Thanksgiving: What It Is

You are likely to experience this morning’s talk as a bit different from what you may be expecting.  In the process of thinking about the quality of consciousness that I call “thanksgiving,” I got in touch with the far greater quality of consciousness that makes it possible for me to assign words to my experience in the first place.

I’m sure that you are all aware by now that I love to play with words.  The essence of my wordplay is to allow words to have their way with me, rather than impose my way upon them.  I am just as interested in whether things fit my words as I am in whether my words fit things.  And I am also just as interested in how my understanding fits my words as I am in how my words fit my understanding.  (Most people, alas, are not even aware of this distinction.)

I developed this interest in spite of my schooling, which concerned itself almost exclusively with the practice of imposing words on things.  According to the linguistic orthodoxy that I was taught in school, each word has a specific meaning that is to be accepted without question.  I was therefore taught to think with words, and not to think about them.  To think about a word implies some questioning of its meaning, and according to linguistic orthodoxy all such questions of meaning have already been answered for all time.  If you don’t believe it, just look in the dictionary.

I have a fundamental problem with such orthodoxy, because it essentially takes the position that if I have an experience for which there are no words in current use, then the experience is meaningless.  In other words, if I can’t describe an experience in words that fit other peoples’ understanding, it didn’t really happen.

I have never been happified by linguistic orthodoxy. [There is no way I could be happified, because the verb “happify,” though once in general use, dropped out of usage – and thus the dictionary – in the mid-19th century.  Seldom have I been more happified by the discovery of a new word than I was by the discovery of the word “happify” itself.  It allowed me to understand a quality of my experience for which I formerly had no word.  I suspect that being happified was once a common quality of experience, with which most folks lost touch in the mid-19th century.

I experience a heap of difference between feeling happy and what I am now able to designate as being happified.  My experience of happiness is not nearly as satisfying and enduring as my experience of happifiedness.  Happiness is a situational and momentary feeling state.  Happifiedness is a generic state of being, an enduring attitude that is transcendent of situational moments and feelings.  Accordingly, even when I experience being unhappy about some things, I may continue to experience my far deeper, ongoing happifiedness with everything else.  It was only upon my discovery of the word “happify” that I had a word that adequately defines – for me – the word “joy”.  The word “happify” has literally been a godsend, because I even get happified when I think about it.

I have not been happified by linguistic orthodoxy because it is contrary to experiences I have had for which there may never be adequately pointing fingers in any dictionary.  These experiences were actually more real for me than any of the experiences for which I do have words.  Before I was schooled, I had mystical experiences concerning the power of words whose influence no amount of schooling would entirely eclipse.

In a Zen Buddhist metaphor, words are likened to a finger pointing at the moon.  If I saw someone pointing at the moon, it would never occur to me to mistake their pointing finger for the moon.  In the case of words, however, we all tend to make this mistake.  Imagine, for instance, that someone told you “look at the moon” and you thought his pointing finger was the moon.  So you didn’t look at the moon itself, only his pointing finger.  And instead of calling your own pointing finger your “index finger” you called it your “moon.”  Then one night you look up at the moon itself for the first time.  Imagine the sense of realization that you would feel upon seeing the moon itself rather than the finger that pointed to it.

It doesn’t seem possible that someone could really mistake a pointing finger for the moon, yet there is at least one area of our lives where most of us consistently do just that.  I’m referring to our words that point to God.  Our word “God” is not the equivalent of God him/her/itself, and no amount of words can add up to such an equivalent.  Yet throughout history wars have been fought in the name of God because people tend to think that their name for God IS God.  We fight wars over which finger is pointing correctly, while never actually experiencing what our fingers are supposedly pointing to.  We do this, even though fighting over anything is the last thing that would occur to someone who has actually had a direct intuition of God – unless their ego desires to impose the same experience on others.  One of history’s more dramatic combats over fingers pointing to God is soon to be portrayed in a forthcoming movie about Joan of Arc.

