READING for SESSION FOUR
The question is not why you are so infrequently the person you want to be.

The question is why do you so infrequently want to be the person you really are?

–Oriah Mountain Dreamer,The Dance
Ram Dass, How Can I Help? Chapters 1, 2 and 6, and especially the story on pp. 167-171.

In New Connexion:
“The Sacred Enneagram” by Eli Jaxon-Bear, p. 10

“Peak States of Consciousness . . .” by Grant McFetridge, pp. 7-8

“The Awakened Vocation Network” by Noel McInnis, p 8  [NOTE: the network is no longer active]  
FREEDOM AND FENCES

by James Dillett Freeman

FREEDOM! The word rings like a bell, doesn't it? It lifts the heart and stirs the passions. But just what is freedom? How free is free? How free can I be? How free can anyone be?

I have a dog, a saluki, a large, beau​tiful, extremely active dog. I live in a house with a large yard, almost a couple of acres. My dog has free access to the yard at all times through her own swinging door, and in house and yard she lives a very free life, for the most part doing only what she wants to do, as my wife and I make few demands on her, probably fewer than she makes on us. She flies from one end of the yard to the other, chasing any​thing that happens to be going by on the street, or any squirrel, cat, rabbit, or bird that ventures into the yard and she takes it into her head to chase.

My yard is fenced, but much of it is not a high fence, mainly ornamental. The fence is more a mental limit than a physical obstacle. Any time she wished she could be over it like the wind and off across the city. Not the fence, but only her own acceptance of the fence keeps her in the yard.

My dog and her fence have made me think about what freedom really is in very different terms than I had ever thought about it before. I have come to realize that the fence does not keep her in bondage, it keeps her free!

For suppose she did jump the fence and go wandering off? Would she be free? Freer than she now is? Out in the streets is a world of laws against un​leashed dogs, angry neighbors, un​friendly dogs, dogcatchers, and speeding cars. How free would she be skittering frightened and bewildered through the unfamiliar maze of the city's streets? Have you ever seen a lost dog?

In the world that lies beyond the fence, there is no way she could remaln free for long; at best, she would be taken into the house of some kind person; at worst, she would be locked up in the dog pound or even run over. The fence does not limit her freedom as much as it guarantees it. It does not keep her free​dom from her. On the contrary, it marks how far she can go and not lose her freedom-relative freedom, it is true, but which of us has any other kind?

What limits my dog's freedom is not that fence, but the fact that she is a saluki who has to live in Lee's Summit, Missouri, U.S.A. on the continent of North America and the planet Earth, in 1979. Similar limitations determine the freedom of us all.

Freedom is and always must be a rela​tive matter. If I am wise, I do not insist on flying just because I would like to have wings. I walk when I have to. I may be free to step out of a window, but the moment I do, I lose my freedom. I am made captive and plummeted to earth by forces over which I have no control. I have asserted my freedom beyond my power to maintain it. I have gone beyond my fence.

I built my dog's fence. In the case of human beings, they themselves may have to build their fences. Not all, of course. Many of our fences have been built by wise and loving people who lived before us, examined the world as I have for my dog and realized where fences were needed if they were to preserve, and not lose, their liberty. If we are wise, we accept the fences raised for us by laws, by tradition, by religious belief, by the moral code, by good manners and con​sideration.

For if we go too far beyond the fences of reasonable restraint, we may find we have not extended our freedom, we have lost what freedom we had. To go too far is to come up short.

TWO I-OPENERS

Hopes and Expectations
Please do not believe me

if ever I should say that you've upset me.

Sometimes I forget the true source of my feelings.

You cannot make me sad,


impatient,


angry,

or otherwise dis-eased.

Only a hope or expectation of you on my part,

which you have not fulfilled,

can move me thus.

I am too human

to be without hopes and expectations,

and I am also much too human

to live always in the knowing

that my hopes and expectations

have no claim upon your being.

So if I say that you've upset me,

please forgive me for attempting 

to disinherit my own self's creation of my pain.

And please do not ignore my deeper message:


I care enough about you


to include you in my hopes and expectations.

-Noel McInnis

                    No Comparison
I'd like to stop comparing myself with other people.

Comparing has become a heavy burden on my soul.

I can always think of ways that I am 'better' than another,

but others are always 'better' than I in some ways, too,

and the 'better' seen in others seems more certain.

Comparing always leaves me feeling a deficit.

I can always find at least one person 'better' than I am

in any given quality,

and this is never fully compensated

by my estimate of others who are 'not as good' as I.

I feel each quality begin to die in me

whenever I compare it with that quality in others.

There are so many more of others than of me,

that comparing myself to them is a game I only lose.

I would no longer overlook that other people are for loving,

however they may be,

not for comparing.

-Noel McInnis
