mindedness sir,” Rev. Noel saluted. “Now that’s what I’m talking about,” said the company commander while hopelessly shaking his head. “You’ve just given me a Boy Scout salute.” 

Continuing to shake his head he ordered “Dismissed!” Rev. Noel then executed what he intended as a perfect military about face and instead tripped over himself and landed face-first on the floor. “Just get out of here soldier!” the company commander bellowed, and Rev. Noel stumbled out of his office.
The company commander was a patient fellow, however, and on another occasion took Rev. Noel aside to reprimand him for another lapse of military etiquette. This time Rev. Noel’s eyes began to leak, and the company commander was utterly flummoxed. Nothing in his training had prepared him to deal with genuine tears. And since Rev. Noel is rather easily moved to tears, this spontaneous tool in psychological warfare kit served him well on some other occasions. 

As for his First Sergeant, on another occasion when Rev. Noel was marching his platoon from its duty area back to the company area, where Sergeant Rouse was standing on the steps of one of the barracks awaiting the arrival of his entire battalion. Rev. Noel forgot that he was supposed to order his platoon to halt, and taking full advantage of the situation his platoon marked right up the steps and pinned the first Sergeant to the door while continuing to step in place. 
Sergeant Rouse bellowed out “What are you going to do about this McInnis?” Rev. Noel had the somewhat less than full presence of mind to order “Fall out!” which usually comes after the command to “Halt!” So the platoon just continued to step in place until Sergeant Rouse shouted “Halt!” after which Rev. Noel said, “Whoops!” and ordered the platoon to fall out and fall in again where they belonged. As the platoon regrouped Sergeant Rouse shouted loud enough for the entire assembled battalion to hear, “McInnis, I’ll get your yang-yang for this.”

Well, he got his presumed revenge when Rev. Noel ended up with the highest score on his training final exam, and Sergeant Rouse arranged to have the top score honor awarded to the guy who came in second. After the honors ceremony the company had the rest of the day off, and Rev. Noel set out as usual for the base library – remembering by now to wear his hat. On his way out of the company area he encountered Sergeant Rouse, who boasted, “I told you I’d get your yang-yang didn’t I?” Rev. Noel grinned, tipped his hat and said, “Thank you for giving me something that I can laugh about all the way to the library.” 

Sergeant Rouse’s jaw dropped a mile – and he wasn’t even standing on the rim of the Grand Canyon.
It was also while Rev. Noel was in the military that I wrote another song that was purposely intended to be the all-time, down and out, broken-hearted love song ever written, by cramming together more metaphors per meter of song than anyone had done before me. 

As you can see, I almost succeeded. [“My Heart Was a Beggar”]

I’ve got several others where that came from, which are all best left there. That one was written with the generous collaboration of Jim Beam, Johnny Walker, and I. W. Harper. In those days my spiritual path was never less than 100 proof, and it was often accompanied by Euphoria . . . which I’ve always suspected was her showgirl name. I gave up that particular path when I discovered that whiskey is a weapon of brain-mass destruction, and I’m sure ya’ll all agree that I didn’t stop any too soon.
“Keep It Simple” 
Kept going to the same movie, hoping the train would be late.
Precedent for such ministerial makeovers: Does anyone here recall who invented the transistor and when he or she did it? Well once upon a time there was a priest who really wanted to be a nun, so he had the appropriate surgery and became the first trans-sister.
Gender confusion was the subject of a famous country song recorded by Johnny Cash that some of you may remember, all about a Boy named Sue. That song was written by Shel Silverstein. 

You may also remember that other country-type song about humility: “Oh Lord, it’s hard to be humble, when you’re perfect in every way” (etc.) Well Shel Silverstein didn’t write that song, he went it one better with this one: “I’m so good that I don’t have to brag.”

You can be thankful, by the way, that that was the PG version. 

Country music machismo tends to be more subtle than that. Take for instance this song: “Put Another Log on the Fire.” 

I’m always ready at the drop of a hat to perform at gatherings of all kinds: cabarets, talent shows, public hangings, weddings, baptisms and funerals, office parties, private parties, third parties, and close encounters of the absurd kind. And since I felt that the time was ripe for all of us to have a close encounter of the absurd kind, I conspired with Rev. David to assemble today’s gathering for that purpose.

Life is short, so if you can’t find something to laugh about, you might as well make it shorter by offing yourself right now.
Have you ever wondered why God went to the trouble of creating the universe, and how we got to be a part of it? The answer is quite simple: God was bored. So He created Heaven and Earth. When that didn’t keep him from being bored, He created the plants and animals. Bored once again, He created Adam. And when Adam got bored, God created Eve. And when Eve . . . well, that’s what set things up for us to take part in the universe, if you get my drift 
I use these notes to compensate for my memory gain. Most folks as they grow older fall into the metaphysical malpractice of affirming that they have a memory loss. I see this sign of advanced maturity as a memory gain, in honor of the fact that more and more I’m hearing things that weren’t said. There’s all kinds of metaphysical malpractice that people associate with advanced maturity. Take so-called hair loss, for instance. Hair is getting thin . . .   My face doesn’t have a single wrinkle, just a lot of character pleats. Etc.
I call metaphysical malpractices “no-no’s” for two reasons: two negatives make a positive, and you have to avoid a negative twice to establish the beginning of a track record. I’ve got quite a track record of country music, several dozen old vinyl LP’s with upwards of a dozen tracks on each. LP’s established track records that your CD’s and MP3s cannot compete with, because on turntables you could set them up them to run backwards. And when you play your country music backwards, well gosh! – you get your dog back, your truck back, your wife back . . .  Since I’ve not learned to talk and sing in reverse I continue to be quite forward about the subject of metaphysical malpractice.
To do this gig properly I required a metaphysical malpractice suit. Notice that I said “require” not “need” I can always have what I require, but I can’t experience what I “need” so long as need is the nature of my experience. Anyway, since them fellers are all now presumably in a better place, this here gigwear really suits me (pun intended) as a good luck charm. What with all of my own metaphysical malpractice over the past 70 years, I can use all the good luck that’s possible. And I’m sometimes told that a little charm wouldn’t hurt me, either. So in addition to wearing my metaphysical heart on my sleeve, I’m wearing my charm all over in support of metaphysical good luck. 
You can handle other folks’ metaphysical malpractice with positive metaphysical practice that I call metaphysical aikido. When someone says something with which you disagree, you don’t have to indulge the metaphysical malpractice of making them wrong. Instead you can simply say, “That doesn’t match my experience.” And when other folks try to make you wrong, you can just as simply say, “Thank you for your words of cheer.” That’s a whole positive metaphysical cut above “Thank you for sharing,” because its irony is so unambiguous.
72nd Birthday Gig (First draft)
Greeting:

HowDEE!! 

How many of you have heard on the radio, watched on TV or attended the Grand Old Opry? If you have then you know that HowDEE!! is a small pearl of country folk wisdom – a mini-pearl to be precise.

Rev. Noel couldn’t make it this evening, but instead of sending his condolences he sent the shadow part of his ego – that would be me – and I’m here to make sure that when I’m all done here this (afternoon, evening) my delivery of his condolences will be even more heartfelt. 

You can now be dubiously thankful that, in case you’re ever asked,
Have you seen his alter ego, standin’ as his shadow

you can say “yup!” – or if “yup” doesn’t fit your vernacular you can say “oh yeah.”
Rev. Noel was also kind enough to supply with me these notes on my presentation, so that I won’t lose his place. He figures that the loss of face I cause him calls for a redeeming move on his part. 
First of all, I want to deliver the regrets that Rev. Noel sends y’all for having a prior engagement that prevented him from sticking around for this show. And speaking of sticking around, he had so much to eat before he left that he might as well have applied the last plateful directly to his hips. He still hasn’t learned that eatin’ stuff up to keep it from going to waste still goes to waist anyhow. 
Perhaps the real reason for his absence, however, is that this week is his 72nd birthday, and jt that much harder for him to continue practicing the metaphysics of that famous Jerry Lee Lewis song about longevity called “I’m 39 and counting.”  

[missing his 72nd birthday bash]
Rev. Noel does want me to thank you for bringing a seven course meal to our gathering here today. I’ve already eaten so much 
Let’s have those who organized the food fest stand up so we can give them a round of applause. Now let’s have everyone who brought food stand up, so we can applaud them as well. 

Today’s feed is not the sort of thing I might have thought of, ‘cause where I come from a seven course meal is a hot dog and a six-pack. Beer is a staple food where I come from, not just because its so common but because by the time you finish your six-pack the whole world feels like “That was easy.”
I read in the paper recently about a fella down my way that had those last six courses several times over. He and his buddies were visiting a brewery when he slipped and fell into a huge vat of beer and drowned. He apparently didn’t mind, however, because before he drowned he crawled out of the vat three times to go to the bathroom.

They’ve got some other funny ways of relating to food in my neck of the woods. For instance . . . bad potato. Napkin in one hand, picked up the potato with a napkin on the other, set it down on the first napkin and spanked it three times . . . set it back on his plate and said to the potato, “If you misbehave again I’ll whale the living daylights outta you.”
Something you may not know about Rev. Noel is that when was a little kid and people asked him “What do you want to be when you grow up?” he replied, “I want to be unusual.”  Unfortunately, however, his ambition to be unusual was frittered away by his reluctance to be as truly unusual as he actually is . . . until I showed up.

Truth be told, I’m a necessary evil in Rev. Noel’s life, ‘cause sometimes he’s so full of himself I have to absorb the overflow. You see his father was a classical musician, but Rev. Noel fell in love with country music at the tender age of four, and he had to keep it in the closet until I came along with the good sense to out him.
And speaking of outing, how do you like my metaphysical malpractice suit?  (etc.)

I’m here today to call your attention to the fact that we’re metaphyzzling a huge mess in this world, as a consequence of over-fulfilling our evolutionary mission. It says in the Bible that “Man was born upright, but he has sought many inventions.” Rev. Noel once called to our attention the fact that we were initially born upright at the request of dogs and cats to have a suitable two-legged caretaker, and we’ve not been all that suitable. This fact was first brought to national attention in 1948, when country musician Texas Jim Robertson made popular a depression song written in the mid-1930’s by an Okie named Carson Robison, a talkin’ blues song entitled “Life Gets Teejus.”

E - Life Gets Teejus

It’s our dubious suitability that I’m calling to your attention by wearing this here metaphysical malpractice suit. I have to be real careful about where I wear this outfit. When I wore it to a petrified forest all of the animals were scared stiff. But it comes in mighty handy when I’m on lifeguard duty.  It slows me down a bit in the water, but when I don’t get to the drowning person on time I don’t have to change clothes for the funeral.

In any event, don’t let my gigwear fool ya - I’ve got the slim and trim, lean and mean body of a 24 year old man . . . right outside in the oversized tool box in the back of my pick-up truck. I keep him there my in case I have any engine difficulties. He’s got a number of useful mechanical tricks, includin’ an exceptional one of those capabilities what psychologists call “gross motor skills.” There ain’t no grosser motor skill than his ability suck spark plugs out of an engine without so much as breakin’ a sweat.

Before I go any further with this schtick

Please allow me to introduce myself 

I’m a man of stealth and poor taste.

I’m pleased to meet you,

you’ll never guess my name,

What may be puzzlin’ you

Is the nature of my game.

So I’m gonna address both of those sub-metaphysical questions right now. I’m named after what Rev. Noel has to give me in order to show up like this: Ample Leeway. Yup, you heard right. My name is Ample Leeway, and that’s what I’m askin’ ya’ll to give me as well.