I learned the practice of thinking about words entirely on my own.  I was inoculated against linguistic orthodoxy by several mystical experiences as a child in which I directly comprehended a reality beyond all that words can point to.  From time to time, while thinking about a new word I had learned, rather than thinking with it, I would be transported to this reality that lies beyond all words, and experience the reality having its way with me.  Ever since that time, I have derived far less satisfaction from imposing arbitrary meanings on my experience and far more satisfaction from allowing words to lend their own meaning to my experience.  

Words don’t mean, people do, and the same words mean different things when different people use them.  Take the word “Thanksgiving” for instance (and I’m sure you have been wondering when we would.)  The word itself means “thankful giving.”  The word “thankful” is an adjective, which qualifies the noun, “giving”.  The meaning of nouns depends upon the adjectives they hang out with.  Consider, for instance, the noun, “giving”.  By itself, “giving” can mean any number of things.  The adjective, “thankful”, is more precise in its meaning.  Even as a noun, “thankfulness” is more precise in meaning than the word “giving” is, whether the latter word is used as a noun, adjective or verb, all of which are possible.

As I allow these words to have their way with me, it becomes immediately apparent that while all thankful acts are giving, not all acts of giving are thankful.  There are all manner of things I could give you without being the least bit thankful: a bum steer, the cold shoulder, a hard time, the back of my hand, the “bird” . . .  When the pilgrims arrived on this continent they fell upon their knees with thanksgiving.  Yet there was no thankfulness whatsoever in the way they fell upon the Indians.

As I allow words of thankfulness and giving to further have their way with me, I begin to realize that even all “thankful” acts of “giving” are not truly thankful.  They are thankful in form only, because the one presumably being thankful is “supposed” to be thankful and therefore goes through motions that look thankful.  Words qualify only the form of my acts.  Where the substance of my acts is concerned, it is my acts that qualify my words.  Emerson said this in probably the most precise wording that is possible: “What you are speaks so loudly, I cannot hear what you say.”

What is thanksgiving?  Like being happified, thanksgiving is ultimately an attitude, and thus a state of being, not an act. The meaning of one’s acts is governed by the state of one’s being.  Thanksgiving is the attitude of gratitude.  Acts of thanksgiving are only as meaningful as one’s underlying state of gratitude allows. 

A final example of the limits of linguistic orthodoxy.  Have you ever seen or heard of a parent who was thankful that his or her small child was not killed when the child ran into the street and was almost hit by a car?  Whereupon the parent spanked the child?  Allowing words to have their way with me makes it possible for me to understand how one can be in a state of gratitude, and at the same time give someone else a spanking at the same time.  

I am thankful that by allowing words to have their way with me, I am able to make at least some sense of life’s ambiguities.

Thanksgiving: The Way It Works

As a quick demonstration of the way Thanksgiving works, I am holding in my hands three sermons: a $500 sermon that lasts five minutes, a $200 sermon that lasts fifteen minutes, and a $100 sermon that lasts a full hour.  We will now take the collection, to see which sermon you are thankful for.

Now here’s the good news!  There’s a fourth alternative.  You can also be thankful that although I am not in the least bit serious about having three sermons, I do have your attention – for the good of all concerned.  That’s what Thanksgiving is about: the good of ALL concerned, and especially the good of the one giving thanks.  

Thanksgiving – the attitude of gratitude that characterizes love in action – is far more beneficial for the one giving thinks than it is for the one receiving thanks.  Gratitude is ultimately for the sake of the thankful, not for the sake of those who are thanked.

I am able to speak with great confidence concerning the comparative effects of gratitude on those who express it and those who receive it.  My confidence on this subject is a consequence of my remembering what I was told before I was born.  During a hypnotic regression, I was taken back in memory to the place between lifetimes, where I was being briefed on the lifetime that I am right now living.  

As part of the briefing I was told that I was going to a world where no lasting love existed, other than whatever lasting love its inhabitants brought with them.  If I were to come to this world looking for lasting love, I would find none, because no lasting love for me pre-exists for me in this world.  In and of itself, this world is devoid of lasting love.  This world knows only of love that has reasons, and love that has a reason has a season.  Every reason for loving has a beginning and an end.  Though the power of reasoning endures, all specific reasons are ephemeral.  Only love that has no reason likewise has no season and is, therefore, enduring.

