The Power of Perceptual Makeover  
I welcome you to the world premiere of the emerging cosmology of wellbeing. You will notice that I’m following a prepared script today, because my perspectives on this cosmology have been so carefully prepared over the past seven decades that I wish to honor them accordingly. Furthermore, while I do have a photographic memory, it has forgotten the most important thing – where it stores its film. And even furthermore than that, as I come into the full capacities of my seniority, I’m experiencing a memory gain. I sometimes remember things being more, less, or other than the way I remembered them last.
We who are gathered for this occasion, along with those who will be viewing it on a forthcoming website, are laying the ground floor for an emerging global dialog on the cosmology of wellbeing. A critical mass of self-aware persons is required to empower a planetary awareness of this emerging cosmological synthesis, whose practical wisdom is common to every spiritual, transformational, enlightenment, and healing path, be it New Thought, Access Consciousness, A Course in Miracles, Silva Mind Control, The Sedona Method, Neurolinguistic Programming, Emotional Effectiveness Training – you name it! 
On behalf of establishing this essential worldwide critical mass of cosmologically conscious persons, I invite all of you to participate in the ongoing and eventual global dialog that our gathering here today is initiating, on behalf of establishing a community of shared intention, whose commitment is to optimize the wellbeing of lifekind overall. For as it will become apparent in this ongoing series of presentations, cosmological wellbeing’s legacy is for lifekind overall, not merely for humankind. 
At last count, the cosmology of wellbeing is a 13.7 billion-year-old story, and you’ll all be relieved to know that I’ve shortened it down a bit, while basing it on my own story of how cosmological wellbeing has brought itself directly to my attention and intention, beginning at age five, via a series of cosmological conscious downloads of deep intuitions that only recently have been confirmed by bio-astrophysical scienctists. 
For assurance that I'm not merely making up the cosmology of wellbeing, you can consult two book-length bio-astrophysical summaries of our currently emerging scientific understanding of the universe’s make-up artistry. The universe is a cosmic cosmetician in that regard, from the Big Bang right up ‘til now, as revealed in  The Stardust Revolution: The New Story of Our Origin in the Stars (see http://www.amazon.com/Stardust-Revolution-Story-Origin-Stars/dp/1616145498/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1376432738&sr=1-1&keywords=the+stardust+revolution), and The Universe Within: Discovering the Common History of Rocks, Planets, and People (see http://www.amazon.com/Universe-Within-Discovering-History-Planets/dp/0307378438/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1376605924&sr=1-1&keywords=the+universe+within+neil+shubin). Each of these books documents how intergalactic stardust has gone about making itself up as us. We and everything else were within the originating Big Bang that set off this whole shebang, though not nearly as directly as is an oak tree within an acorn.
An annotated bibliography of these and several other books that have aided my understanding of cosmological wellbeing are available to everyone who requests it, as well as a copy of the script that I am following.

So the cosmology of wellbeing isn’t something that I’ve made up. I’ve made up only the phrase “cosmology of wellbeing,” along with some of the other language that I use to signify its organizational and operational ordering principles. Otherwise, it is cosmological wellbeing that has made me up, just as it likewise has made up every one of us, along with everything else. The cosmology of well being has made all of us lifelong students at M.S.U. – making stuff up.
Because the cosmology of wellbeing is a set of self-ordering organizational and operational principles, it is important that we understand the omni-universal commanding nature of these principles. Scientifically speaking, the word “principle” signifies a cosmic tendency that may sometimes incorporate other correlative tendencies, likewise known as principles. So-called scientific “laws” differ from these principles, signifying far more specific natural processes that are in alignment with the greater principle(s) they represent. And it most of all is essential to recognize that there ultimately is only one all-encompassing cosmic principle, the principle of reciprocity, of which all other cosmological principles and laws are reciprocal variations. Cosmologically speaking, therefore, everything in the universe is in reciprocal alignment with all else therein.
You will notice that I use the word “signify” where others more commonly use various forms of the verb “to mean.” I do this for the simple reason that words in and of themselves don’t mean, it instead is people who bestow their own meanings upon words they use, and not everyone means the same thing even when they are using the same words. Since words are mere signs that point to what we consider to be meaningful, and are not the things that have meaningfulness themselves, we are always susceptible to the Zen admonition not to mistake a finger pointing at the moon for the actual moon itself. So while I’m not expecting everyone to accept all that I signify in terms of its meaningfulness to me, I do endeavor to clearly present such meaningfulness as I myself perceive it, so that others can clearly distinguish my designations of meaning from any contrary designations that are peculiar to themselves.