As to the nature of my game, my speciality is just the opposite of Rev. Noel’s schtick. His speciality is metaphysical practice, which provides the definitive answer to the question, “Why does God allow bad things to happen to good people?” And New Thought leaves Rev. Noel with a foolproof metaphysical exit strategy, because after he has given the definitive answer and the folks who don’t get it say, “Well, thank you Rev. for sharin’ that . . . and now can you tell me why does God allow bad things to happen to good people?” Rev. Noel can shrug his shoulders and respond, “You’re asking the wrong person, of ye dense child of God. I’m in sales, not management.”

The Ample Leeway that Rev. Noel gives me is also part of his metaphysical exit strategy.  Insofar as Rev. Noel has already been there and done that with a full monty of metaphysical malpractice, he’s donated to me the shambles thereof as my dubious legacy to y’all. This is another reason why I’m wearin’ this metaphysical malpractice suit. And it’s also why I consult my notes from time to time, so you won’t think the only material I’ve got is in this three-time-hand-me-down suit.

Some of you older folks may have recognized this splendid suit because of its long and awesome lineage of prior owners. And if you’ve also noticed that its splendor is a tad worn, stained and faded from its once pristine state, that’s mostly due to its most recent prior owner who is just recently deceased, bless his forever-leaping soul. (When I said I was a necessary evil in Rev. Noel’s life, it includes this Evel Kneivel hand-me-down.)

This suit’s first public appearance was right after it came out of Liberace’s closet, and was eventually bought at an auction of Liberace’s hand-me-overs to Buck Owens, who after several years of hee-hawing around in it on a television sub-series by that name passed it on to guy who in turn jump-started to me.

Furthermore, y’all should also know that this unconventional dress-up for an otherwise respected minister is not without precedent, given that there was once a priest who realized he should have been a woman and became the world’s first tran-sister. 

What you’re actually looking at rat-cheer is what is known in metaphysical circles as a “demonstration.” I am the repository of what Rev. Noel’s shadow knows, which means that I’m here as a demonstration of what y’all don’t ever want to turn into – an all out “bless the appearances, full speed ahead” metaphyzzler. 

(What Rev. Noel’s shadow knows is nothing like what Lamont Cranston’s shadow knew. Does anyone here remember Lamont Cranston? Perhaps this will jog your memory: “What evil lurks in the hearts of men? The shadow knows.” If that didn’t jog your memory it’s probably because back in those days no one was into jogging.)
In any event, I’m here to address the uppermost existential questions on everyone’s mind, things y’all have been wondering about, such as

· What if this is as good as it gets?

· What if the Hokey Pokey really is what it’s all about?

· What if life is a bitch and then you die? (Or, if you’re surfer, life is a beach and then you drown? Or, if you’re a doper, life is a bust and then you die in jail?)

· In other words, what if there’s no such thing as gravity, and instead life sucks?
Folks who believe that life sucks are practitioners of the industrial grade version of ain’t it-awfulism that’s known professionally as sucksology, and on which I am somewhat of an expert, though only of its metaphysical theory, not of its actual practice. Though I have studied the deep ecology of sucksology in order to discern its metaphysical roots, I have forgone any practice thereof other than so play and write country music.

Therefore, my purpose for being here is to share some country musical warnings against accumulating metaphysical hairballs that don’t take to well to reverse parastalsis – meanin’ that they don’t throw back up all that easily. Those of you who have ever watched a cat chuckin’ up a hairball know just what I mean.

I’m here to deliver some country musical warnings against sucksology’s trinity of monster hairballs called loss, lack and abandonment. Take loss, for example:

E - I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

Or if that ain’t bad enough to your liking, in addition to “Life Get’s Teejus” there’s this  AA recovery song about lack:

A - The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone

Now when it comes to abandonment, country music really outdoes itself. For example, here’s a prize-winning backward step in consciousness made famous by Waylon Jennings:

E - If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You

And this one got country music’s trophy for the best line in a song about abandonment:
E - Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.

In case you were wonderin’, country music’s equivalent of the Oscar is a plastic hen, otherwise known as the pullet surprise.

Yessirree, if I was to go into metaphysical malpractice professionally, I’d name my illegal firm Loss, Lack, Abandonment and Associates, Unlimited. (The unlimited part recognizes that although you can’t have things both ways, there’s no limit to either way you choose to have them. For example, when you pray for abundance from a consciousness of lack, what you get is an even greater abundance of lack.)
As I said earlier, what makes me a novice in the practice of sucksology is the fact that I have limited my practice thereof to the playing and writing of country songs. Among my writings . . .
Full Gig
Greeting:

HowDEE!! 
How many of you have heard on the radio, watched on TV or attended the Grand Old Opry? If you have then you know that HowDEE!! is a small pearl of country folk wisdom – a Minnie Pearl to be precise.

Rev. Noel couldn’t make it this evening, but instead of sending his condolences to begin with he sent the shadow part of his ego – that would be me – to make sure that when I’m done here this (afternoon, evening) my delivery of his condolences will be even more heartfelt. 
You can now be dubiously thankful that if you’re ever asked

Have you seen his alter ego, standin’ in his shadow

you can say “yup!”

What you’re looking at rat-cheer is what is known in metaphysical circles as a “demonstration.” I am the repository of what Rev. Noel’s shadow knows, which is nothing like what Lamont Cranston’s shadow knew, and I’m here as a demonstration of what y’all don’t ever want to turn into – an all out “bless the appearances, full speed ahead” metaphyzzler. 

(Does anyone here remember Lamont Cranston? Perhaps this will jog your memory: “What evil lurks in the hearts of men? The shadow knows.” If that didn’t jog your memory it’s probably because back in those days people weren’t into jogging.)
I’m here to address the uppermost existential questions on everyone’s mind, things y’all have been wondering about, such as
· What if this is as good as it gets?

· What if life is a bitch and then you die? (Or, if you’re surfer, life is a beach and then you die? Or, if you’re a doper, life is a bust and then you die?)

· What if the Hokey Pokey really is what it’s all about?

· What if there’s no such thing as gravity, and instead life sucks?
Folks who believe the latter are practitioners of sucksology, which is the professional version of ain’t it-awfulism, which worships the trinity of loss, lack and abandonment. As I am here to  demonstrate, everything that we experience as being awful is perceived in one of three ways: as loss, as lack, or as abandonment.

Warm-along:
My schtick takes a bit of warmin’ up to, so I’m gonna start us all out with a familiar warm-along, a little tune y’already know that will help you loosen up your hummer chords and horse around with your tongue and palate. “Palate” as you know is a fancy term for the ceiling of your mouth, that in medical lingo is called your uraniscus, a term that never became popular because it sounds an awful lot like something that requires cleaning up.   

The tune goes like this. 
E -Hum and click
Self-Introduction:
Before I go any further with this schtick

Please allow me introduce myself 

I’m a man of stealth and poor taste.

I’m pleased to meet you,

you’ll never guess my name,

What may be puzzlin’ you

Is the nature of my game.

So I’m gonna clear up those two metaphyzzly matters right now. I’m named after what Rev. Noel has to gives me in order to show up like this: Ample Leeway. Yup, you heard right. My name is Ample Leeway, and that’s what I’m askin’ ya’ll to give me as well.
As to the nature of my game, my speciality is just the opposite of Rev. Noel’s schtick. His speciality is metaphysical practice, which provides the definitive answer to the question, “Why does God allow bad things to happen to good people?” And New Thought leaves Rev. Noel with a foolproof metaphysical exit strategy, because after he’s given the definitive answer and the people who don’t get it say, “Well, thank you for sharin’ that . . . and now why does God allow bad things to happen to good people?” Rev. Noel can shrug his shoulders and respond, “You’re asking the wrong person, oh ye dense child of God. I’m in sales, not management.”

The Ample Leeway that Rev. Noel gives me is also part of his metaphysical exit strategy. Since I’m his shadow side, my speciality is metaphysical malpractice, which is New Thought’s revised slandered verrrrsion of Jesus’ teaching about what Southern Baptists and the like call “sin.” Us metaphysical malpractitioners revere New Thought’s revised slandered verrrrsion of Jesus’ teaching ever bit as much as Southern Baptists revere Jeeeeesus himself. 
Insofar as Rev. Noel has already been there and done that with a full monty of metaphysical malpractice, he’s donated to me the shambles thereof as my dubious legacy to y’all. This is why I’m wearin’ this utterly splendid metaphysical malpractice suit. And it’s also why I consult my notes from time to time, so you won’t think the only material I’ve got is in this suit.

In any event, don’t let my gigwear fool ya - I’ve got the slim and trim, lean and mean body of a 24 year old man . . . right outside in the tool box of my pick-up truck. I keep him there my in case I have engine difficulties. He’s got a number of useful mechanical tricks, includin’ an exceptional one of those capabilities whut psychologists call “gross motor skills.” Without even raisin’ a sweat he can suck spark plugs right out of an engine. There ain’t no grosser motor skill than that.

Now I know that some of you older folks recognize this suit because of its long and awesome lineage of prior owners. And if you’ve also noticed that its splendor is a tad worn, stained and faded in comparedness to its once pristine state, that’s due to its most recent prior owner who is just recently deceased, bless his leaping soul. This suit’s first public appearance was right after it came out of Liberace’s closet, and was eventually bought at an auction of Liberace’s hand-me-overs to Buck Owens, who after several years of hee-hawing around with on sub-public television passed it on to Evil Kneivel, from whom it was jump-started to me.
Furthermore, y’all should also know that Rev. Noel’s relationship with me is not without precedent, given that there was once a priest who realized he should have been a woman and became the world’s first tran-sister. 
This brings me to the explanatory portion of my gig. Now I know very well that a performer never apologizes for his shortcomings. On the other hand, my foibles are so pronounced that my audiences at least deserve an explanation. And the first thing that deserves explanation is the word “foible”. . . .
So I’m gonna give you a quick inventory of some of my more peculiar foibles that deserve elucidation. (By the way, “elucidation” is the sort of word that Rev. Noel would use, which just goes to show that you can take an alter ego out of its host’s sophistication, but you can’t take the host’s sophistication out of an alter ego.)
Foible #1: I use what back in Rev. Noel’s days as a college perfessor was called “lecture notes.” You see, talkin’ to a bunch of people for a long time is quite a test of one’s memory, hence the perfessor’s use of lecture notes. Never mind that when students bring such notes to the tests that he gives them they suddenly become “crib sheets” and aren’t allowed.

Anyhow, one of my foibles is that I bring crib sheets to my performances, to compensate for one of the byproducts of my seniority. As y’all have heard, some seniors don’t hear all that well because they’ve been cursed with a hearing loss. But me? I’ve been blessed with a hearing gain. I hear things that were never even said. This can get ya into a heap of trouble, like the elderly feller whose wife said “I love you” and he said “Eh?” and she said louder “I love you” and he said “Eh?” and so she yelled “I LOVE YOU” and he said “Well, I can’t stand you either, so there!”
The foibles of seniority are a field day for metaphyzzling. For instance, it’s becoming increasingly common to replace the concept of “seniority” with “elderhood.” Another example of emerging gerontologic correctness is to reframe the whole concept of wrinkles. For instance, my face isn’t wrinkled, its graced with character pleats. 

And then there’s the matter of my hair. Unlike so many elders who have falling hair, I have a crew cut. And after all these years my crew of hair has been growin’ out of a head like mine, who am I to blame the crew for deserting? 