This being the case, the only lasting love that I can experience here is the lasting love that I bring with me.  Were I to bring to this world no lasting love whatsoever, I would experience no lasting love whatsoever, only the kind of love that lasts for a season.  Only as I give lasting love to this world while being in this world may I experience lasting love in return.  Lasting love for me exists only as an echo of lasting live from me, and lasting love from me can only be given from the lasting love of Spirit deep within me.

The world can only echo the lasting love of its inhabitants, and the only inhabitants who can hear its echoes of lasting love are those who create their own echoes thereof.  This is the way things work in Spirit’s echo-system of lasting love.

I was therefore commissioned, while in the place between lifetimes, to bring my portion of Spirit’s lasting love to this world so that the world’s ability to echo lasting love would be proportionately expanded.

Fortunately, we can all become conscious of the way that Spirit’s echo-system of lasting love works.  Remember a time when you were thanked . . . and get in touch with the way that you felt while receiving thanks....  Now remember a time when you were thankful . . . and get in touch with the way that you felt while giving thanks.

When I contrast the feeling I experience while receiving others’ gratitude with the feeling that accompanies my gratitude for and to others, I understand why our upcoming holiday is called “Thanksgiving” rather than “Thanksreceiving.”  The feeling of gratitude received is but an echo of the feeling of gratitude expressed.  I can never experience the feeling of another’s gratitude, only my own echo of that gratitude when I am being thanked or otherwise included in its expression.  The feeling of received gratitude can never be more than an echo of the feeling I have when I am gratitude’s conveyor.

That’s the way Thanksgiving works: by expressing unto my good my gratitude for my good.  Thanksgiving is the attitude of gratitude, rendered unto my good.  “My heart sings and my soul does rejoice for the shower of blessings upon my life.”  Thanksgiving is a song of the heart that celebrates the soul’s joy in giving.  The life within us, which we attribute to our souls, is such a beneficial presence that we attribute it to the highest good we know, which is God, THE Beneficial Presence.  

The Beneficial Presence of God’s life within us is also echoing all around us – it is everywhere we look, hence “the shower of blessings.”  Yet once again, just as I can experience only the echo of another’s gratitude, so is the Beneficial Presence that surrounds me experienced by me as a mere echo of its presence within me.  I will never know the goodness “out there” as intimately as the goodness that is “in here” – my “in-here”-nt goodness.  My own goodness forever in-here’s me.  All other goodness out-there’s me, and no attempt to import “out-there”nt good can bring the satisfaction that comes from the outward expression of my “in-here”nt good.

I have come to export my good, not to import it.  Spirit has no lack of inlets on this planet.  What it requires is far more outlets.  Each of us is one of those outlets.

Such again is the ecology of Spirit.  Thanksgiving is to the ecology of Spirit what breathing is to the ecology of our bodies.  The giving and receiving of gratitude enlivens my Spirit just as the giving and receiving of breath enlivens my body.  I have come to the Earth as a Beneficial Presence of Spirit, to inhabit a body that comes from the Earth as a beneficial presence of life.

I have come here to manifest Spirit’s way, to demonstrate Spirit’s possibilities, to show how Spirit works.  Spirit is the show-er of blessings that makes my life an echoing shower of blessings – so long as I am open to Spirit’s revelation of the blessings of life within and all around me.

Thanksgiving in my rendering of gratitude unto my good.  There’s another word the means “rendering unto”: sur-render.  Thanksgiving is the surrender of our immediate good to our greater good.  This is why, in the form of prayer that Science of Mind calls “affirmative prayer” or “spiritual mind treatment,” the step of declaring my good is followed by Thanksgiving.  Giving thanks is my surrender to the good just claimed by me in the previous step of prayer.

This is not because my good requires the benefit of my gratitude before it can happen.  Again, I am the primary beneficiary of my own gratitude, because the attitude of gratitude is an open, receptive state, and only as I am openly receiving can I openly experience the presence of my good.  

The attitude of gratitude increases my beatitude.

Living Thankfully: What TG Does
I am thankful this morning – and every morning that I stop to think about it – that I was not born a giraffe.  How many people here have given thanks at one time or another that they were not born a giraffe?  Perhaps when I’ve told you why I am thus thankful, you will be also.