We are individual and collective embodiments of the numerous self-ordering universal principles that command the cosmic trinity of awareness, emergence and allowance. In our embodiments of this trinity we  are  the cosmology of wellbeing incarnate, having a human experience. Cosmological wellbeing R us, existing not only within us, but as us in living color, whatever may be the coloring that our respective space suits and their adornments are currently radiating. 
Beginning with a brief epigraphic overview of our cosmological context, I will share how, over the past 72 years of my 77-year lifetime thus far, the cosmology of wellbeing has progressively awakened me to its self-ordering universal principles of cosmic awareness, emergence and allowance. Awareness and emergence are the cosmic victory symbol, so long as we contribute our allowance. Being aware of our own embodiment of cosmological wellbeing is a matter of becoming mindfully conscious of our evolutionary role, concerning which I am citing three visionary quotations that telegraphically illuminate what will follow.
The first of these epigraphic telegrams is from cosmic visionary Ken Carey:
The field of collective human consciousness is now entering the final stages of the awakening process, 

congealing into awareness of itself as the organ of consciousness (similar in function to a brain) 

of a single planetary being, a being with internal organs of oceans, forests, ecosystems and atmosphere. 

Humankind is its system both for processing information and for directing its future development.

Visionary biologist Julian Huxley said this earlier in fewer words,

We are evolution’s way of becoming aware and directive of itself.
Visionary physiologist George Wald similarly observed, 
Matter has reached the point of beginning to know itself….[Man is] a star's way of knowing about stars.
My second epigraphic telegram is from planetary visionary Joel Perry Barlow: 
The point of all evolution up to this stage is the creation of a collective organism of Mind. . . .
With cyberspace, we are, in effect, hard-wiring the collective consciousness.
Another way of stating this is that the Internet and other digital technology is the emerging global brain of our technologically extended central nervous system.

My third epigraphic telegram is from evolutionary visionary Barry McWaters:  
We now enter a period wherein the goal of individual salvation is no longer appropriate.  Our guidance calls for 
a collective transformation… The present recognition of our emergent collective consciousness 
represents a quantum transformation in human evolution…. While much of human consciousness is still caught in a

separative, alienated condition, significant numbers of individuals and groups are consciously working toward critical mass. When just the right quantity and quality of catalytic influence is reached, the entire process will be affected.

These deep understandings of cosmological wellbeing reflect a newly emerging way of mindfully viewing and appreciating the grand order and design of the universe overall and of our planet in particular, and – most importantly of all – of our own individual and collective relationships to these. We are gradually acquiring a deep appreciation of the cosmological support system that sustains our individual, collective, planetary and cosmic wellbeing, and which illumines our participatory role within a context of universal cosmological kinship. 
It is only in, through and as our own mindful consciousness of cosmological wellbeing that the universe is capable of comprehending its own emergence, and of individually and collectively expressing itself as our own mindfully self-aware unique capabilities. Only as we come to truly comprehend our respective uniqueness’s within our common cosmological context can we truly know and understand our own nature. It is by comprehending our own conscious evolutionary role within our cosmological kinship’s grand order and design, that we also may appreciate the cosmological wellbeing that grounds all other relationships throughout the universe as well.
As already mentioned, my own appreciation of the emerging cosmology of wellbeing has been infused by numerous direct intuitions thereof over the past 72 years, a series of extraordinary downloads of cosmological consciousness that have awakened me to the self-ordering universal principles of cosmic awareness, emergence and allowance, three of which I am now sharing with you.
The first of these perceptual makeovers occurred when, as a five-year-old, I was facing the hard consequence of my single mother’s choice to marry a farmer. Until that fateful occasion, I was raised in the small northern Illinois town of Mount Morris under the loving daytime care of doting grandparents, while my mother worked as a full-time secretary in a local magazine agency. In and near my grandparents’ home I enjoyed many hours of daily play with the neighborhood children.
When my mother and her new husband (now suddenly also my stepfather) returned from their honeymoon, I was immediately transplanted to the town’s rural countryside. I quite naturally continued to feel a far greater affinity for my grandparents and their cozy home in town, than I felt for my abruptly-formed new family life in a sparse rural household that lacked electricity (thus requiring kerosene lamps), central heating (thus requiring wood-burning stoves) and plumbing (thus requiring a hand-operated water pump and a chamber pot – which became my twice-daily chore to empty and clean, and an outhouse into which I dumped its contents.) 