Is there anyone here who’s old enough like me to remember Doodles Weaver? How about Spike Jones? Doodles was the sophisticated intellectual in Spike Jones’ band, and he promoted a remedy for falling hair: Step to one side. And when somebody had the temerity to tell him his hair was getting thin he shot back with “Who wants fat hair?” Today, of course, all kinds of people want fat hair, and if Doodles had lived long enough to be an early investor in companies that sell volumizing shampoo, he’d be a fat cat.
Another of my foibles is the fact that my hands shake. They’ve been shaking all of Rev. Noel’s life. Even when he was just a little kid his mother and grandmother were forever telling him to stop shaking. He never learned how to stop shaking, but now that he’s an elder he’s gotten a whole lot better at it . . . like everything else, it improves with practice. This isn’t nearly the challenge when he’s playing the guitar that it is when he’s playing the piano. He’s frequently hits a wrong key and has to improvise around the mistake. [Today I Fell in Love with You Again – Blueberry Hill] 
While he was bachelor between his first and second wifetimes, Rev. Noel spent a year in Aspen, Colorado, earning his livelihood singing folk songs on the city’s sidewalks and at its coffee houses, and playing piano in restaurants and ski lodges. He billed himself as “The Wondering Truebadour” (that’s “wondering” rather than “wandering”, and the first part of “troubadour” was spelled “true” because those who heard him truly wondered what he thought he was doing. For instance, one evening a woman came to the piano and asked him about his technique. She told him he was playing a style that she had never heard before. In order to appear like he knew what he was doing, he did one of those things he’s so good at – he made up an answer on the spot. He told her, “Oh, it’s a little something I invented myself. I call it the “drop-stitch technique”. Thereafter he billed himself as “The Wondering Truebadour at the Drop-stitch Piano.”
All of which has left him still wonderin’ why Neil Young rather than he has the nickname “Shakey.”
Finally there’s two foibles involving my mouth. It’s open a lot of the time when I’m not saying anything, in disregard of the Chinese axiom that “Man who waits with mouth open for cooked duck to fly in, waits for long time.” When Rev. Noel was a kid his mother and grandmother were also forever trying to get him to close his mouth because – as if he didn’t already know – he wasn’t a fly trap. And so it was with his first two wives as well. 
Well, the fact of the matter is that he has a breathing problem, because his sinuses cavities are cavernously challenged. He owes his longevity to the fact that his mother and grandmother had no more luck getting him to close his mouth than they did with getting him to stop shaking. There are times, however, like when he feels distressed or determined, that his mouth does close and he forces his breath through his nostrils – a situation of which he is totally unconscious. He’s continually reminded that his third wife, Heidy, is the woman of his dreams because on such occasions she keeps telling him “Open your mouth and breathe.” This is how he has learned not to be distressed about the fact that over the course of his life women have been sending him mixed signals. 
The other thing about my mouth is its contrast to my ears. I’ve had an ear for music ever since I was three years old. (country music) In contrast to my ear for music, my mouth has not been nearly so fully blessed with vocal chords . . . which explains why, instead of “shakey”, I’ve been nicknamed “scratchy”. 
Program:
Anyway, having explained my foibles better than any of you ever wanted me to, I’ll get on with my purpose for being here. Everybody has a purpose for being on here, including those who seem to be short of such evidence. Rev. Noel realizes that the better we understand metaphysical malpractice the more readily we can become metaphysically well-practiced, and he assigned that purpose of his ministry to me.

I took up the fine art of metaphysical malpractice the day when Rev. Noel, then a tender four years old, discovered a country music radio station. He was immediately hooked on country music because almost every song he heard was one he could immediately play by ear on his harmonica. And just as any dutiful shadow would do, I faithfully assimilated the metaphysical malpractices of loss, lack and abandonment of which country music makes such an elegant fine art. 

Loss, lack and abandonment is the trinity that is so faithfully worshipped by practitioners of ain’t it-awfulism. Country music is chock full of mental and emotional hairballs of loss, lack and abandonment, some of which, for your dubious edification, I’m gonna cough up right here and now because they have famously managed to make it all the way to the country music hall of “ain’t it a shame.”
Take, for instance, the finely artful metaphysical malpractice of loss. Most country music laments the loss of a lover, more or less in the manner of this here forthright expression of metaphysical malaise:
E - I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

Then there’s this country musical prayer request for a lost lover, that qualifies as what the 12-step program calls a recovery song: 

A - The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone

Among the saddest of all country songs about lost love is one that was recorded back in the 1950’s by Red Sovine: 

E - The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears.

Ain’t that song incredibly sad in more ways than one?  So is this one:
E - I’ve got tears in my ears from lying on my back in my bed, crying over you.

Now when it comes to lack there ain’t nothin’ with more lack per line than a talking blues song written in the 1930’s entitled “Life Gets Teejus”. There ain’t nothin’ you can think of that isn’t lacking in this song, including a melody. 

E - Life Gets Teejus

That there’s gotta be about as much lack as a body can stand, which makes it no wonder that the whole country was stuck in a deep depression when it was written. 

Movin’ right along, I’d like to move y’all another backward step in consciousness by honoring the abandonment theme in country music, which features classics like this one by Waylon Jennings:
E - If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You

That’s the opposite experience of the feller who was wondering why the baseball he was lookin’ at kept getting bigger and bigger . . . until it finally hit him.

Abandonment songs come in one of two flavors, in-your-face and down-and-out. A half century ago the all-time greatest in-your-face abandonment song was this one:

A - If I Know’d You Was Comin’ I’d Have Faked an Ache

(O.K., so I fudged a bit on that one. We all like a bit of fudged cake from time to time.) Probably the most heartless down-and-out abandonment song of all time is this one:
E - Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.

Now as y’all know, the fine art of metaphysical practice is to deny that appearances have any power over us, a denial that is practiced by what Ernest Holmes called “turning from the condition.” The essence of metaphysical malpractice is just the opposite, which is to wallow in the condition. Let me give you a prime example:
E - Keep It Simple
[Intermission]

By now it should be clear to y’all that country music is a down-home form of protest music. Here’s a classic example:

E – Put Another Log on the Fire
Country music is a succession of protest songs about the fact that we’re alive. 
Back in the 1960’s Rev. Noel wrote a bunch of protest songs whose melodies are suggestive of country music even though their lyrics may not be, and I would like to devote the remainder of this gig to sharing some of them with you. 

Call for standing ovation.
I’m always ready to perform at gatherings of all kinds: cabarets, talent shows, office parties, weddings, funerals, private parties, third parties, and close encounters of the absurd kind.

I will conclude this performance with the most metaphysical of all of Noel’s protest songs, which he wrote to show that when you add of loss, lack and abandonment you get absence-mindedness. 
E – My Happiness Is All that I Can See
[Standing ovation]

Encore:
How many of y’all believe in reincarnation? Well, there may be only one mind, but there’s a heap of mentalities on the subject of reincarnation. At least one giant of New Thought, Ernest Holmes denied that we reincarnate. He based his denial on some might fancy metaphysical grounds – although he privately confessed that his primary reason for denying it was that he had no intention of going through its diapers stage again.
Instead of reincarnation Holmes believed in successive incarnation, which means that instead of ever returning to the last place we come from we go to a new place each and every time. As he put it, we have a body within a body within a body unto infinity, which is how the universe in its tender mercies to all concerned keeps us from screwin’ up the same place twice.

In all due respect to Ernie, while much of what I’ve put before you tonight has been panda poo – which is New Thoughtese for “bullshit” – everything I’ve said about Ernie is just as Rev. Noel was taught.
So here’s a song about reincarnation with a New Thought punch line.
E - Reincarnation

Loss + Lack + Abandonment = Absence-mindedness.

The solution: Cough them up by turning from the condition of absence-mindedness that each of them represents as you altogether cease to taint your ever-present good. 

Recognition + Unification + Realization + Thanksgiving + Release = The Acknowledgement + Acceptance + Allowance of our good.

Xxxx:
Hoeing corn in a field next to a cemetery for hours on end, feeling like the living dead. To compensate for the monotony, he improvised what today are called “stand-up comedy routines.” His favorite comics were Will Rogers, who was famous for his 1920’s insight on consumerism as people spending money they don’t really have to buy things they don’t really want to please people they don’t really like”; and Red Skelton who was famous for his extra-sensory perception: “Did you hear that? A whole flock of ‘em went over that time.” 

Little did Rev. Noel know at the time that he was just preparing the day for me to come out of the twisted closet of his mind.

Country folks have a different way of doing things. I stopped at a diner while travelling through rural Kentucky and ordered meatloaf and a baked potato. When I bit into the potato this weird feeling came over me that eating this particular potato wasn’t a good idea. It tasted moldy. So I called the waitress over and said, “M’am, this is a bad potato.” She was very apologetic and said “Let me take care of it for you.” She picked up the plate and slapped the potato several times saying “Bad potato, bad potato, bad, bad potato.” Then she set the plate back down in front of me and said, “Just let me know if it gives you any more trouble and I’ll really lay into it.”

 “ . . . and now I’m getting’ dandruff.”  (Of course, things can always be worse. Ever have your breath back up on ya?
Now here’s where we get into the deep metaphysics of country music, what’s called the law of back traction.  If you play country music backward, you get yer wife back, you get yer truck back, and you get yer dog back.

Those who believe that life sucks are sucksologists, full-time practitioners of ain’t it-awfulism, whose preferred trinity is loss, lack and abandonment.  Everything that we experience as being awful is perceived in one of three ways: as loss, as lack, or as abandonment.

Defending your life <> Offending your life. Sudden transition from Earth to Judgment City when hit by a bus. [Can’t take it with you vs. send some ahead.]

Caroline Myss wasn’t just Myss’n with our heads by observing that “When people focus only on their negative patterns, all that is good about them and their lives can be eclipsed.”  Country music comes about as close as you can get to an approximate total eclipse of our good.
FOUNDATIONS CLASS PRESENTATION (Expanded)

Rev. Noel couldn’t be with us today, but rather than send his condolences he sent me, his alter ego, not be confused with the ego that he presumes to represent at his customary altar. Our so-called alter egos are part of what psychologist Carl Jung called our “shadow” consciousness, and what the shadow knows and plays around and stays around with tends mostly to be on the borderline of fitness for public exposure.

On the other hand, the shadow play that Rev. Noel leaves up to me serves rare and vitally necessary public function of what is known in metaphysical terms as a demonstration. I’m here to demonstrate what y’all would rather not to turn into. 
Before I go any further with my demonstration of what the rest of you would rather avoid becoming, I feel obliged to warn y’all that what I’m about to demonstrate is far too important . . . to be taken seriously.
First and most of all, folks, under no circumstances am I to be confused with Rev. Noel, who the truth be known is already sufficiently more than adequately confused. For instance, he once considered being an automobile mechanic, but his gross motor skills are so unrefined that he thought they included sucking sparkplugs out of engines. And so, the further truth be known, he depends on me to process his confusion overload. He once thought marijuana could do that job, having heard that it’s capable of soaking up a thousand times it weight in excess reality, but he soon discovered that returning from that trip is the ultimate bummer.

That’s when he called me up from his shadow consciousness to handle his confusion.  And since he’s what some folks revere as “a man of the cloth” he wouldn’t be seen dead in threads like these. He did send along seven notes for me to follow, however: A, B, C, D, E, F, and G, complete with several footnotes called sharps and flats.

I   chose this particular gigwear on account of the subject of my demonstration is the avoidance of what people who use fancy words call “metaphysical malpractice,” which is the mental and emotional habit of courting negative appearances. It’s only appropriate, therefore, for me to show up in a metaphysical malpractice suit.  

If you’ve already noticed that my gigwear is a bit worn, stained and faded, compared to its once pristine state, it’s only because of its long and awesome lineage of prior owners. It first public appearance was when it came out of Liberace’s closet, from whence it was handed down to Buck Owens who after some years hee-hawed it on to Evil Kneivel who in turn one day jump-started it to me.  

It’s on account of none of you neither would be seen dead in this outfit that I’m wearing it, as an incentive for y’all to get my message about the mentally unhealthy perils of messin’ around in the back roads of your shadow consciousness when the only thing needed for you to keep your peace with it is a bit of shadow foreplay. But don’t fool yourself concerning this outfit. I’ve actually got the body of a 20-year old man . . . outside in the back of my pick-up truck. 
Strange as my appearance here today may seem, the double identity that I share with Rev. Noel falls far short of being bizarre. For example, there’s a priest who decided to be a nun, who qualified as the world’s first tran-sister. 