Giving birth to a giraffe is a tall order.  Giraffes give birth while standing.  If you think about this from the perspective of a newborn giraffe, this is your first clue.  It’s a ten-foot drop to the ground.  If you are born correctly, you’ll land on your back.  While it is true that I also sustained some trauma to my backside when I was born – a spanking to make me start breathing – this was considerably less fraught with peril than a ten foot drop.  I’m quite thankful that my grounding in the law of gravity comes later than it does in the life of a giraffe.  

So here’s this newborn giraffe that has just fallen out of a second story window on its back.  What does it do?  It makes the most of its first lesson in gravity by putting its legs where they’ll do the most good.  It rolls over, with its legs tucked beneath it, and sits there pondering what has thus far befallen it (as it were), shaking its head to clear the birthing fluid from its eyes and ears.  Unlike a newborn calf, it doesn’t get licked by its mother.  It gets kicked.

The mother giraffe takes a quick look to see if the baby is O.K, then positions herself directly over her calf.  She stands there for a minute or so, and then she sends her newborn baby sprawling head over heels.  This process is repeated time and again.  The newborn eventually enjoys all of the rough treatment that it can stand . . . and then does just that.  I finally learns its second lesson in gravity, and stands up on its wobbly legs in order to get away from its mother.  Before it starts to move, however, its mother rewards this stroke of genius by sending it sprawling once again . . . so it will remember how it got up.

Now if I actually were a baby giraffe, this would be my first occasion for thankfulness.  Why?  Because my mother has just saved my precious new life.  There are lions, hyenas, leopards and wild dogs who savor young giraffes, and baby giraffes must be able to get up as quickly as possible to stay with the herd.

Newborn eaglets have it a lot more cushly than giraffes.  Eagle’s nests are rather prickly affairs, being made of thorny twigs, so the mother eagle lines it with her feathers to provide a cozy basinette for her newborn babies.  As they become old enough to flap their wings, however, the mother removes the feathers from the nest, and the eaglets move to the only smooth surface left which is on the edge of the nest.  

Once an eaglet is sitting on the edge of the nest, the mother eagle knocks it off.  Now we’re talking here about considerably more than a 10-foot drop, so if necessary the mother eagle catches the falling eaglet before it hits the ground.  This process is repeated until the eaglets learn how to fly.

The French poet, Guilliam Apollinaire, must have had eagles in mind when he wrote

“Come to the edge,” he said.

“We are afraid,” they said.

“Come to the edge,” he said.

They came.

He pushed them.

And they flew.

When life gives me an unavoidable kick or shove, I can grumble and moan about it . . . or I can learn what it takes to avoid more of the same.  As long as I am resisting the kicks and shoves, I am encouraging them.  Resisting something is the equivalent of insuring its life.  Every act of resistance on my part is a premium that I pay to insure the life of whatever I am resisting.  

Life is essentially the process of overcoming inertia.  You’ve probably all heard about the law of inertia: a body at rest tends to stay at rest, while a body in motion tends to stay in motion.  In other words, each of the universe’s parts tends to honor the status quo of its own situation, and will not deviate from its status quo unless something necessitates a change.  

Ernest Holmes acknowledged this whole-part relationship when he wrote, 

Nature will not let us stay in any one place too long.  She will let us stay just long enough to gather the experience necessary to the unfolding and advancing of the soul.  This is a wise provision, for should we stay here too long, we would become too set, too rigid, too inflexible. Nature demands the change in order that we should advance. 

If the universe were no more than the sum of its parts, it would be a humongous still-life painting.  Fortunately, the universe is more than the sum of its parts, so that the wholeness of the universe is prepared to kick and shove any part whose inertia is not in its own best interest.  At the same time, the whole is equally benefited by its kicking and shoving, because only as the universe’s parts do their part is the universe as a whole thus served.  

Holmes concluded the above statement with an additional sentence:

When the change comes, we should welcome it with a smile on the lips and a song in the heart.

Holmes suggests that I actually be thankful for the kicks and shoves that keep me from the inertia of status quo.  Whatever befalls me in life, the quickest and most effective way for me to derive a benefit is to be thankful for the benefit.

Example: My computer has been slowing down.  As its multi-tasking capability has decreased, mine has increased.