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

My only other feeling in this utterly unwelcome situation was that of curiosity, as I wondered what a farm is all about. I opted for my wonderment, though still languishing in my grievance over a way of life that had so swiftly ended, and set out to explore the farm’s acreage to see if there was anything worthwhile that this strange new world might have to offer me, something that I might “grok” (to use one of Valentine Michael Smith’s favorite Martian terms).
I soon came upon a creek located down road of the farmhouse, which was my first experience of flowing water in anything other than a faucet, a curbside gutter, or a river. I walked along the creek until I came to a place where its water was quite still, and where several waterbugs were flitting about on its surface. I was immediately fascinated by the outwardly expanding and laterally interweaving circular waveforms that the waterbugs’ flitting movements set in motion on the mirror-like surface of the creek’s otherwise almost still water. I became utterly mesmerized by the way these expanding circles overlapped and blended, instead of obstructing one another’s passage.

While marveling at the water’s welcoming accommodation of any number of these multiple waveforms, I lost all sense of personal history and passing time, until at one point I quite suddenly felt strangely warmed from deep within, being moved as never before. I experienced an overall omni-mutual cosmic acceptance of all that is, myself included, an all-encompassing version of the creek’s inter-circular accommodation of the waterbugs’ endless flitting, which enlightened me far beyond what any words – not even  all words – are adequate to signify
To put it in words that today are available, I utterly sensed the immediate presence of a universally self-ordering cosmic field that is the all-embracing essence of all that is – a unifying field in which there is no such place as “away.” I experienced what I today understand as the “infinite and eternal in-between-ment of all that is,” and in that in-between-ment there is no “somewhere else” to which anything can be thrown, lost, or abandoned. This intuition of my absolute belonging to the entire cosmos went way beyond merely feeling I was at home in the universe. It rather was an unshakable knowing, from the deepest of the deepest of the deepest depths of being, that I, in and as my own being, am forever myself the universal homestead of all being. Far more than feeling embraced within an all-inclusive cosmic cuddle, I felt that my own self is the universal embrace of all that is. My every cell was infused with the unqualified certainty that I utterly belong within an infinite and eternal cosmic homestead as the all-encompassing cosmic homestead itself.

Only in retrospect, and many years later, did I recognize what I was thus experiencing was a direct intuition of the self-ordering principles that command and govern all activity throughout the universe, and which I now am able to understand in terms of an only-now emerging 21st-century cosmological synthesis.
I indeed had found something worthy of “grokking” as I walked back from the creek to the farmhouse, with a deeply intuited conviction that I am a harmless being, that I am safely embedded within the beneficial presence of a harmless universal essence, and that I can neither experience doing any harm, nor being harmed by anything or any other, so long as I do not consent to such experiencing. Thanks to the antics of the waterbugs, I had effectively made what I would many years later refer to as “one ‘L’ of a journey from being alone [with one “L”) to being all one [with two “L’s”).” I had experienced a demonstration of what I would one day discover in the words of Oliver Wendell Holmes: 
A mind that is once stretched by a new idea, never regains its original dimensions.

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

My sense of abandonment had itself been utterly and permanently abandoned.  And in the meantime I kept my creekside experience entirely to myself for nearly four decades, until I had a conceptual framework within which to make begin expressing it in words.  
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Thirty-two years later, another cosmological download and accompanying perceptual makeover occurred, also in the company of a creek, as I was facing the looming prospect of my next occasion of major uprooting and all-alone-ment. Once again I was feeling entirely on my own, as I faced the prospect of imminent homelessness. I had just separated from my family, only to learn that in addition to an impending divorce, the termination of my career was likewise immediately at hand. I had no idea where I would next be going, with whom I might be going, or what I would be doing for my livelihood. 
Because creekside walks have always been antidotal to any feeling of disconnection, I strolled along a rural stream to ease me from the distraction of my "Dear God, now what?" angst.