Rev. Noel discovered that he had an alter ego when he was still a kid, and kept me secluded in his fantasy life until he realized that he had no more likelihood of breaking my bad habits than I have of breaking his. When he finally decided to let me out of his own closet, he adopted me as his sidekick and give me a name. Since in the midst of his confusion he was a difficult Lone Ranger type who fatally crossed a fortune teller’s palm with silver, and because I was forever right at hand, he at first considered naming me “Pronto”. But after some further prayerful contemplation during a tantrum yoga retreat he named me for what it takes to let me show up and do this schtick: . . . Ample Leeway And believe me, folks, when I tell you that it takes a lot more leeway to carry on like this than it does to karaoke. 

Although Rev. Noel couldn’t be with us himself, he was kind enough to also send along his wife, Heidy, to provide me with moral support. And while she’d just as soon you didn’t know that we’re acquainted, I’d like to introduce anyhow by the name that Rev. Noel gave to her alter ego: Unduly Awesome. I’m utterly delighted with her presence, which immediately sets me apart from so many musicians who travel with immoral support.

I’m here to warn you off from the pitfalls of metaphysical malpractice, which is otherwise known as metaphyzzling, and the way I’m gonna do that is to publically cough up a (couple of/generous sampling of) prominent metaphysical hairballs. 
I have become an expert on the well-known trinity of metaphysical malpractice, our self-indulgence in thoughts and feelings of loss, lack and abandonment. [I want you to write down those three words, “loss”, “lack” and “abandonment” on accounta they represent . . .] Just those three words represent the entire self-pitiful panorama  of metaphysical malpractice. All of our fears boil down to a either a fear of loss, a fear of lack or a fear of abandonment. And it’s the mental and emotional hairballs of loss, lack and abandonment that we’ve got to cough up in order to liberate ourselves for the good life. So long as we’re caught up instead in thoughts and feelings of loss, lack and abandonment, we’re tainting the good life with weapons of mass distraction.
I began to develop my expertise on metaphysical malpractice quite early in life, as a consequence of Rev. Noel’s discovery of country music when he was just four years old. Since every word we utter is a prayer for an experience of what the word represents, while every thought we think is a prayer for what the thought represents, together we’ve heard in the past 66 years of country music more prayer requests to have experiences of loss, lack and abandonment than those who count their misfortunes could possibly keep up with. Country music is an industrial-strength prayer factory for the dubious trinity of loss, lack and abandonment.  
For instance, in the loss category – most country music laments the loss of a lover – there’s this forthright expression of metaphysical malpractice:
I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

Another country musical prayer request for the loss of one you love what the 12-step program calls a recovery song: 

The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone

Among the saddest of all country songs about lost love is one that was recorded back in the 1950’s by Red Sovine: 

The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears.

That song is incredibly sad in more ways than one, as is this one:
I’ve got tears in my ears from lying on my back in my bed, crying over you.
Moving on from loss to lack, there ain’t nothin’ with more lack per line than a talking blues song written in the 1930’s entitled “Life Gets Teejus”. There ain’t nothin’ in this song that isn’t missing. 

That there’s gotta be about as much lack as a body can stand, which makes it no wonder that the whole country was in deep depression when it was written. 

From this brief sampling of songs of lack, I’d like to take another backward step in consciousness by surveying the abandonment category of country music, which features classics like this one by Waylon Jennings:
If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You

That’s just the opposite of the experience of a fellow who was wondering why the baseball he was lookin’ at kept getting bigger and bigger . . . until it finally hit him.

Abandonment songs come in one of two flavors, in-your-face and down-and-out. A half century ago the all-time greatest in-your-face abandonment song was this one:

If I Know’d You Was Comin’ I’d Have Faked an Ache
Perhaps the most heartless in-your-face abandonment song of all time is this one:
Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.
Among the all-time classic down-and-out abandonment songs is a Jim Reeves lament entitled “The Blue Side of Lonesome”.  It’s about what this guy tells the woman who broke up with him when xxx. . . “broke the bar mirror with only the ghost of a smile

The day I first heard that song I was inspired to outdo it with my own collection of God-awful metaphors, which I did a pretty credible job of until I got to the last line: (My Heart was a Beggar)
I wasn’t entirely happy with that ending until I came across Emmet Fox’s endorsement of the value of  “I”-consciousness over “me”-consciousness:

When you find that I can laugh at Me, it means that your life is commencing to change for the better.

Among some other bottom-notch country songs in the abandonment category is one entitled “Bugger Red’s Blues.” He got the nickname “Red” because he was a redneck, and he got the nickname “Bugger” because of how he kept his fingers busy when he wasn’t picking cotton. He alternated between what psychologists call fine motor skills and gross motor skills. 

Of course some gross motor skills can come in quite handy. For instance, I once knew a, automobile mechanic whose gross motor skill was the ability to suck dead spark plugs out of a faulty engine. 

Anyhow, Bugger Red lost his wife when she got a bit picky herself. (Bugger Red’s Blues)

Another song in the abandonment category addresses the sense of impending abandonment one feels at the prospect of one’s death. It was originally a contribution to a cowboy poet contest and was made into a talking blues song by Michael Martin Murphy. It’s entitled simply “Reincarnation”

My now I think I’ve made it clear to y,all that the essence of all metaphysical malpractice is wallowing in the condition. The all-time classic song about wallowing in the condition is yet another talking blues song that describes then worst of all possible metaphysical malpractices, which is to indulge in a compound fracture of the appearances. The song is simply called “Keep it Simple.”

Ernest Holmes gave us a four-word keep-it-simple prescription for the antidote to wallowing in the condition, which is to “turn from the condition.” His prescription honors the wisdom of Meister Eckhart’s statement that

God is not found in the soul by adding anything, but by a process of subtraction.

This doesn’t mean that we are to ignore the condition or to deny the condition, only that we cease to give it the power of our ownership. What Eckhart called the “process of subtraction” is the subtraction of the power that we give to unwelcome conditions by owning them. For instance: (my leukemia, my cold) So long as we claim ownership of a condition, we are giving it power over is. With one exception, where there is no power of ownership of a condition, it meets the fate of all other conditions: “This, too, shall pass.” The exception comes, of course, when the time has come for you to pass out of the realm of worldly conditions altogether.

[Edited to this point]

This doesn’t mean that the condition you turn from is suddenly non-existent, it means that its ability to have power over our consciousness of it is non-existent. It doesn’t mean that every condition will disappear, only that the condition of our owning it will disappear. We may sometimes not succeed in eliminating a condition, but we can eliminate the experience of its having the power to determine what we think and how we feel about it. We are almost universally agreed that every person will die some day. When and how we die, and whether we do so with fear or faith, is entirely up to us, and not inherent in any condition that is associated with our death. 

The subtraction of our ownership of conditions consists of ceasing to dwell in the condition. “Yea though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I do not have to pitch my tent there.” As Holmes himself acknowledged , “We can’t avoid negative feelings and circumstances, but we don’t have to entertain them.” (He said this, by the way, just a few miles from Hollywood, whose entertainment industry wallows utterly in the condition.) 

So what is the condition that we have to turn from? Fortunately, every condition that Ernest Holmes was referring to can be summed up in just two words, which I also want every one of you to write down: “absence mindedness”. Be sure you write down “absence” mindedness, not “absent” mindedness.

The cause of all feelings of loss, lack and abandonment is absence minded-ness, the dwelling of one’s consciousness on what is absent rather than on what is present. Absence-mindedness is based on the perception of insufficiency and/or deprivation. In New Thought metaphysical practice such perception is called “lack consciousness” or “deficiency consciousness”. Yet no matter what we call it, absence-mindedness by any other name is just as deplete. 

I was initially introduced to the dynamics of absence-mindedness by a poem that I read in early childhood:

Yesterday upon the stair I saw a man who wasn’t there.

I saw him there again today – how I wish he’d go away.

The pernicious nature of absence-mindedness is illustrated by a remark that someone made when he overhead his friend say that the local millionaire's money was tainted. "That’s right," he agreed. "His money is twice tainted." 

"What do you mean?" asked the friend. 

"It's rather obvious, isn’t it?: 'tain't yours, 'tain't mine." 

I share this story of tainted good because it misrepresents the true nature of not owning a condition. The fact that we don’t own someone else’s money is entirely irrelevant, nor can we own a comparable amount of money so long as our consciousness is primarily focused on its absence from our own experience.

Turning from the condition: Hello, Love
The tainting of our good is the operational outcome of all perception of lack, which is based on a paradigm of external causation, the belief that a desired outcome exists somewhere “out there” beyond the empower-ability of my own experience. Such belief is a symptom of I.S.E.S., the “It’s Somewhere Else Syndrome”. I.S.E.S. is a perceptual condition in which I relate to a desired outcome as if it were under someone or something else’s control, rather than something that is present right here and now within the empower-ability of my own experience. I.S.E.S. assumes that causation is external to the jurisdiction of my being.

In contrast to I.S.E.S., New Thought metaphysical practice is a paradigm of internal causation, in which I take full ownership of all my experience as being self-caused within my own consciousness. Such practice provides a litmus test for the detection of one’s degree of absence-mindedness. Whenever you are upset, ask yourself, "What am I missing?" Don't ask yourself what you're upset at, because your attention is already fully engaged by that. Instead, ask yourself, "What am I missing?  What is it, the absence of which, has me so upset? What am I looking at that isn't there?”

One of the early lessons in ACIM states that I am never upset by what I think is upsetting me. Whenever I am upset, I think that my upset is about something that is present, such as a person who disrespects me, when what I am really upset about is not my experience of disrespect per se, rather my experience of an absence of respect. If respect were not something whose presence I valued, its absence would be of no concern to me. So once again, the cause of my upset is the absence-minded attention I am paying to something that isn't/wasn't said, that isn't/wasn't done, that isn't/wasn't happening, that isn't/wasn't provided.

You can’t take it with you > send some ahead.
The metaphysical malpractice of looking at what isn’t there is acknowledged in A Course in Miracles: “Unless I look upon what is not there, my present happiness is all I see.” (Lesson 290, 1-1)
The first time I read that sentence nearly 25 years ago, I had difficulty fully comprehending its point. I contemplated the statement many times over the next fifteen years, until one middle-of-the-night was suddenly wide awake with a variation of it in my mind that was set to music. I got up and grabbed my guitar, and within a few minutes I had the first verse of a song that goes like this:

[My Happiness Is All That I Can See - 1st verse]

This song makes clear the importance of turning from the condition. Every condition represents something that is missing, and so long as I look at what is missing I am focused on a condition of absence rather than on what is currently present in my experience.

2nd verse

I cannot turn from a condition that I haven’t accepted for what it is and as it is. Conditions that I refuse to acknowledge my experience thereof will continue to stay in my face. Yet turning from a condition doesn’t mean turning from something that is present, it means turning from a perceived absence – what isn’t present to me – and facing what is present to me instead. As long as I am looking at what I perceive to be lacking, there is no way for me to see what is present because my unhappiness called “lack” is all that I can see.

For instance, to the extent that I pray for prosperity from the perspective of not having it, I can experience only further lack as a consequence. I can’t have what I am praying for when it is contrary to what I am praying from. Accordingly, when I am praying for abundance from a consciousness of lack, I experience an even greater abundance of lack. Only as I cease to dwell in perceptions of lack, thus turning from the condition of lack, can I perceive my happiness instead.