The ultimate power of thanksgiving is not the acknowledgment of a benefit that I have already perceived but the acknowledgment of a benefit not yet perceived.  An attitude of gratitude for a benefit not yet perceived can assure its availability to my perception.   

Being thankful is an active state, not a passive one.  Gratitude has creative power.  This is why thanksgiving is included as the fourth step of affirmative prayer (smt).  Having claimed my good in the third step of affirmative prayer, I initiate the creation of that good by being thankful.

This relationship between wholeness and parts enforces my lawful participation in the universe no less than gravity does, and it works the same way as gravitational law.  Gravity does not initiate from the universe’s parts.  It initiates from the relationship among the parts.  My 170 pound body would weigh only 34 pounds if I were on the moon, and closer to a ton if I were on the planet Jupiter.  tells me clue to the nature of  Law of Co-operation.

Whatever befalls me in life, the quickest way for me to learn from it is to be thankful.  

Living thankfully is as close as I can come to living without friction. There is no such thing as frictionless living in a rapidly moving world fraught with conflicting agendas. Nor is absence of friction an option in any gathering of persons where more than one preference or perspective is professed, be it household, neighborhood or nation.  Yet it is quite possible, amidst our diversities and adversities of expression, to reduce friction.
The more friction I have in my life, the more vital it is for me to be thankful.  Thanksgiving reduces the friction in my life by lowering my resistance to life’s circumstances. 

and therefore overcoming my inertia. 

Inertia of rest and of motion.

Words have their way with me by allowing me to think things together.  When I insist on having my way with words, I am more likely to think things to pieces. 

Breaking Bread Together

As we share in the wonderful tradition of feasting today, we have many things to be thankful for – family, friends, vocations, vacations – all the things that make life good.  What I am thankful for today is the principal of truth that underlies all good: there’s enough of it to go all around.  We are all abundantly provided for by a beneficent universe.  The fact that we are not all abundantly provisioned is not a fault of the universe.  Shortcomings are not inherent in universal supply, only in our delivery systems.

I am thankful that right this very moment there is enough food on this planet for everyone to be fully nourished.  The Earth is growing, at this very moment, the equivalent of one ton of edible vegetation for every individual now alive on the planet.  There is no shortage of supply.  All shortage is in our perception.  

We have confined our eating preferences to approximately 2% of the planet’s vegetation, which is a mere 40 pounds per day per person alive on the planet.  Since I’ve yet to meet anyone who can consume more than a few pounds of food per day, I can still rest my case of thanksgiving for there being enough food to go around.

So why isn’t it going around?  Why is the abundance of universal supply not experienced by the vast majority of the world’s population?  Why is it that 80% of the planet’s wealth is owned by only 20% of its human population, that 95% of the planet’s wealth is controlled by less than 5% of its human population, leaving 8 out of 10 people with little more hope for joining them than that of winning the lottery?  

Once again, the shortcoming is in our perceptions.  Ownership and control of wealth is the number one addiction of the human species, for which no effective 12-step program exists – because hardly anyone among the 20% cares to surrender the addiction and because hardly anyone in the 80% cares to surrender their longing for the addiction.

I used to be very upset about the horrendous imbalance of prosperity on our planet.  That was before I learned to see it differently.  And I learned to see it differently the very week that I discovered the Science of Mind.  

I immediately understood the meaning of “change you thinking, change your life,” and no sooner had I grasped that message than I received in the mail a magazine-like publication from Werner Erhart that eventually became known as the “source document” for the Hunger Project.  

This so-called source document, and the Hunger Project that grew out of it, proclaimed a simple proposition: hunger will cease when we cease to perceive it as the way that things have to be.  Within two years of the issuance of that document, the world’s perception of hunger shifted.  [etc.]

And so, today, I am thankful that there is enough to go around.  In addition, I am equally thankful that we have the adequate means to spread it around.  We are no less lacking the means to provision everyone on this planet than we are lacking in provisions to deliver.  The military-industrial-media complex of the United States alone – the most abundant delivery system the world has ever known – could resolve the distribution problem, were that to become its mission.