In eventual fulfillment of this intention, my attention was drawn to a place mid-creek where water was gliding over a rock and making a gentle gurgling sound. I entered the creek to sit on a flat and somewhat higher rock next to the gurgle, whose steady outer babbling quickly laid to rest the inner babblings of my interlocking multiple uncertainties. 

Upon utterly surrendering to the view and sound of the gurgling water, I “heard” it "sing" to me. Its heavenly chorus felt like a long-forgotten yet familiar and treasured memory, a melody whose lyricism erased my sense of despairing separation and all-alone-meant. In lingering contemplation of the song's three verses I once again ceased feeling one “L” of a way from being all one.

Several days later a marvelous portrayal of the entire occasion came to me as I was abruptly awakened by a pre-dawn flow of words, which I felt compelled to write down and entitle “The Gurgle”:

THE GURGLE

I touched the endless thread of time one day

while sitting in the middle of a stream.

I had been enjoying the autumn countryside,

marveling at how gracefully the day

was ebbing into twilight,

and the summer into winter's time,

knowing that I, too, faced a coming darkness,

a cold time in the journey of my soul.

A leisurely walk along the stream had loosed my mind

of churning over memories of doings and events

whose working out now tumbled me

toward the dreaded valley of the shadow.

My attention had been drawn

from past mistakes and future dread

to an island just my size,

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

The presence of that stationary island made me wonder

where the flowing waters tended:

whence were they falling,

and where would they next arise to fall again?

The water made a gurgling sound

as invisible as a candle's flame is silent,

and I recalled a clear, dark night in early childhood

when I first realized that the burning of a star

is like the Earth beneath my feet,

becoming grass becoming cows becoming milk

becoming me becoming . . .

I made my way into the stream,

sat on the island just my size,

and fixed my eyes upon the place

where water was being tumbled over a rock

that rested next to mine.

I watched the gurgle for some time,

only to find it timeless—

it was just there,

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

Gurgles are timeless

as long as water is on time,

ceaselessly flowing back to where it comes from.

I stuck my finger in the gurgle,

and modified its timeless tune somewhat,

but for no longer than the duration of one finger.

Like the water, I was passing through.

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

so I replaced my finger with a large stone.

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

more enduring than my finger

but less presumptuous than a pyramid.

As I contemplated leaving, never to return,

I wondered if the gurgle would ever be visited

by the same water twice.

And then I heard an audible silence

that was gurgling deep within:

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

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

My journey's never finished as onward I ascend,

from end of my beginning to beginning of my end.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

As it was so wonderfully said by poet William Carlos Williams:

It is difficult to get the news from poems yet men die miserably every day for lack of what is found there.

In honor of the news brought by this cosmic poem, let’s observe a time of silence for listening to our respective heaven-sent beats. I suggest you take the next few moments to feel your own pulse. . . .
Were all of us to say aloud the word “tick” with each beating of our pulse, we eventually would all be ticking in unison.  Such is the unifying tendency of the cosmology of wellbeing.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

A couple of years after my “gurgle” experience I was feeling a requirement for psychotherapy, yet I had no funds to compensate a therapist. I recalled then-famous psychologist Carl Rogers’ statement that the most effective therapists are those who successfully draw forth the inner wisdom of their clients. Since my “gurgle“ experience had indicated that I most likely embodied the consciousness that effective therapy draws upon, I decided to check it out by sitting quietly with a blank sheet of paper and pen in hand, while awaiting the emergence from within myself of insight on any current trouble-meant. 

Four full years of such therapy sessions also validated the statement of another psychologist:
Good psychotherapists are somewhat like astronomers who spend their lives studying the stars, trying to determine why certain stellar systems behave as they do and why black holes exist. And at the end they are even more in awe at the grandeur of it all.