3rd verse

In conclusion, I would like to leave you with a fool-proof metaphysical exit strategy. When someone comes to you questions about why God allow bad things to happen, and nothing you have to say succeeds in turning them from the condition, just shrug your shoulders and say, “Don’t ask me, I’m in sales, not management.”
Greeting:

Xxxxx

Warm-along:
(Lone Prairie song) loosen up your hummer chords; horse around with your tongue.
Executive summary:

The problem: Our mental and emotional hairballs of loss, lack and abandonment. 

    Loss + Lack + Abandonment = Absence-mindedness.

The solution: Cough them up by turning from the condition of absence-mindedness that each of them represents as you altogether cease to taint your ever-present good. 

Recognition + Unification + Realization + Thanksgiving + Release = The Acknowledgement + Acceptance + Allowance of our good.

Xxxx:
This gathering for those of you who have been wondering, about such things as:

· What if this is as good as it gets?

· What if life is a bitch and then you die? (Or, if you’re surfer, life is a beach and then you die? Or, if you’re a cop, life is a bust and then you die?  )

· What if the Hokey Pokey really is what it’s all about?

· What if there’s no such thing as gravity, and instead life sucks?

Those who believe that life sucks are sucksologists, full-time practitioners of ain’t it-awfulism, whose trinity is loss, lack and abandonment.  Everything that we experience as being awful is perceived in one of three ways: as loss, as lack, or as abandonment.
Defending your life <> Offending your life. Sudden transition from Earth to Judgment City when hit by a bus. [Can’t take it with you vs. send some ahead.]
Then trinity that is worshipped by practitioners of of ain’t it-awfulism. 

Caroline Myss wasn’t just Myss’n with our heads by observing that “When people focus only on their negative patterns, all that is good about them and their lives can be eclipsed.”  Country music comes about as close as you can get to an approximate total eclipse of our good.
FOUNDATIONS CLASS PRESENTATION (Expanded)
Rev. Noel couldn’t be with us today, but rather than send his condolences he sent me, his alter ego, not be confused with the ego that he presumes to represent at his customary altar. Our so-called alter egos are part of what psychologist Carl Jung called our “shadow” consciousness, and what the shadow knows and plays around and stays around with tends mostly to be on the borderline of fitness for public exposure.

On the other hand, the shadow play that Rev. Noel leaves up to me serves rare and vitally necessary public function of what is known in metaphysical terms as a demonstration. I’m here to demonstrate what y’all would rather not to turn into. 
Before I go any further with my demonstration of what the rest of you would rather avoid becoming, I feel obliged to warn y’all that what I’m about to demonstrate is far too important . . . to be taken seriously.
First and most of all, folks, under no circumstances am I to be confused with Rev. Noel, who the truth be known is already sufficiently more than adequately confused. For instance, he once considered being an automobile mechanic, but his gross motor skills are so unrefined that he thought they included sucking sparkplugs out of engines. And so, the further truth be known, he depends on me to process his confusion overload. He once thought marijuana could do that job, having heard that it’s capable of soaking up a thousand times it weight in excess reality, but he soon discovered that returning from that trip is the ultimate bummer.

That’s when he called me up from his shadow consciousness to handle his confusion.  And since he’s what some folks revere as “a man of the cloth” he wouldn’t be seen dead in threads like these. He did send along seven notes for me to follow, however: A, B, C, D, E, F, and G, complete with several footnotes called sharps and flats.

I   chose this particular gigwear on account of the subject of my demonstration is the avoidance of what people who use fancy words call “metaphysical malpractice,” which is the mental and emotional habit of courting negative appearances. It’s only appropriate, therefore, for me to show up in a metaphysical malpractice suit.  
If you’ve already noticed that my gigwear is a bit worn, stained and faded, compared to its once pristine state, it’s only because of its long and awesome lineage of prior owners. It first public appearance was when it came out of Liberace’s closet, from whence it was handed down to Buck Owens who after some years hee-hawed it on to Evil Kneivel who in turn one day jump-started it to me.  
It’s on account of none of you neither would be seen dead in this outfit that I’m wearing it, as an incentive for y’all to get my message about the mentally unhealthy perils of messin’ around in the back roads of your shadow consciousness when the only thing needed for you to keep your peace with it is a bit of shadow foreplay. But don’t fool yourself concerning this outfit. I’ve actually got the body of a 20-year old man . . . outside in the back of my pick-up truck. 
Strange as my appearance here today may seem, the double identity that I share with Rev. Noel falls far short of being bizarre. For example, there’s a priest who decided to be a nun, who qualified as the world’s first tran-sister. 

Rev. Noel discovered that he had an alter ego when he was still a kid, and kept me secluded in his fantasy life until he realized that he had no more likelihood of breaking my bad habits than I have of breaking his. When he finally decided to let me out of his own closet, he adopted me as his sidekick and give me a name. Since in the midst of his confusion he was a difficult Lone Ranger type who fatally crossed a fortune teller’s palm with silver, and because I was forever right at hand, he at first considered naming me “Pronto”. But after some further prayerful contemplation during a tantrum yoga retreat he named me for what it takes to let me show up and do this schtick: . . . Ample Leeway And believe me, folks, when I tell you that it takes a lot more leeway to carry on like this than it does to karaoke. 

Although Rev. Noel couldn’t be with us himself, he was kind enough to also send along his wife, Heidy, to provide me with moral support. And while she’d just as soon you didn’t know that we’re acquainted, I’d like to introduce anyhow by the name that Rev. Noel gave to her alter ego: Unduly Awesome. I’m utterly delighted with her presence, which immediately sets me apart from so many musicians who travel with immoral support.

I’m here to warn you off from the pitfalls of metaphysical malpractice, which is otherwise known as metaphyzzling, and the way I’m gonna do that is to publically cough up a (couple of/generous sampling of) prominent metaphysical hairballs. 
I have become an expert on the well-known trinity of metaphysical malpractice, our self-indulgence in thoughts and feelings of loss, lack and abandonment. [I want you to write down those three words, “loss”, “lack” and “abandonment” on accounta they represent . . .] Just those three words represent the entire self-pitiful panorama  of metaphysical malpractice. All of our fears boil down to a either a fear of loss, a fear of lack or a fear of abandonment. And it’s the mental and emotional hairballs of loss, lack and abandonment that we’ve got to cough up in order to liberate ourselves for the good life. So long as we’re caught up instead in thoughts and feelings of loss, lack and abandonment, we’re tainting the good life with weapons of mass distraction.
I began to develop my expertise on metaphysical malpractice quite early in life, as a consequence of Rev. Noel’s discovery of country music when he was just four years old. Since every word we utter is a prayer for an experience of what the word represents, while every thought we think is a prayer for what the thought represents, together we’ve heard in the past 66 years of country music more prayer requests to have experiences of loss, lack and abandonment than those who count their misfortunes could possibly keep up with. Country music is an industrial-strength prayer factory for the dubious trinity of loss, lack and abandonment.  
For instance, in the loss category – most country music laments the loss of a lover – there’s this forthright expression of metaphysical malpractice:
I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

Another country musical prayer request for the loss of one you love what the 12-step program calls a recovery song: 

The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone

Among the saddest of all country songs about lost love is one that was recorded back in the 1950’s by Red Sovine: 

The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears.

That song is incredibly sad in more ways than one, as is this one:
I’ve got tears in my ears from lying on my back in my bed, crying over you.
Moving on from loss to lack, there ain’t nothin’ with more lack per line than a talking blues song written in the 1930’s entitled “Life Gets Teejus”. There ain’t nothin’ in this song that isn’t missing. 

That there’s gotta be about as much lack as a body can stand, which makes it no wonder that the whole country was in deep depression when it was written. 
From this brief sampling of songs of lack, I’d like to take another backward step in consciousness by surveying the abandonment category of country music, which features classics like this one by Waylon Jennings:
If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You

That’s just the opposite of the experience of a fellow who was wondering why the baseball he was lookin’ at kept getting bigger and bigger . . . until it finally hit him.

Abandonment songs come in one of two flavors, in-your-face and down-and-out. A half century ago the all-time greatest in-your-face abandonment song was this one:

If I Know’d You Was Comin’ I’d Have Faked an Ache
Perhaps the most heartless in-your-face abandonment song of all time is this one:
Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.
Among the all-time classic down-and-out abandonment songs is a Jim Reeves lament entitled “The Blue Side of Lonesome”.  It’s about what this guy tells the woman who broke up with him when xxx. . . “broke the bar mirror with only the ghost of a smile

The day I first heard that song I was inspired to outdo it with my own collection of God-awful metaphors, which I did a pretty credible job of until I got to the last line: (My Heart was a Beggar)
I wasn’t entirely happy with that ending until I came across Emmet Fox’s endorsement of the value of  “I”-consciousness over “me”-consciousness:

When you find that I can laugh at Me, it means that your life is commencing to change for the better.
Among some other bottom-notch country songs in the abandonment category is one entitled “Bugger Red’s Blues.” He got the nickname “Red” because he was a redneck, and he got the nickname “Bugger” because of how he kept his fingers busy when he wasn’t picking cotton. He alternated between what psychologists call fine motor skills and gross motor skills. 

Of course some gross motor skills can come in quite handy. For instance, I once knew a, automobile mechanic whose gross motor skill was the ability to suck dead spark plugs out of a faulty engine. 
Anyhow, Bugger Red lost his wife when she got a bit picky herself. (Bugger Red’s Blues)

Another song in the abandonment category addresses the sense of impending abandonment one feels at the prospect of one’s death. It was originally a contribution to a cowboy poet contest and was made into a talking blues song by Michael Martin Murphy. It’s entitled simply “Reincarnation”

My now I think I’ve made it clear to y,all that the essence of all metaphysical malpractice is wallowing in the condition. The all-time classic song about wallowing in the condition is yet another talking blues song that describes then worst of all possible metaphysical malpractices, which is to indulge in a compound fracture of the appearances. The song is simply called “Keep it Simple.”

Ernest Holmes gave us a four-word keep-it-simple prescription for the antidote to wallowing in the condition, which is to “turn from the condition.” His prescription honors the wisdom of Meister Eckhart’s statement that

God is not found in the soul by adding anything, but by a process of subtraction.

This doesn’t mean that we are to ignore the condition or to deny the condition, only that we cease to give it the power of our ownership. What Eckhart called the “process of subtraction” is the subtraction of the power that we give to unwelcome conditions by owning them. For instance: (my leukemia, my cold) So long as we claim ownership of a condition, we are giving it power over is. With one exception, where there is no power of ownership of a condition, it meets the fate of all other conditions: “This, too, shall pass.” The exception comes, of course, when the time has come for you to pass out of the realm of worldly conditions altogether.
[Edited to this point]

This doesn’t mean that the condition you turn from is suddenly non-existent, it means that its ability to have power over our consciousness of it is non-existent. It doesn’t mean that every condition will disappear, only that the condition of our owning it will disappear. We may sometimes not succeed in eliminating a condition, but we can eliminate the experience of its having the power to determine what we think and how we feel about it. We are almost universally agreed that every person will die some day. When and how we die, and whether we do so with fear or faith, is entirely up to us, and not inherent in any condition that is associated with our death. 
The subtraction of our ownership of conditions consists of ceasing to dwell in the condition. “Yea though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I do not have to pitch my tent there.” As Holmes himself acknowledged , “We can’t avoid negative feelings and circumstances, but we don’t have to entertain them.” (He said this, by the way, just a few miles from Hollywood, whose entertainment industry wallows utterly in the condition.) 

So what is the condition that we have to turn from? Fortunately, every condition that Ernest Holmes was referring to can be summed up in just two words, which I also want every one of you to write down: “absence mindedness”. Be sure you write down “absence” mindedness, not “absent” mindedness.

The cause of all feelings of loss, lack and abandonment is absence minded-ness, the dwelling of one’s consciousness on what is absent rather than on what is present. Absence-mindedness is based on the perception of insufficiency and/or deprivation. In New Thought metaphysical practice such perception is called “lack consciousness” or “deficiency consciousness”. Yet no matter what we call it, absence-mindedness by any other name is just as deplete. 