Two people that I have had the privilege of working for and with have had the opportunity to address the Army War College. [Ferguson] [Hubbard] 

First Earth battalion.

So I am thankful today, as we break bread together, both that there is enough to go around and that there is likewise the means to get it around.

Yet this would be an empty gratitude were it not for one more factor in its attitude.  I am thankful today, above all, that humankind is awakening to the truth of the presence of enough to go around, and of the means of getting it around.  

My primary proof of this is that 20 years ago I myself could not have made this declaration of thanks, and that if I could have done so my declaration of thanksgiving would not have fallen on ears as receptive to my declaration as are yours today.  

My secondary proof is that dozens of nations that were failing to feed their populations at the end of World War 2 are now doing so – and only because enough people changed their thinking to make this possible.

Now is not the time to cling to what was, but to amend what is.--Helen Hayes

> 
The Bible in Fifty Words

>
> 
God made,

> 
Adam bit,

> 
Noah arked,

> 
Abraham split,

> 
Joseph ruled,

> 
Jacob fooled,

> 
Bush talked,

> 
Moses balked;

> 
Pharaoh plagued,

> 
people walked.

> 
Sea divided,

> 
tablets guided,

> 
Promise landed.

> 
Saul freaked,

> 
David peeked,

> 
prophets warned,

> 
Jesus born,

> 
God walked,

> 
love talked,

> 
anger crucified,

> 
hope died.

> 
Love rose,

> 
Spirit flamed,

> 
Word spread,

> 
God remained.

>
> 
--Source unknown

>A woman was getting a pie ready to put into the oven when the phone >>rang.  It was the school nurse, her son had come down with a high >>fever and would she come and take him home? The mother calculated >>how long it would take to drive to school and back, and how long the >>pie should bake, and concluded there was enough time. Popping the >>pie in the oven, she left for school. When she arrived, her son’s fever >>was worse and the nurse urged her to take him to the doctor.

>
>>Seeing her son like that—his face flushed, his body trembling and >>dripping with perspiration—frayed her, and she drove to the clinic >>as fast as she dared. She was frayed a bit more waiting for the >>doctor to emerge from the examining room, which he was doing >>now, walking toward her with a slip of paper in his hand.

>>
>”Get him to bed,” he told her, handing her the prescription, “and start >>him on this right away.”

>>
>By the time she got the boy home and in bed and headed out again >>for the shopping mall, she was not only frayed, but frazzled and >>frantic as well. She had forgotten about the pie in the oven. At the >>mall she found a pharmacy, got the prescription filled and rushed >>back to the car . . .>
>
>   . . . Which was locked.

>>
>Yes, there were her keys, hanging in the ignition switch, locked inside >>the car.  She ran back into the mall, found a phone and called home. >>When her son finally answered, she blurted out, “I’ve locked the keys >>inside the car!” The boy was barely able to speak. In a hoarse voice >>he whispered, “Get a wire coat hanger, Mom You can get in with that.”

>>The phone went dead.

>>
>She began searching the mall for a wire coat hanger—which turned >>but not to be easy. Wooden hangers and plastic hangers were there >>in abundance, but shops didn’t use wire hangers anymore. After >>combing through a dozen stores, she found one that was behind the >>times just enough to use wire hangers. Hurrying out of the mall, she >>allowed herself a smile of relief. As she was about to step off the >curb, >>she halted. She stared at the wire coat hanger. “I don’t know what to >>do with this!”

>>
>Then she remembered the pie in the oven. All the frustrations of the >>past hour collapsed on her and she began crying. Then she prayed, >>”Dear Lord, my boy is sick and he needs this medicine and my pie >>is in the oven and the keys are locked in the car and Lord, I don’t >>know what to do with this coat hanger.  Dear Lord, send somebody >>who does know what do with it and I really need that person NOW, >>Lord.  Amen.”

>>
>She was wiping her eyes when a beat-up older car pulled up to the >>curb and stopped in front of her. A young man, twentyish-looking, >>in a T-shirt and ragged jeans, got out. The first thing she noticed >>about him was the long, stringy hair, and then the beard that hid >>everything south of his nose. He was coming her way. When he >>drew near she stepped in front of him and held out the wire coat >>hanger. “Young man,” she said, “do you know how to get into a >>locked car with one of these?”