My four-year engagement in blank-paper psychotherapy fully verified this claim, during one session of which I inquired about the ultimate source of my inner wisdom, and wrote down the words that quickly came to mind:

Somewhere this side of the rainbow

you can meet the Wizard of Is,

whose special magic

leaves your living undistracted

by the should be's,

could be's

and if only's

that cloud over your perceptions.

So-called “good old days,"

childish ways,

and other once-were's,

however real or imagined,

are as absent from the Wizard's view

as are apprehensions about tomorrow.

Oblivious to such as these,
the Wizard of Is resides

in the near and how of present instants only,

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

If you desire to know

the secret of overflowing with the moment,

you must consult the Wizard of Is.

Fortunately, this Wizard inhabits your own domain,

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

The third creekside perceptual makeover occurred in Aspen, CO. I again was feeling thoroughly adrift in the deep ambiguity of the dragged-out mid-life transition that I had brought to the gurgle experience. I was living the life of a somewhat aimless, semi-vagrant, semi-employed divorcee, still hanging out between wifetimes and careers in a succession of marginal live-in situations, with no sense of how and where I would ultimately resume a “normal” lifestyle. I again was languishing in a vocational limbo, not knowing what I would next be doing, and neither knowing when, where, what, how and with whom I might be doing it 
For some months of my year in Aspen, I was housed in a church basement as its night watchman (as well as a board member), sleeping on an air mattress on the floor of a Sunday School room, barely eking out financial subsistence as a street-corner and coffee-house singer/guitarist, and by playing the piano in restaurants and ski lodges, all the while billing myself as “The Wondering Truebadoor.” I also cooked (for hire) a weekly Christian men’s Tuesday morning fellowship breakfast, as well as twice-weekly lunches for Aspen’s senior citizen meals-on-wheels program, and for a few months I was the head chef in a small downtown Aspen Chinese diner called “The Longhorn Dragon Restaurant,” whose unusual distinction was further embellished by its pigtailed owner’s Mexican heritage via the Philippines Island. The few actual oriental persons who entered the restaurant took one look at us and turned away.
I once again was feeling one “L” of a way from being all one, and accordingly sought solace beside a creek that alternately tumbles and meanders down-slope into the Roaring Fork River just downstream of Aspen. While making a leisurely ascent along the creek, I was struck by the stark contrast between its occasionally placid stretches and its swiftly tumbling white-watery passages. These alternate rhythms seemed to emulate the stream of my own consciousness, as well as the uneven pacing of my life’s sometimes timorous and at other times tumultuous course. Feeling urged to fathom what these correspondences might indicate, I sat down with pen and paper in hand and solicited the creek’s advice, asking in my mind, "If you were literate, what message would you have for me?"

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

FLOW

Be,

as water is,

without friction.

Flow around the edges

of those within your path.

Surround within your ever-moving depths

those who come to rest there—

enfold them, while never for a moment holding on.

Accept whatever distance

others are moved within your flow.

Be with them gently

as far as they allow your strength to take them,

and fill with your own being

the remaining space when they are left behind.

When dropping down life's rapids,

froth and bubble into fragments if you must,

knowing that the one of you now many

will just as many times be one again.

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

quietly await your next beginning.

The inflow of this message made over my entire outlook on life, so immediately, profoundly and permanently, that ever since that occasion, whenever I have been in anguish and no matter where I might be, I am able to regain my equilibrium by merely recalling my deep embodiment of creek-born advisements to keep on gurgling within whatever is emerging from my life’s flow. Thanks to these direct intuitive downloads of cosmological wellbeing, I continue to heed their counsel whenever called for, and to await with equanimity whatever may be next, while proceeding in the spirit of a mantra that always comes to mind whenever I feel myself impeded by uncertainty: “Bless the appearances, full speed ahead.”

And hence also my consistent advice, likewise in six words, to folks who consult me on how to handle any difficulty they may be facing: “Flow wherever your heart says ‘GROW’!!.”

Flowing – being as water is, without friction – is both the way that cosmological wellbeing works and the best way to work it, which makes it a self-operational principle of cosmological wellbeing.

At this point we will take a discussion break, to entertain questions or commentary that my presentation thus far has evoked.

 [Break for Discussion]

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

Out-of-Kansas experience 

Bernoulli principle
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