I was initially introduced to the dynamics of absence-mindedness by a poem that I read in early childhood:

Yesterday upon the stair I saw a man who wasn’t there.

I saw him there again today – how I wish he’d go away.

The pernicious nature of absence-mindedness is illustrated by a remark that someone made when he overhead his friend say that the local millionaire's money was tainted. "That’s right," he agreed. "His money is twice tainted." 

"What do you mean?" asked the friend. 

"It's rather obvious, isn’t it?: 'tain't yours, 'tain't mine." 

I share this story of tainted good because it misrepresents the true nature of not owning a condition. The fact that we don’t own someone else’s money is entirely irrelevant, nor can we own a comparable amount of money so long as our consciousness is primarily focused on its absence from our own experience.

Turning from the condition: Hello, Love
The tainting of our good is the operational outcome of all perception of lack, which is based on a paradigm of external causation, the belief that a desired outcome exists somewhere “out there” beyond the empower-ability of my own experience. Such belief is a symptom of I.S.E.S., the “It’s Somewhere Else Syndrome”. I.S.E.S. is a perceptual condition in which I relate to a desired outcome as if it were under someone or something else’s control, rather than something that is present right here and now within the empower-ability of my own experience. I.S.E.S. assumes that causation is external to the jurisdiction of my being.

In contrast to I.S.E.S., New Thought metaphysical practice is a paradigm of internal causation, in which I take full ownership of all my experience as being self-caused within my own consciousness. Such practice provides a litmus test for the detection of one’s degree of absence-mindedness. Whenever you are upset, ask yourself, "What am I missing?" Don't ask yourself what you're upset at, because your attention is already fully engaged by that. Instead, ask yourself, "What am I missing?  What is it, the absence of which, has me so upset? What am I looking at that isn't there?”

One of the early lessons in ACIM states that I am never upset by what I think is upsetting me. Whenever I am upset, I think that my upset is about something that is present, such as a person who disrespects me, when what I am really upset about is not my experience of disrespect per se, rather my experience of an absence of respect. If respect were not something whose presence I valued, its absence would be of no concern to me. So once again, the cause of my upset is the absence-minded attention I am paying to something that isn't/wasn't said, that isn't/wasn't done, that isn't/wasn't happening, that isn't/wasn't provided.

You can’t take it with you > send some ahead.
The metaphysical malpractice of looking at what isn’t there is acknowledged in A Course in Miracles: “Unless I look upon what is not there, my present happiness is all I see.” (Lesson 290, 1-1)
The first time I read that sentence nearly 25 years ago, I had difficulty fully comprehending its point. I contemplated the statement many times over the next fifteen years, until one middle-of-the-night was suddenly wide awake with a variation of it in my mind that was set to music. I got up and grabbed my guitar, and within a few minutes I had the first verse of a song that goes like this:

[My Happiness Is All That I Can See - 1st verse]

This song makes clear the importance of turning from the condition. Every condition represents something that is missing, and so long as I look at what is missing I am focused on a condition of absence rather than on what is currently present in my experience.

2nd verse

I cannot turn from a condition that I haven’t accepted for what it is and as it is. Conditions that I refuse to acknowledge my experience thereof will continue to stay in my face. Yet turning from a condition doesn’t mean turning from something that is present, it means turning from a perceived absence – what isn’t present to me – and facing what is present to me instead. As long as I am looking at what I perceive to be lacking, there is no way for me to see what is present because my unhappiness called “lack” is all that I can see.

For instance, to the extent that I pray for prosperity from the perspective of not having it, I can experience only further lack as a consequence. I can’t have what I am praying for when it is contrary to what I am praying from. Accordingly, when I am praying for abundance from a consciousness of lack, I experience an even greater abundance of lack. Only as I cease to dwell in perceptions of lack, thus turning from the condition of lack, can I perceive my happiness instead.

3rd verse

In conclusion, I would like to leave you with a fool-proof metaphysical exit strategy. When someone comes to you questions about why God allow bad things to happen, and nothing you have to say succeeds in turning them from the condition, just shrug your shoulders and say, “Don’t ask me, I’m in sales, not management.”
NOTES

Rev. Noel studied Carl Jung’s depth psychology before he studied Ernest Holmes’ depth ecology, which succeeded in making him twice as much out of his depth as he was before. I myself have learned enough from Rev. Noel’s study of Jung to know that I’m a manifestation of his shadow play. I’ve been shadowing him ever since that fateful day in 1939 when he was three years old and made the glorious discovery that he could hear a song on the radio and play it by ear on a harmonica his daddy had given him.

It wasn’t until he was four that he figured out how to play the harmonica with his mouth. (Like I told you, his reverendship is not without a modest trace of confusion.) That was the year he made his next musical discovery while fiddling around with the radio dial – which was another bit of confusion ‘cause most musicians fiddle with a violin – and he found a country music station on the radio. Now there was music he could play by ear with a single listen because of its fractal nature. (If you wanna know what fractal mathematicians are talkin’ about, all ya gotta do is listen to several country songs. The pattern of their self-similarity is bodaciously prodigious.) 
Well, his reverendship took to it like a duck to cornpone, which is essentially what it was. It was a genuine close encounter of the absurd kind. The reason it became a part of what Carl Jung calls the “shadow” is that his daddy was a classical musician. He knew right that he had a secret power, because there was another radio program he listened to every week about a detective named Lamont Cranston who minded other people’s otherwise hidden business while being invisible.  Noel totally related to Lamont Cranston’s secret, and whenever  his grandma, who was rasing him at the time, asked him what in tarnation made him want to listen to country music he politely replied, “The shadow knows.”  
In those same days another popular radio program was the Lone Ranger, who had a Native American sidekick named “Tonto.” The Lone Ranger was a friend in time of need to everyone but crooks and fortunate tellers who asked him to cross their palm with Silver. Since I had made it quite clear that I had come to stay, he initially named me “pronto” because I immediately showed whenever he thought of me. And that’s how his reverendship came to have me as the irreverent sidekick who stands before the increasingly unbelieving ears and eyes that you’re presently lending me. I wouldn’t be nearly the sight I am without if I didn’t have so many ears and eyes on me.
Howdy y’all.

My name has been changed to protect the innocent, and I’m a recovering adult. How I came by my adulteration is a longer story than you care to hear about why I’m the miserable awfulholic that stands here in front of your skeptical eyeballs this evening. So I’ll cut right to its latest episode that went somethin’ like this:
 [Keep it Simple]

I’d like to take credit for composing that song, which was written by a Boulder, Colorado urban cowboy named Chuck Pyle. Although I’ve tweaked it a bit while ownin’ its truth for my own life journey as well, the song’s original genius is his.

Well before I go on I hope y’ll let me introduce myself so’s you don’t get bugged by the nature of my game. What you’re actually lookin’ at here is a full-blown, genuine, 100 per cent, bona fide alter ego. Egos seldom get more altered than the one you see before you, though at least one exception I’ve heard about is the priest who altered his ego by having a sex change to be a nun instead. She was the world’s first transistor . . . and her alter ego got so charged up that she became a circuit . . . rider.

In my role as an alter ego, I’m a walkin’, talkin’ representation of what them Jungian therapist types call a “shadow consciousness”, also known as our “inner ghost.” You are lookin’ smack dab at the ghost of the shadowy ego that dressed me up like this. I guess you could say that he’s my alter ego. He’s one of them otherwise well-meanin’ so-called “metaphysical” ministers who preaches from the altar of his ego, tellin’ folks all about peace, luuuv and prosperity while leavin’ me to metaphizzle with his unresolved issues of loss, lack and abandonment . . . and without havin’ a whole lot else goin’ for me except this metaphysical malpractice suit . . . which he so generously bought for me at Evel Kneivel’s semi-annual auction sale.
This suit is a two time hand-me-down that originally hung out in the same closet as Liberace . . . before he handed it down to Buck Owens, who hee-hawed about in it until he took pity on Evel Kneivel’s desperate need for a jump suit whose colors matched his blood type. It ended up on auction when he got tired of breakin’ it in. I managed to get the blood stains out – but its still a bit yellowed with what I trust is tobacco stains.
Howsomever . . . (I just love that fancy word for “but”) . . . howsomever, I do want you folks to know that in spite of how I may look to y’all, I actually have the body of a 20-year-old – right out there in the back of my pick-up truck.

As for the feller whose consciousness I’m shadowin’ – well, if you think I’ve got a shtick, you should hear his shtick sometime. He’s a man of dubious extinction . . . who when bad things happen to good people and the poor good folks come to him for comfort, he up and tells ‘em all about how there ain’t no accidents and everyone is in their perfect place and every pile of doo-doo has a pony in it somewhere if you’ll just look hard enough. Yet even he ain’t immune from bad happenings. Just last Sunday morning as he was primping for church he noticed in the bathroom mirror that his white turtleneck clerical collar has a double chin.
I one asked him how come it is, in a world that’s so goldurned wonderful, that ambulances are never in a hurry . . . when I’m stuck behind one when I’m in a hurry.

That’s when I discovered that he’s got the perfect metaphysical exit strategy. It turns out that when folks ask him to explain the discrepancy between his rosy picture of the universe and the miserable self-portrait of their lives . . . well, he just shrugs his shoulders and says, “Don’t ask me, I’m in sales, not management.” Talk about your weapon of mass distraction! And in the meantime I’m left to roam the backroads of his mind field . . . where I’m stuck with resurrectin’ nothin’ but old corny jokes while waitin’ in vain for good things to start happenin’ to . . . bad people.
Bein’ a minister and all, he purports to have some special revelations. Well, I’m not without some special revelations of my own. For instance, it was recently revealed to me by an epileptic friend of mine how to tell the difference between . . . As every little school boy oughta know . . .  Just like the ego I’m up here altering, I also have a way of addressin’ the harder facts of life with language that stays clean.)
Well, the bottom line of all his metaphyzzling is that I just ain’t as dumb . . . as he looks. I’m just as full of good ideas as he is. For instance, one might think it was him that came up with the idea of brand-naming an insurance firm with the tag line “Insure now with Divine Providence” And as soon as they develop the paranormal technology that allows us all to be remote viewers, just like the way we’ve all become remote listeners, I’ve already brand-named the first network: Squint. And in the meantime I’m working on a new diaper that holds up to ten times as much recycled water as the current leading brand – to be marketed as Absorbing Junior. I got that idea when I learned that marijuana soaks up ten times its weight in excess reality.
Yet I must give him credit for at least having the decency to give me an appropriate name, even though it was only his way of confessin’ what it is he has to give me so that he can show up lookin’ and talkin’ and actin’ the way I do. He named me “Ample Leeway” . . . and has the further decency to allow me all the leeway I need to play out his shadow consciousness at large. I’m his periodical mental enema as it were. You could also say that I’m his official nobody . . . and the way I’m dressed tells you that being his official nobody suits me just fine. My duds are the mark of a perfectionist who has no desire to be a somebody in a world where its generally known that nobody’s perfect.
I ain’t complainin’ unduly, however, ‘cause things could be a whole lot worse. Fer instance, there’s this catholic 
I also ain’t complainin’ unduly, even though I am my hosting ego’s animus. An animus, by the way, which is what them Jungians call the masculine sideshow of his shadow consciousness – and by the way my host ego also has a feminine shadow consciousness, the other sideshow that them Jungians call his anima. Her mental enema’s show up as a wigged-out altered ego named . . . Unduly Awesome.
How our host ego ended up being wedded to the two of us at his inner altar is quite forgivable once you know the circumstances of our birth. We were conceived during the Valentine season of 1936, in what in those days was the customary socially incorrect fashion. You’ll get the picture I’m hintin’ at from this song I’ve written about it . . .