>>
>He gaped at her for a moment, then plucked the hanger from her hand. >>  “Where’s the car?”

>>
>Telling the story, she said she had never seen anything like it—it >was >>simply amazing how easily he got into her car. A quick look at the door >>and window, a couple of twists of the coat hanger and bam! Just like >>that, the door was open!

>>
>When she saw the door open, she threw her arms around him. >>”Oh,” she said, “the Lord sent you! You’re such a good boy. >>You must be a Christian!”

>>
>He stepped back and said, “No ma’am, I’m not a Christian, >>and I’m not a good boy. I just got out of prison yesterday.”

>>
>She jumped at him and she hugged him again - fiercely.  >>”Praise the Lord!” she cried.  “He sent me a professional!”

Learning to Get Back Up

Bringing a giraffe into the world is a tall order. A baby giraffe falls 10 feet from its mother’s womb and usually lands on its back. Within seconds it rolls over  and tucks its legs under its body. From this position it considers the world for the first time and shakes off the last vestiges of the birthing fluid from its eyes and ears.  Then the mother giraffe rudely introduces its offspring to the reality of > life.

In his book, A View from the Zoo, Gary Richmond describes how a newborn giraffe learns its first lesson.

The mother giraffe lowers her head long enough to take a quick look. Then she positions herself directly over her calf. She waits for about a minute, and then she does the most unreasonable thing. She swings her long, pendulous leg outward and kicks her baby, so that it is sent sprawling head over heels.

When it doesn’t get up, the violent process is repeated over and over again. The struggle to rise is momentous. As the baby calf grows tired, the mother kicks it again to stimulate its efforts. Finally, the calf stands for the first time on its wobbly legs.

Then the mother giraffe does the most remarkable thing. She kicks it off its feet again. Why? She wants it to remember how it got up. In the wild, baby giraffes must be able to get up as quickly as possible to stay with the herd, where there is safety. Lions, hyenas, leopards, and wild hunting dogs all enjoy young giraffes, and they’d get it too, if the mother didn’t teach her calf to get up quickly and get with it.

The late Irving Stone understood this.  He spent a lifetime studying greatness, writing novelized biographies of such men as Michelangelo, Vincent van  Gogh,  Sigmund Freud, and Charles Darwin.

Stone was once asked if he had found a thread that runs through the lives of all these exceptional people. He said, “I write about people who sometime in their life have a vision or dream of something that should be accomplished and they go to work.

“They are beaten over the head, knocked down, vilified, and for years they get nowhere. But every time they’re knocked down they stand up. You cannot destroy these people. And at the end of their lives they’ve accomplished some modest part of what they set out to do.”

Craig B. Larson

QUESTION: If you were looking for a new spouse, which ONE thing would be most important? Of the 3,878 participants who took the survey, they responded as follows:

11% Chose Good Looks

17% Chose Money

26% Chose Intelligence

43% Chose Sense of Humor

It looks like 43% of us could increase our attractiveness to our spouse with a little effort.

> > Heaven Entrance Exam

> > 
> > A man dies and goes to heaven.  Of course, > > St. Peter meets him at the Pearly Gates.  > > St. Peter says, “Here’s how it works.  You > > need 100 points to make it into heaven.  You > > tell me all the good things you’ve done, and > > I give you a certain number of points for each > > item, depending on how good  it was.  When > > you reach 100 points, you can get in.”

> > 
> > “Okay,” the man says, “I was married to the > > same woman for 50 years and never cheated > > on her, even in my heart.”

> > 
> > “That’s wonderful,” says St. Peter, “that’s > > worth three points!”

> > 
> > “Three points?” he says.  “Well, I attended > > church all my life and supported its ministry > > with my tithe and service.”

> > 
> > “Terrific!” says  St. Peter.  “That’s certainly > > worth a point.”

> > 
> > “One point?  I started a soup kitchen in my > > city and worked in a shelter for homeless > > veterans.”

> > 
> > “Fantastic, that’s good for two more points,” > > he says.

> > 
> > “Two points!” the man cries.  “At this rate, > > the only way I get into heaven is by the grace of God!”

· > oo

> > 
> > “Bingo! 100 points!  Come on in!”
We celebrate the story of the Universe...

O magnificent universe of which we are a part, we stand in awe of your beauty, goodness, wisdom, and love.

Our ecstasy knows no bounds as we reflect on the goodness of both the present moment and on the total historical process that enables this moment to be what it is.

We celebrate and reverence all that has gone before us, treasuring each and every development and valuing it in itself, apart from us.

We are delighted to have emerged from a 15 billion year pregnancy, which you have undertaken with infinite patience, fidelity, and hope.

You have entrusted us with the gifts of self-reflection, awareness, and free will, which we pledge to use for the highest good for this planet and for the greater cosmic community.

On behalf of the whole human family, we ask for forgiveness for our arrogance, for exalting ourselves over the rest of creation and for the consequent destruction we have wrought.

We commit ourselves to live in humility, harmony, and mutual respect for all that has unfolded and all that will unfold in the cosmos, rejoicing always in the dance of life that sustains us and all that exists.

Thank you for spreading a feast of fascination, bedazzlement, allurement, and miracles to nourish us daily and to give us energy to be dreamers and co-creators with you.

O Mystery beyond comprehension, expressed in the immensity of a trillion galaxies, expand our minds and hearts to embrace limitless love and possibilities!

We celebrate the story of the universe!

Carol Meyer

A Beautiful Story

A woman came out of her house and saw 3 old men with long white beards   sitting in her front yard.  She did not recognize them.  She said “I don’t   Think I know you, but you must be hungry. Please come in and have something to eat.”

 “Is the man of the house home?”, they asked.

“No”, she said.  “He’s out.”

“Then we cannot come in.”, they replied.

In the evening when her husband came home, she told him what had happened.

“Go tell them I am home and invite them in!”

The woman went out and invited the men in.

“We do not go into a House together,” they replied.

“Why is that?” she wanted to know.

One of the old men explained: “His name is Wealth,” he said pointing to one of his friends, and said pointing to another one, “He is Success, and I am Love.”  Then he added, “Now go in and discuss with your husband which one of us you want in your home.”

The woman went in and told her husband what was said.  Her husband was overjoyed.  

“How nice!!”, he said.  “Since that is the case, let us invite Wealth.  Let him come and fill our home with wealth!”

His wife disagreed.  “My dear, why don’t we invite Success?”

Their daughter-in-law was listening from the other corner of the house.  She jumped in with her own suggestion: “Would it not be better to invite Love?

Our home will then be filled with love!”

“Let us heed our daughter-in-law’s advice,” said the husband to his wife. “Go out and invite Love to be our guest.”

The woman went out and asked the 3 old men, “Which one of you is Love? Please come in and be our guest.”

Love got up and started walking toward the house.  The other 2 also got up and followed him.

Surprised, the lady asked Wealth and Success: “I only invited Love, Why are you coming in?”

The old men replied together: “If you had invited Wealth or Success, the other two of us would’ve stayed out, but since you invited Love, wherever He goes, we go with him.  Wherever there is Love, there is also Wealth and Success!!!!!!”

OUR WISH FOR YOU...

Where there is pain, we wish you peace and mercy.  Where there is self-doubting, we wish you a renewed confidence in your ability to work through them.

Where there is tiredness, or exhaustion, we wish you patience, understanding, and renewed strength. Where there is fear, we wish you love, and courage.

You have two choices right now:

1.
Delete this, or...

2.
Invite love by sharing this story with all

the people you care about.

I hope you will choose #2. I did.

Peace to you my friend

A Tour of Duty

The Place between Lifetimes, the realm of eternity that I re-visit at the conclusion of each of my bodily incarnations, is a peculiar mixture of heavenly and hellish experience.  The heavenly part is my ability, when I am there, to remember everything that I have done in all of my lives thus far without judging myself for any of my errors or misdeeds.  The hellish part is my inability, with all of my history available to me unclouded by judgment, to do anything with the wonderful understanding of myself that my knowledge provides. Whatever I feel moved to do with my understanding, I must sign up for another lifetime in a body in order to do it.  

The end of all my doing is the eventual undoing of all that I have done, though never of the consequences of my doing.