I got my start in life in the back seat of an automobile,

And my life since then has been one long trip downhill,
Givin’ me them I ain’t responsible ‘cause someone’s doin’ it . . . to me blues.

Now y’all know from your depressin’ high school history lessons that 1936 was an even more depressin’ time for folks who was bein’ born. In those days you could go uptown, downtown, across town, or anywhere outside of town – and there it was, just like the straw from the scarecrow in the Wizard of Oz after he’d been monkeyed with . . . nothin’ but depression all over.
Of course some places were more depressed than other places, and I was fortunate to have been born in northern Illinois. To the southwest of my coming out party – which is where they cut my life-line, smacked my butt, and saddled me with an instant $10,000 per capita share of the national debt already when I was still jobless and not yet savvy enough to apply for welfare – to the southwest in Oklahoma things was so knee-deeply depressin’ that they was churnin’ up dust storms. Talk about a bowl of cherries bein’ totally desiccated. Well, that there desiccation so impressed a dry-drunk Oakie named Carson Robison that he was inspired to write the greatest depression song of all time, called “Life Gets Teejus” – a talkin’ blues song that was so likewise inspirin’ to the whole country that he had everybody wonderin’, six whole decades years before Jack Nicholson asked the question, “What if this is as good as it gets?”

[Life Gets Teejus]

Well all that depression was enough to make my recently outed inner child just let it all go in hopes of reincarnatin’ into a better life, so that he actually did come within a hair’s breath of his last one from a whoppin’ case of the whoopin’ cough. Howsomever, its just as well that he didn’t succeed, because reincarnation ain’t the comeback its cracked up to be . . . and that’s accordin’ to another rather depressin’ account that was written for a get-together of cowboy poets, and eventually got recorded by Michael Martin Murphy.
[Reincarnation]
On a heavier note, have you ever noticed how country musicians are plagues with L.L.A.S.? . . . which is short for “loss, lack, and abandonment syndrome,” which is sometimes also known as A.I.A.S, “ain’t it awful syndrome” and E.L.S, “extreme loneliness syndrome”. That’s why you get so many songs like 
· I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

· If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You 

One of the saddest songs of abandonment – and I do mean that in more ways than one – was recorded way back in the 1950’s by Red Sovine: 

· The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears.

And then there’s this country music recovery song: 

· The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone

There is, of course, the occasional lighter note:
· I Love You So Much that it Almost Makes Me Puke

And the all-time greatest in-your-face abandonment song is this one:

· Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.

In case you haven’t noticed by now, country music melody lines are about as consistent as their metaphysical malpractice.
L.L.A.S. – loss, lack, and abandonment – is a direct outgrowth of what scientific types call “cosmology,” which took a downward turn early in the last century.
Paradigm shift
Earth sucks.
And that’s how country music became the sucksology of loss, lack, and abandonment, the sincerely heart-felt belief in which is known as “sucksosophy”. All of which inspired me one day to write the sucksiest country song that anyone ever heard . . . the gosh-awfullest thing that I could come up with, which goes like this:
[My Heart is a Beggar]
In all due respect to my sponsor, the ego that has given me the ample leeway to produce this shadowy side-show, I would like to close with a song that’s worthy of his best shot at standing tall. I wrote it for him four decades ago when his heart stopped being a beggar and his psyche got relief.

End with “Misery”
********************

Howdy y’all.

My name is Ample Leeway and I’m a recovering awfulholic. The first awfulholic was a yodeling cowboy named Jimmie Rodgers, who has become known as “the father of country music.” By the 1920’s he’d had sufficient experience in the school of hard knocks that he developed a severe case of L.L.A.S. Those letters stand for “loss, lack, and abandonment syndrome,” which is also known as A.I.A.S, “ain’t it awful syndrome” and E.L.S, “extreme loneliness syndrome”. The source of this loneliness may be attributable to the fact that no one has ever been identified as the mother of country music.

Rodgers wrote and recorded many songs about loss, lack, and abandonment from 1927-1932, which became so popular that they brought on the Great Depression. Jimmie was known as the “singing brakeman” because that was his job on the railroad before he began layin’ his own tracks for the Victor recording company. He was also billed as “The Blue Yodeler” because in the middle of lots of his songs he’d (do blue yodel).

I haven’t always been Ample Leeway, and I won’t be for very long even now. I’m the alter ego of a reverend named “Noel McInnis” who wouldn’t be seen dead showing up like this. From where I stand right now he is my alter ego, and he hangs out at an altar of another color. And from where he stands, as his alter ego – that would be me – became increasingly inflated, he named me what he had to give himself in order to be able to show up like this, Ample Leeway. 

You see, he’s one of them so-called “metaphysical” ministers, which is a high-falutin’ way of sayin’ he’s one of them “positive thinker” types. I wouldn’t want to be in his shoes any more than he wants to be in mine, because people keep bringing their bad news to him so he can explain why, if God is so good, their bad news happened. Bad news doesn’t bother me, cause that’s what country music is mostly about.  Of course it doesn’t him that much any more since he’s come up with the perfect answer to questions about bad news: “Don’t ask me. I’m in sales, not management.”
DV8ING
I’m also the alter ego of a minister named Noel McInnis who wouldn’t be seen dead in this getup because he’s a metaphysical practioner

I first became susceptible to country music’s loss, lack, and abandonment syndrome when I was four years old. It happened one afternoon in 1941 when I was bein’ curious with the radio dial, makin’ small moves in order to hear every station like the little girl in the movie “Contact” and happened to tune into a country music station from another part of the country. I’d never heard it before, because it wasn’t part of the northern Illinois culture I was growing up in. I was immediately imprinted by the first country song I heard, and was cryin’ like a baby in a minute because the song was about this fella who’d lost his pretty little blue eyes. Of course, what with bein’ only four years old and all, I had no idea that the fella was talkin’ about his gal-friend. I thought he’d misplaced his eyes and gone blind – and that’s enough to make anyone cry.
My gramma came so see what I was so upset about, and she picked me up, sat in a rocking chair, held me in her lap with my head against her bosom sayin’ “there, there.” And what with her bein’ flat-chested an’ all, had I not been only four years old and blinded by tears I mighta asked “where, where.” In any event, I listened to that music every afternoon from then on, and when I started cryin’ my grandmother would pick me up and comfort me sayin, “I don’t know why in tarnation you wanna listen to that stuff.” She never asked or made me to stop listenin’, just comforted me when I did, and that was how I first learned what unconditional love is all about.
Before I became a recovering awfulholic
I’ve been (specializing, wallowing) for the past some sixty years in the ain’t-it-awfulism of country music, and I’ve mastered the subtleties of its metaphysical malpractice. Which is why I’m wearing this metaphysical malpractice suit.

This outfit is a three-time hand-me-down. It originally came out of Liberace’s closet . . . and became the possession of Buck Owens, who hee-hawed himself around in it for many years . . . until learned that Evil Kneivel needed a jump suit in . . . which the color of his blood would be less noticeable. So I didn’t get it until Evil Kneivel got tired of breaking it in. It ended up with me when the Evil one put it on auction at the annual Bloody Sweaty Teary outfitting jamboree.
Like I said, my name is Ample Leeway. I’m the alter ego of a reverend named “Noel Frederick McInnis” who wouldn’t be seen dead showing up like this. From my perspective he is my alter ego. And from each of our perspectives the other hangs out at an altar of another color. Anyway, as his alter ego became increasingly inflated, he named me what he had to give me to show up like this, Ample Leeway.    

The right reverend Noel is a minister of the spiritual philosophy known as “New Thought”, which is the metaphysics of positive mental practice in daily life. He’s also the son of a classical musician. So it’s pretty plain to see how it is that he has to distance himself from me, since I’m so-to-speak a minister of metaphysical malpractice in country music. Rather than being a right reverend of the metaphysics of peace, prosperity, and expanded consciousness, I’m a left reverend – meanin’ that I concern myself with metaphysics of loss, lack, and abandonment – in short, of metaphysics of being left . . .  usually by your sweetheart, but sometimes by your dog and your pick-up truck as well.
Here’s a classic example of what I mean about the metaphysics of being left. It’s a full compendium of the loss, lack, and abandonment for which country music is so famous. It’s called “Booger Red’s Blues,” and it’s about this Georgia dirt-farm cotton-picker who got his nickname, Booger Red, because red was the color of his neck and because . . . well, let’s just say that once the cotton was all picked he had a rather disgusting way of becoming metaphysically . . . introspective. 

 [Bugger Red’s Blues]

You see, the Rev. Noel and I represent the two kinds of people that exist in the world, those who believe in gravity and those who don’t. I represent the folks that don’t believe in gravity, and if you ask us the rather obvious question, “so what keeps you from falling off the planet?” we’ll tell you what it is that really keeps us here: life sucks! And nowhere is the understanding that life sucks better represented than in country music – as, for instance, in such heart melt-downing songs of loss, lack, and abandonment as one that was recorded by Waylon Jennings:
I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

That’s enough to set anyone t’ wailin’ . . . and so is this one:
If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You 

One of the saddest stories of abandonment in country music was sung by Red Sovine:
The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears 

And then there’s this close runner up in the metaphysics of abandonment:
The Only Time I’m Sober Is When You’re Gone
Not, of course, that there aren’t also some positive country songs. For example, there’s
I Love You So Much that it Almost Makes Me Puke

Perhaps the all-time greatest in-your-face song of abandonment is this one:
Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.
In case you haven’t noticed by now, country music melody lines are about as consistent as their metaphysical malpractice. 
The technical term for the metaphysics of loss, lack, and abandonment is “sucksology”, and the belief in loss, lack, and abandonment is “sucksosophy”. And as a left reverend of the metaphysics of loss, lack, and abandonment, this makes me a certified sucksologist. 
When I was writing up the notes for this shtick my computer’s word-correction feature suggested that instead of “sucksologist” I use term “sexologist” – but that misses the whole point about what suckologists are lacking . . . with, of course, one possible exception – and country music doesn’t go there, because that’s a whole other rap.

The other side of the coin

Play country music backwards

Change the way you look at things

[Hello Love]

How many of ya’ll here recognize this guitar riff? (I Walk the Line)

Now here’s the thing about the reverend who’s gives me the ample leeway to show up like this. The line I talk ain’t always befittin’ a minister of his persuasion:

I keep my pants up with a piece of twine, I keep my arms wide open all the time, I’m always ready for experience sublime, because you're mine, please pull the twine.
I think you’re gettin’ the bigger picture here about alter egos that serve at different alters. There’s not a real great ministerial future for a reverend who goes around singin’ stuff like that. 

It was about four decades ago that Jim Reeves recorded the most ain’t-it-gosh-awful song of abandonment ever written, called “The Blue Side of Lonesome”:

You called me to tell me you’re sorry, etc.

I was so inspired by that song that I was determined to write a song that’s equally ain’t-it-gosh-awful. It’s called, “My Heart Was a Beggar, but Your Heart Was a Thief.”
Etc.

There’s at least one song that constitutes a complete compendium of the abandonment for which country music is so famous. It’s called “Booger Red’s Blues,” and it’s about this Georgia dirt-farm cotton-picker who got his nickname, Booger Red, because red was the color of his neck and because . . . well, let’s just say that once the cotton was all picked he got a bit introspective. 
Etc.

How many of y’all got the stomach fer a cowboy’s perspective on reincarnation?

Etc.

I always sign off with an appropriate song of departure from the norm, about a feller whose inner committee failed to having a meetin’ of the mind:
Etc.

In closing I would just like to add that I’m available for parties, jamborees, fairs, conventions, shotgun weddings, and close gatherings of the absurd kind that some folks call “abductions”.

I thankee

[Standing ovation story?]
[Encore: Life Gets Tee-jus?]
· I’m here this (morning/afternoon/evening) to edify y’all on the fine seductive art of metaphysical malpractice in country music.

· For the past 65 years, I’ve been educating myself in the fine seductive art of metaphysical malpractice in country music.

I am not to be confused with Rev. Noel McInnis, who wouldn’t be seen dead in this here outfit. I am Rev. Noel’s alter ego – highly inflated, I might add. ‘Course you could say that Rev. Noel is my alter ego, but he’d insist that my altar is the famous altar of another color. I showed up one day when his psyche was havin’ a close encounter of the absurd kind, and when he realized I was here to stay he gave me a name. He named me after what it is he has to give me in order to show up this way: Ample Leeway.

My name is Ample Leeway and I specialize in the fine seductive art of metaphysical malpractice in country music, the metaphysics of loss, lack, and abandonment, which shows up in heartmelt songs like [singing] “I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here”

Or like in my signature song of departure [singing], “If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You.”

I wear it for protection – primarily yours, so you don’t take my country music too seriously. I wear it for our protection against all of the consciousness of loss, lack, and abandonment that hangs out in country music. You know, in songs like
I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You 
The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears 

The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone
I Love You So Much I Could Puke

In case you haven’t noticed, country music tunes are about as consistent as their metaphysics.

How many of ya’ll here recognize this guitar riff? (I Walk the Line)
Now here’s the thing about walkin’ the line. I ain’t really Rev. Noel Frederick McInnis, I’m his alter ego. ‘Course I could just as easily say that Rev. McInnis is my altar ego, but that’s an altar of another color.

Y’ see, Rev. McInnis is the son of a classical musician, and – well – let’s just say that his family expected him to walk a different line. Then he growed up to be a minister and everybody expected him to talk a different line. I mean, there’s not a great ministerial future for a guy who goes around singin’ stuff like this: 

I keep my pants up with a piece of twine, I keep my arms wide open all the time, I’m always ready for experience sublime, because you're mine, please pull the twine.
I think you’re gettin’ the bigger picture here.
It all began when Rev. Noel was four years old. By then his mother had divorced his father because of some ways in which his father wasn’t actually all that classical. For instance, if he’d been a country musician he could’a been the one who wrote the song, “It’s Cheatin’ Time Again.” 

Not that his mother didn’t have a clue, of course, given the way that Rev. Noel turned up in her womb, an arrival that I wrote a little blues song about.
I ain’t responsible

My own conception weren’t all that immaculate either. It began when Rev. Noel was four years old. He and his mother, they were livin’ with her parents, so that while she worked full-time as a secretary he could be a full-time consternation to his granmma – especially after my conception, which happened around four o’clock one afternoon in Rev. Noel’s fourth year when he was playin’ around on a radio dial and discovered a country music station.

Instant imprint! I mean, he was so transported by that music that in less than a country smile he was sittin’ on the floor in front of that radio with his mouth hangin’ wide open . . .bawlin’ his little eyes out. Which was appropriate, because the very first country song he was hearin’ was about a fella who had lost his pretty blue eyes. What with bein’ only four and all, of course, he had no idea that the fella was talkin’ about his gal-friend. And the thought that here was a guy feeling so bad because he was blind – well, it’d make a grown man cry.
So pretty soon his gramma came so see what I was so upset about, and she picked me up, sat in a rocking chair, held me in her lap with my head against her bosom sayin’ “there, there.” And what with her bein’ flat-chested an’ all, if I wasn’t blinded by tears I mighta asked “where, where.”
So after that Rev. Noel tuned into that same country music station every afternoon at four, and pretty soon I was crawled into his gramma’s lap and bawling my eyes out while she rocked me saying “there, there” . . . and also one other thing that I remember. Sooner or later during every one of these therapy sessions she’d say “I don’t see why in tarnation you listen to this stuff.” But she just accepted that come four o’clock every afternoon that’s the way it was with me. That was Rev. Noel’s first memory of experiencing unconditional love. 
Well, Rev. Noel went ahead and growed up a-knowin’ that country music wasn’t all that kosher for the kid of a classical musician, and so he created this alter ego who could fully appreciate the stuff. And his alter ego inflated over the years to the point it was finally so big that he had to give it a name. 
So he named me after what he had to give me in order to be able to show up .like this, which is how I’ve become known as Ample Leeway.

Now what we’re gonna do next, so that I don’t just stand up here lookin’ pretty while the rest of y’all gawk at me, is that we’re gonna do some warm-alongs – ya know, loosen up our voices a bit.

Y’all’ve heard this all-time classic country tune before:

Hum “Lone Prairie”, etc.

Now this next warm-along ain’t exactly country, so we’ll just do somethin’ like what they did on another musical radio show when Rev. McInnis was a kid that was named “The Hit Parade” and sponsored by Lucky Strike Cigarettes, and we’ll call this next number a lucky strike-out extra.  
There once was a sow . . .

Now y’all know where to come in on the followin’ verses in order to loosen up your nasal passages and larnyx’s – or your larynx’s as city folks calls ‘em.

One day one of those three little pigs . . .

O.K. Now here’s the song you’re gonnna sing along with me. I wrote it in 1960 while I was in the Army in an endeavor to cash in on country music like that other guy we know about. My objective was to write the saddest country song I could come up with, and I succeeded beyond my wildest dreams. It’s the saddest attempt to write a country song y’ll ever hear.
We’re gonna put the words up the screen fer ya’ll to sing along, and ya needn’t bother ‘bout the fact that y’all don’t know the tune because its like so many other country songs, which once y’v heard the first few notes ya know from then on right where the melody line is gonna go next.

My heart was a beggar

I thankee.

[Standing ovation story?]
Changing Sponsors

Metaphysics is too serious to be taken seriously.

Target thoughts (aimed at) and sponsor thoughts (aimed from).  Zen and archery.

Chapter 11

Fifth race

Country music – sponsor thought is loss.

The Back Door to Enlightenment:

Coughing Up Your Mental and Emotional Hairballs

Celebration Church Gig

Greeting:

HowDEE!! 

How many of you have heard on the radio, watched on TV or attended the Grand Old Opry? If you have then you know that HowDEE!! is a small pearl of country folk wisdom – a Minnie Pearl to be precise.

Rev. Noel couldn’t make it this evening, but instead of sending his condolences up front he sent the shadow part of his ego – that would be me – to make sure that when I’m done here this evening my delivery of his condolences will be even more heartfelt. 

Warm-along:
My schtick takes a bit of warmin’ up to, so I’m gonna start us all out with a familiar warm-along, a little tune y’already know that will help you loosen up your hummer chords and horse around with your tongue and palate. “Palate” as you know is a fancy term for the ceiling of your mouth, which in medical lingo is called your uraniscus, which sounds an awful lot like something you do that requires cleaning up.   

The tune goes like this. 

E -Hum and click
Self-Introduction:
My speciality is just the opposite of Rev. Noel’s schtick. His speciality is metaphysical practice, which provides the definitive answer to the question, “Why does God allow bad things to happen to good people?” And New Thought leaves Rev. Noel with a foolproof metaphysical exit strategy, because after he’s given the definitive answer and the people who don’t get it say, “Thank you for sharin’ that, and now why does God allow bad things to happen to good people?” Rev. Noel can shrug his shoulders and say, You’re asking the wrong person. I’m in sales, not management.”

Since I’m Rev. Noel’s shadow side, my speciality is metaphysical malpractice, which is why I’m wearin’ this utterly splendid metaphysical malpractice suit. And it’s also why I consult my notes from time to time, so you won’t think the only material I’ve got is in this suit.

In any event, don’t let my gigwear fool ya - I’ve got the slim and trim, lean and mean body of a 24 year old man . . . right outside in the tool box of my pick-up truck.

Now I know that some of you older folks recognize this suit because of its long and awesome lineage of prior owners. And if you’ve also noticed that its splendor is a tad worn, stained and faded in comparedness to its once pristine state, that’s due to its most recent prior owner who is just recently deceased, bless his leaping soul. This suit’s first public appearance was right after it came out of Liberace’s closet, and was eventually bought at an auction of Liberace’s hand-me-overs to Buck Owens, who after several years of hee-hawing around with on sub-public television passed it on to Evil Kneivel, from whom it was jump-started to me.

Program:
I took up the fine art of metaphysical malpractice the day when Rev. Noel, then a tender four years old, discovered a country music radio station. Just as any dutiful shadow would do, I faithfully assimilated the metaphysical malpractices of loss, lack and abandonment of which country music makes such an elegant fine art.
As y’all know, country music is chock full of mental and emotional hairballs of loss, lack and abandonment, some of which, for your dubious edification, I’m gonna cough up because thery managed to make it all the way to the country music hall of “ain’t it a shame.”

Take, for instance, the finely artful metaphysical malpractice of loss. Most country music laments the loss of a lover, more or less in the manner of this here forthright expression of metaphysical malaise:
E - I Feel So Miserable without You, It’s Almost Like Havin’ You Here

Then there’s this country musical prayer request for a lost lover, that qualifies as what the 12-step program calls a recovery song: 

A - The Only Time I’m Sober’s When You’re Gone

Among the saddest of all country songs about lost love is one that was recorded back in the 1950’s by Red Sovine: 

E - The Salt in My Eggs this Mornin’ Was Tears.

Movin’ right along from loss to abandonment for lack of time to cover the intervening ground, I’d like to move y’all another backward step in consciousness by honoring the abandonment theme in country music, which features classics like this one by Waylon Jennings:
E - If You See Me Gettin’ Smaller, It’s Because I’m Leavin’ You

That’s the opposite experience of the feller who was wondering why the baseball he was lookin’ at kept getting bigger and bigger . . . until it finally hit him.

Probably the most heartless down-and-out abandonment song of all time is this one:
E - Here’s a Quarter, Call Someone Who Cares.

Now as y’all know, the fine art of metaphysical practice is to deny that appearances have any power over us, a denial that is practiced by what Ernest Holmes called “turning from the condition.” The essence of metaphysical malpractice is just the opposite, which is to wallow in the condition. Let me give you a prime example:

E -Keep It Simple

Dear Linda,

Please excuse my tardiness in following up on our conversation at the UCSL branding meeting, concerning my availability for talent shows.

I do a stand-up character named "Ample Leeway", a guitar-picking pseudo-cowboy who dresses in a multi-colored jump suit (a triple-hand-me-down from Liberace to Buck Owens to Evel Knievel to himself), and who expounds on the subject of metaphysical malpractice in country music under the title: "Coughing Up Your Metaphysical Hairballs: Metaphyzzling Your Feelings of Loss, Lack and Abandonment".

I call it a back-door to metaphysical sophistication.
You said your church was having a talent show in September, and Ample Leeway would be delighted to expound therein.

THE BILLBOARD SONG (Homer and Jethro)

When I was walking down the street, a billboard caught my eye.
The advertisements written there would make you laugh and cry.
The sign was torn and tattered from the storm the night before,
And as I gazed upon it, well, this is what I sawr:

Smoke Coca-Cola cigarettes. Drink Wrigley’s Spearmint beer.
Ken-L-Ration dog food makes your wife’s complexion clear.
Chew chocolate-covered mothballs—they’re sure to satisfy.
Brush your teeth with Lifebuoy soap and watch the suds go by.

When I recovered from the shock, I went along my way.
I’d gone no further than a block, when there to my dismay,
Another billboard caught my eye, just like the one before,
And as I gazed upon it, well, this is what I sawr:

Take your next vacation in a brand-new Frigidaire.
Learn to play piano in your winter underwear.
Simonize your baby with a Hershey’s candy bar,
And see the difference that Drano makes in all the movie stars!

Doctors say that babies shouldn’t smoke ‘til they are three.
People over 35, take baths in Lipton Tea.
Oh, you can make America a better place today—
Just buy a copy of this song and throw it far away!

It was
